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= 
DUTCHESMYS 


NADA M. 
MB1T1IoN is ſo far from being a Vice 
in Poets, that *tis almoſt impoſſible for 
them to ſucceed without it. Imagination muſt 
be rais'd, by a Deſire of Fame, to a Deſire of 
Pleahng: And they whom in all Ages Poets 
have endeavour'd moſt to pleaſe, have been the 
Beautiful and the Great. Beauty is their Deity 
to which they ſacrifice, and Greatneſs 1s- their 
Guatrdian-Angel which protects them. Both theſe 
are fo eminently join'd in the Perſon of your Royal 
Hiyzhnels, that it were not eaſy for any, but a 
Poet, to determine which of them out-ſhines the 
Yo, V. A 4. other. 


Tie Epiſtle Dedieatory, _ 
other. But J confefs, Madam, I am already by- 


afs'd in my Choice: I can caſily reſign to others 


the Praiſe of Sur Illuftrious Family, and that 
Glory which. you dexive from ' a. Jong-continu'd 


Race of Princes, famous for their Actions both in 


Peace and War: I can give up to the Hiſtorians 
of your Country, the Names of ſo many Gene- 
rals and Heroes which croud their Annals; and 


to our own, the Hopes of thoſe which you are to 


produce for the Britiſ Chronicle, I can yield, 
without Envy, to the Nation of Poets, the Fami- 
ly of Eſte, to which Arioſto and: 740% have ow'd 


their Patronage; and to which the World has. 


ow'd their Poems: But J could not without ex- 
tream Reluctance reſign the Fheme of your Beau- 


ty to another Hand. Give me leave, Madam, 


to acquaint the World that I am Jealous of this 
Subject ; and let it be no Diſhonour to you, that 
after having rais'd the Admiration of Mank ind, 
you have inipir'd one Man to give it Voice. But 
with whatſoever Vanity this new Honour of be- 
ing your Poet has fill'd my Mind, F confeſs my 
ſelf too weak for the Inſpiration ;, the Prieſt was 
always unequal to the Oracle : The God within 
him was too mighty for his Breaſt: He labour'd 
with the facred Revelation, and there was more 
af the: Myſtery left behind, than Divinity itſelf 
could enable him to expreſs; I can but diſcover 
2 Part of your Excellencies to the World ; and 
that too according to the Meaſure of my own 
Weakneſs. Like thoſe who have ſurvey'd the 
Moon by Glaſſes, I can only tell of a new and 
ſhining World above us, but not relate the Riches 
and Cortes of the Place. Tis therefore that I 
nave already. wav'd the Subject of your Greatneſs, 
to rcken. myſelf to the Contemplation of what 
wy 18 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
is more peculiarly yours. Greatneſs is indeed 
communicated to ſome few of both Sexes; but 
Beauty is conhn'd to a more narrow Compals : 
is only in your Sex, tis not ſhar'd by many, 
= and its Supreme Perfection is in you alone. And 
here, Madam, I am proud that I cannot flatter: 
= You have reconcil'd the differing Judgments of 
Mankind: For all Men are equal in their Judg- - 
= ment of what is eminently beſt. The Prize of 
= Beauty was diſputed only till you were ſeen ; but 
now all Pretenders have withdrawn their Claims: 
There is no Competition but for the ſecond: Place. 
Even the faireſt of our Iſland (which is fam'd : | 
for Beauties) nor daring to commit their Cauſe - 3 
againſt you, to the Suffrage of thoſe who moſt 
partially adore them. Fortune has, indeed, but 
render'd Juſtice to ſo much Excellence, in ſet- 
ting it ſo high to publick View: Or, rather, Pro- - 
vidence has done Juſtice to itſelf, in placing the 
moſt perfect Workmanſhip of Heaven, where it 
may be admir'd by all Beholders. Had the Sun 
and Stars been ſeated lower, their Glory had not 
been communicated to all at once; and the Crea- 
tor had wanted, ſu much of his Praiſe, as he had 
made your Condition more obſcure. But he has 
placed you ſo near a Crown, that you add a Lu- 
{tre to it by your Beauty. You are join'd to a 
Prince who only could deſerve you: W hoſe Con- 
duct, Courage, and Succeſs in War; whoſe Fide- 
lity to his Rove) R whole Love for his- 


Country, whoſe Conſtancy to his Friends, whoſe 
= Bounty to, his Servants, whoſe Juſtice to Merit, 
> whoſe inviolable "Truth, and whoſe Magnanimi- 
> ty in all his Actions, ſeem to have been rewarded 
Z by Heav'n by the Gift of you. You are never 
een but you are bleſt: And I am ſure you bleſs 
= A5 all 


The Epiſtle Dedicatery: 


all thoſe. who ſee you. We think not the Day 
is long enough when we behold you: And you are. 
ſo much the Buſineſs of our Souls, that while 
vou are in fight, we can neither look nor think 
on any elſe. There are no Eyes for other. Beau- 


ties: You only are preſent, and the reſt of your 


Sex are but the unregarded Parts that fill your 
Triumph. Our Sight is ſo intent on the Object 
of its Admiration, that our Tongues have not lei- 
ſure even to praiſe you: For Language ſeems too 
low a thing to expreſs your Excellence; and our. 
Souls are ſpeaking ſo much within, that they de- 
ſpiſe all foreign Converſation. Every Man, even | 
the dulleſt, is thinking more than the moſt 'Elo- | 
quent can teach bim how to utter, Thus, Ma- 
dam, in the midſt of Crouds you reign in Soli- 
tude ; and are ador'd with the deepeſt Veneration, 


that of Silence. Tis true, you are above all mor- 
tal Wiſhes: No Man defires Impoſſibilities, be- 
cauſe they are beyond the reach of Nature: To 
hope to be a God, is Folly exalted” into Mad- 
neſs : But by the Laws of our Creation we are 


oblig'd to adore him; and are permitted to love 
him too, at human Diſtance. Tis the Nature FF 


of Perfection to be attractive; but the Excellen- 
cy of the Object refines the Nature of the Love. 


It ſtrikes an Impreſſion of awful Reverence; 'tis 


indeed that Love which is more properly a Zeal 
than Paſſion. Tis the Rapture which Anchorets 
find in Prayer, when a Beam of-the Divinity 
ſhines upon them; That which makes them de- 
ſpiſe all worldly Objects, and yet 'tis all but Con- 
templation. They are ſeldom viſited from above; 
but a ſingle Viſion ſo tranſports them, that it 
makes up the Happineſs of their Lives. Mortair- 


ty cannot bear it often: It finds them in the. Ea- 
gerneſs 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

erneſs and Height of their Devotion, they are* 
ſpeechleſs for the Time that it continues, and 
proſtrate and dead when it departs. That Ecſtaſy 
had need be ſtrong, which without any End, but 
that of Admiration, has Power enough to deſtroy 
all other Paſſions. You render Mankind inſenſible 
to other Beauties; and have deſtioy'd the Empire 
of Love, in a Court which was the Seat of his 
Dominion. You have ſubverted (may I dare to 
accuſe you of it) even our Fundamental Laws; 
and Reign abſolute over the Hearts of a ſtubborn 
and free-born People, tenacious almoſt to Mad- 
neſs of their Liberty. The brighteſt and moſt 
victorious of our Ladies make daily Complaints of 
revolted Subjects: If they may be ſaid to be revolt- - 
ed, whoſe: Servitude is not accepted: For your 
Royal Highneſs is too Great, and too Juit a Mo- 
narch, either to want or to receive the Homage of 
Rebellious Fugitives. Vet if ſome few among the 
Multitude continue ſteadfaſt to their ſirſt Preten- 
ſions, 'tis an Obedience ſo luke- warm and languiths- - 
ing, that it merits not the Name of Paſſion: Their 
Addreſſes are fo faint, and their Vows fo hollow 
to their Sovereigns, that they ſeem only to main- 
tain their Faith, out of a Senſe of Honour: They 
are aſham'd to deſiſt, and yet grow Careleſs to ob- 
tain. Like dcſpairing Combatants, they ſtrive a- 
gainſt you as if they had beheld unveil'd the Magt- 
cal Shield. of your Aue, which dazzled the Be- 

X holders with tov much Brightneſs: They can no 
longer hold up their Arms, they have read. their. 
. = Deſtiny in your Eyes. | 

Hhpflende bo Scudo a guiſa di Piropo; 
E Luce alira non é tanto lucente - 
3 Cader in terra a la ſplendor fn d'vepo, 
. = Gm gli occhi abbacinati, e ſenza mente. pe 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
And yet, Madam, if I could find in my ſelf the 
Power to leave this Argument of your incompara- 


ble Beauty, 1 might turn to one which would 
equally oppreſs me with its Greatneſs. For your 


Conjugal Virtues have deferv'd- to be ſet as an 
Example, to a lefs-de enerate, leſs- tainted Age. They 
approach fo near to Singularity in ours, that I can 
ſcarcely make a Panegyric to your Royal Highneſs, 
without a Satire on many others: But your Perſon, 
is a Paradiſe, ee Soul a Cherubin within to 


guard it. If the Excellence of the Outſide invite 
the Beholders, the Majeſty of your Mind deters 
them from too bold Approaches; and turns their 
Admiration into Religion. Moral Perfections are 
rais'd higher by you in the ſofter Sex: As if Men 
were of too coarſe a Mould for Heaven to work 
on, and that the Image of Divinity could not be 
caſt to Likeneſs in ſo "harſh a Metal. Your Per- 
ſon is ſo admirable, that it can ſcarce receive Ad- 
dition, when it ſha!l be glorify'd: And your Soul, 


which ſhines through it, finds it of a Sabſtance. 73 


ſo near her own, that ſhe will be pleas'd to pals 


an Age within it, and to be conhn'd to ſuch a 


Palace. 


I know not how I am hurried back to my for- 


mer Theme : I ought, and purpos'd to have cele- 
brated thoſe Endowments and Qualities of your 


Mind, which were ſufficient,even without theGraces 
of your Perion, to render you, as you are, the 


Ornament of the Court, and the Object of Won- 
der to Three Kingdoms : But all my Praiſes are 
but as a Bull-ruſh caſt upon a Stream; if they ſink 


not, *tis becauſe they are borne up by the Strength 


of the Current, which ſupports their Lightneſs ; 


but they are carfy'd round again, and return on 1 
the Eddy where they firſt began. I can proceed Wi 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


too, J have ſaid ſo little, conſidering the Greatneſs 
of the Subject, that, like him who would lodge a 
Bowl upon a Precipice, either my Praiſe falls back, 

by the Weakneſs of the Delivery, or ſtays not 
on the Top, but rowls over, and is loſt on the 
other ſide. I intended this a Dedication, but how 
can I confider what belongs to myſelf, when 1 


then, Madam, to receive this Poem, without In- 
titling ſo much Excellency as yours, to the Faults 


ſtead of being favourable to the Piece, which me- 
rits nothing, forgive the Preſumption of the Author; 
who is, with all poſſible Veneration, 


Your ROYAL HIGHNEsSS's 


not obedient, moft humble, 


zugt devoted Servant, 


00 farther than your Beauty: And even on that 


have been ſo long contemplating on you! Be pleas'd 


and Imperfections of ſo mean a Writer: And in- 


JoHN DryDpen, 


* 


1. 


See eee. 


JT An 
To Mr. DRYDEN, on bis ff. 
POE NM of PARADISE. -F 


Orgive me, awful Poet, if a Muſs, 

Whom artl:ſs Nature did for Plainneſi chuſe, 
In loſe Attire preſents her humble Thought, | 
Of this beſi Poem, that ycu ever wwrought, 
This faireſi Labour cf year teeming Brain 
1 wwou'd embrace, bat not with Flatt'ry lain 
Something I auou d ta your ha Virtue raise, 
But ſcorn to daub it wuith a ſulſe me Praije ; 
That abcu d but blot the Work I weu'd commend, 
And ſpew a Court- Admirer, not a Friend. 
To the dead Bard your Fame a little caves, 
Fer Milton d the wealthy Mine diſcloſe, 
And rudely caft what you cou d well diſpoſe: 
He roughly drew, on an old-faſhion'd Ground, 
A Chaos, for no perfect World was found, 
Fill through the Heap your mighty Genius ſbin d; 
e was the Golden Ore which you refin'd. 
He ft beheld the Beautecus rufiic Maid, 
And to a Place of Strength the Prize conwey'd ; 
Jou took ber thence: To Curt this Virgin brought, 
Dreſi her with Gems, new weaw d her hard-ſpun Thought, 
And ſofteſi Language, ſeweetefl Manners taugt. 
Till from a Comet jhe a Star did rife, 
Net to affright, but pieaſe our wond"ring Eyes. 
Betwixt je both is fram'd a nobler Piece, 
Than e tr was drawn in Italy or Greece, 
T hou from his Source of Thoughts ev'n Sculs dofl bring, 
As ſmiling Gods from ſullen Saturn ſpring. | 
When Night's dull Maſ the face of Heaw'n does autar, 
Tis d;ubtful Light, but here and there a Star, 
Which ſerves the dreadful Shadows ta diſplay, 


That waniſh at the riſing of the Day; 


. 


£92. 


But then bright Robes the Meadoxis all adorn, 
And the World looks as it were newly born. 

Ho archer your Senſe his myſtick Reaſon clear d, 
ſphe melancholy Scene all gay appear'd; 

New Light leap'd up, and a new Ghery SmiÞ'd, 
And all pe Wes, en aba mighty, all vas mild. 
Before this Palace which thy Wit did build, 
Which various Fancy did fo gaaudy gild,. 

And Judgment has with ſolid Riches fil d. 

E My humbler Mufe begs ſhe may Gentry land, ; 
= org ſi the reft that guard this Eden Land. 

But there's no need, for ev'n thy Foes conſpire 

i hy Praiſe, and*hating thee, thy Work admire. . 
On then, O migbtieſi of th inſpired Men, 
Monarch of Venſe; new Themes employ thy Pen. 
The roubies of Majeflick CHARLES ſet down : 
Not David vanguiſb d more to reach a Crown : | 
Praiſe him, as Cowley did that Hebrew King, 
Thy To:me's as great, da thou as greatly ſing, 
Then thou may'/t boldly to his Fawour riſe, 

Look down, = the baſe Serpent's Hiſs deſtiſe, 
From Thund ring Envy ſafe in Laaurel fit, 

HAphile clam'rous Criticks their wile Heads ſubmit, 
Cordemn'd for Treaſon at the Bar of Wit. 
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APOLOGY 


For Heroick Poetry, and Poetick ; 


Licence. 


O ſatisfy the Curiofity of thoſe who will give 
* themſelves the trouble of reading the enſuing 


Poem, I think myſelf oblig'd to render them a Reaſon, 


why I publiſh an Opera which was never ated. In the 
firſt place I ſhall not be aſham'd to own, that my chief- 
eſt Motive was, the Ambition which I acknowledg'd 
in the Epiſtle. I was defirous to lay at the Feet of fo 
Beautiful and Excellent a Princeſs, a Work which I 
confeſs was unworthy. her, but which I hope ſhe will 
have the Good neſs to forgive. I was alſo induc'd to it 


in my own Defence: Many hundred Copies of it being 


diſpers'd abroad without my Knowledge or Conſent ; 
So that every one gathering new Faults, it became at 
length a Libel againſt me; and I faw, with ſome Diſ— 
dain, more Nonſenſe than either I, or as bad a Poet, 
could have cram'd into it, at a Month's warning, in 
which time *twas wholly Written, and not ſince Revis'd. 
After this, I cannot without Injury to the deceas'd 


Author. 
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— plathor of Parad:/e Lof}, but acknowledge that this Poem 

has received its intire Foundation, Part of the Deſign, and 

3 Pan) of the Ornaments, from him. What I have bor- 

ow d, will be ſo eaſily diſcern'd from my mean Producti- 

T as, that! ſhall not need to point the Reader to the Places ; 

And, truly, 1 ſhould be ſorry, for my own ſake, that any 

ne ſhould take the Pains to compare them together ; 

he Original being undoubtedly, one ofthe greateit, moſt 
noble, and moſt ſublime Poems, which either this Age 
or Nation has produc'd. And though I could not refuie 
the Partiality of my Friend, who is "pleaſed to commend 
me in his Verſes, I hope they will rather be eſteem'd the 
4 Effect of his Love to me, than of his deliberate and ſober 
lege His Genius is able to make beautiful what 
he pleaſes: Yet, as he has been too favourable to me, I 
Y coub: not but he will hear of his Kindneſs from many of 
our Contemporaries. For, we are fallen into an Age of 
W :lliterare, cenſorious, and detracting People, who tuus 
Y qualives, ſet up for Cris icks. 


nne 


7 In the firſt place I muſt take 3 to tell them, that 
3 by wholly miltake the Nature of Criticiſm, Who thin 

Z its Buſinels is principally to find Fault. Criticiſm, as it 
was firſt inſtituted by Ariſtotle, was meant a Standard of 

; Win well. The chiefeſt Part of which is, to obſerve 
== thoſe Excellencies which ſhould delight a reaſonable Rea- 
4 der. If the Deſign, the Conduct, the Thoughts and 
the Expreſſions of a Pocm, be generally ſuch as proceed 
from a true Genius of Poetry, the Critick ovght to paſs 
F his Judgment in favour of the Author. Tis malicious 
and unmanly to ſnarl at the little Lapſes of a Pen, from 
which Virgil himſelf ſtands not exempted. Horace ac- 
knowledges that honeſt Homer nods ſometimes: He is 
not equally awake in every Line: But he leaves it alſo 
as a ſtanding Meaſure for our judgments, 


— — Nan, uhi plura nitent in carmine, paucis 
Ofendar e guas aut incuria fudit, 
Aut humana parum cavit natura. 


And 
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PREFACE 


And Longinus, who was undoubtedly, after 4rifole, the 
| 1 Yo Ater. 3 
greateſt Critick amongſt the Greeks, in his twenty-ſe. 


venth Chapter Se viec, has judiciouſly preferr'd the 


ſublime Genius that ſometimes errs, to the middling or 


indifferent one, which makes few Faults, but ſeldom o ev 


never riſes to any Excellence. He compares the firit to 2 i. 


Man of large Poſſeſſions, who has not leiſure to conſide 
of every ſlight Expence, will not debaſe himſelf to the 
Management of every Trifle : Particular Sums are not laid 


out or ſpar'd to the greateſt Advantage in his Oeconomy: 


1 
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But are ſometimes ſuffer d to run to waſte, while he; 
only careful of the Main. On the other fide, he like 
the Mediocrity of Wit, to one of a mean Fortune, woe? 
manages his Store with extream Frugality, or rather Pa. 
fimony : but who with Fear of running into Profuſeneſ, 
never arrives to the Magnificence of Living. This kind 
of Genius writes, indeed, correly. A wary Man hei: 
in Grammar; very nice as to Solœciſm or Barbariſm, 
judges to a Hair of little Decencies, knows better than an 


Man what is not to be written: And never hazards him-| © 


ſelf ſo far as to fall: But plods on deliberately, and as 22 
grave Man ought, is ſure to put his Staff before him: la 
ſhort he ſets his Heart upon it; and with wonderful Care 
makes his Buſineſs ſure : That is, in plain Eagliſb, neithet 
I could, ſays my Author, 
find out ſome Blemiſhes in Homer And am perhaps, 2 
naturally inclin'd to be diſguſted at a Fault as another 
Man: But, after all, to ſpeak impartially, his Failings * 
are ſuch, as are only Marks of human Frailty : They are 
little Miſtakes, or rather Negligences, which have eſcap'd 77 


to be blam'd, nor prais'd 


his Pen in the Fervor of his Writing; the Sublimity of his | 3 
Spirit carries it with me againſt his Careleſneſs; And“ 


though Apollonius his Argonautes, and Theocritus his Eidu.. 
lia, are more free from Errors, there is not any Man of Fi 
ſo falſe a Judgment, who would chuſe rather to have been 


Apollonius or T heocritus, than Homer, 


77 


Tis worth our Conſideration, a little to examine hoy : | 
much theſe Hypercriticks in Engliſh Poetry, differ from the | 
Opinion 


Fall Ages. 
ever be en eſteem'd, and ever will be, the greateſt Work of 
human Nature: In that Rank has Ariſtotle placed it, and 
Lorginus is ſo full of the like Expreſſions, that he abun- 
daantly confirms the other's Teſtimony. Horace as plainly 


90 
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"© Opinion of the Greek and Latin Judges of Antiquity : 


From the Taliaus and French who have ſucceeded them; 
and, indeed, from the general Taſte and Approbation of 
Heroick Poetry, which they contemn, has 


delivers his Opinion, and particularly Praiſes Homer in 
theſe Verſes, 


Trojani Belli Scriptorem, Maxime Lolli, 

Dum tu declamas Rome, Præneſte relegi 

Qui guid fit pulchrum, quid turpe, quid utile. quid non, 
Pienius ac melius Chryſippo & Crantore dicit. | 


And in another Place modeſtly excluding himſelf from 
the Number of Poets, becauſe he only writ Odes and 
Satires, he tells you a Poet is ſuch an one, 


Cui mens Diwvinior, atque 0s 
Magaa ſoraturum, 


Quotations are ſuperfluous in an eftabliſh'd Truth. O- 
therwiſe I could reckon up amongſt the Moderns, all the 
{italian Commentators, on Ariſtotle's Book of Poetry; 
and amongſt the French, the greateſt of this Age, Boi- 
leau and Rapin : The latter of which is alone ſufficient, 
were all other Criticks loſt, to teach anew the Rules of 
Writing. Any Man who will ſeriouſly conſider the 
Nature of an Epick Poem, how it agrees with that of 
Poetry in general, which is to Inſtruct and to Delight; 
what Actions it deſcribes, and what Perſons they ale 
chiefly whom it informs, will find it a Work which in- 
deed is full of Difficulty in the Attempt, but admirable 
when "tis well perform'd. I write not this with the leaſt 
Intention to undervalue the other Parts of Poetry: 
For Comedy is both excellently Iaſtructive, and ex- 
ireamly Pleaſant: Satire laſlies Vice into Reformation, 


and 
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and Humour repreſents Folly, ſe as to render it ridicu. 
lous. Many of our preſent Writers are eminent in both 


theſe Kinds; and particularly the Author of the P/aiz - 
Dealer, whom J am proud to call my Friend, has oblig'd 


all honeſt and virtuous Men, by one of the moſt bold, 1 


moſt general, and moſt uſeful Satires which has ever 


been preſented on the Engliſb Theatre. I do not diſpute ® 
the Preference of Tragedy ; let every Man enjoy his 
Taſte: But 'tis unjuſt, that they who have not the leaſt | 
Notion of Heroick Writing, ſhould therefore condemn | 
the Pleaſure which others receive from it, beauſe they | 


cannot comprehend it. Let them pleaſe their Appetites 
in eating what they like: But let them not force their 
Diſh on all the Table. 


They who would Combat ge- 


neral Authority with particular Opinion, mult firſt Ela. 


bliſh themſelves a Reputation of Underſtanding better 


than other Men. Are all the Flights of Heroick Poetry, 


to be concluded Bombaſt, Unnatural, and mere Madneſs, 


becauſe they are not affected with their Excellencies?? 
»Tis juſt as reaſonable as to conclude there is no Day, 


becauſe a blind Man cannot ciftinguiſh of Light and Co- 
lours. Ought they not rather, in Modeſty, to doubt of 


their own Judgments, when they think this or that Ex- 


preſſion in Homer, Virgil, Taſſo, or Milton's Paradise, 
to be too far ftrain'd, than poſitively to conclude, that 
tis all Fuſtian, and mere Nonſenſe ? ? Fis true, there are 
Limits to be ſet betwixt the Boldneſs and Raſhnefs of a 
Poet ; but he muſt underſtand thoſe Limits who pretends 
to judge, as well as he who undertakes to write : And 
he who has no Liking to the Whole, ought in reaſon to 
be excluded from cenſuring of the Parts. He mutt be a 
Lawyer before he mounts the Tribunal : And the Judi- 
cature of one Court too, does not qualify a Man to pre- 
ſide in another. He may be an excellent Pleader in the 
Chancery, who 15 not fit to Rule the Common Pleas. But 
I will preſume. for once to tell them, that the boldeſt 
Strokes of Poetry, when they are manag'd Artfully, are 
thoſe which moſt Delight the Reader. 


Virgil 
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licy, Virgil and Horace, the ſevereſt Writers of the ſevereſt 
Age, have made frequent uſe of the hardeſt Metaphors, 
and of the ſtrongeſt Hyperboles; And in this caſe the 
beſt Authority is the beſt Argument. For generally to 
have pleas'd, and through all Ages, muſt bear the 
Force of univerſal Tradition. And if you would appeal 
from thence to right Reaſon, you will gain no more 
by it in effect, than firſt, to ſet up your Reaſon againſt 
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a thoſe Authors; and ſecondly, againſt all thoſe who have 


"XZ admir'd them. You mult prove why that ought not to 
have pleas d, which has pleas'd the moſt Learn'd, and 
the moſt Judicious : And to be thought Knowing, you 
*X muſt firſt put the Fool upon all Mankind. If you can 
enter more deeply, than they have done, into the Caules 

and Reſorts of that which moves Pleaſure in a Reader, 
the Field is open, you may be heard: But thoſe Springs 
ol human Nature are not ſo eaſily diſcover'd by every 
ſuperficial Judge: It requires Philoſophy as well as Po- 
EX etry, to ſound the Depth of all the Paſſions; what they 
are in themſelves, and how they ate to be provok'd : 
And in this Science the beſt Poets have excell'd. Ari- 

Haile rais'd the Fabrick of his Poetry, from obſervation 
of thoſe things, in which Euripides, Sophocies, and A ſchy- 
us pleasd ; He conſider'd how they rais'd the Paſſions, 
and thence has drawn Rules for our Imitation. From 
> hence have ſprung the Tropes and Figures, for which 


1 they wanted a Name, who firſt practis d them, and ſuc- 
8 = ceeded in them. Thus I grant you, that the Knowledge 
d of Nature was the Original Rule; and that all Poets 
0 > ought to Study her, as well as Ariftotle and Horace her 
Interpreters. But then this alſo undeniably follows, that 
'" | thoſe things which delight all Ages, muſt have been an 
mi Imitation of Nature; which is all I contend. Therefore 
: is Rhetorick made an Art: Therefore the Names of fo 


many Tropes and Figures were invented: Becauſe it 
t was obſerv'd they had ſuch and ſuch Effect upon the 
Audience. Therefore Cazachre/es and Hyberboles have 
ound their Place amongſt them; not that they were to 


be avoided, but to be us d judiciouſly, and plac'd in Poe- 
5 try. 


PREFACE. ; 
try, as Heightnings and Shadows are in Painting, to 
make the Figure bolder, and cauſe it to ſtand off ty 
Si gh t. 5 3 


Nee retia cervis 1 

Ulla dolum meditantur; ſays Virgil in his Eclogues : 
And ſpeaking of Leander in his Georgicks, 

Cæcd note natat ſerus freta, quem ſuper ingens 


Porta tonat celi, & ſcopulis illiſa reclamant 
LEquora . 


In both of theſe you ſee he fears not to give Voice and 5 8 
Thought to things inanimate. | 


Will you arraign your Maſter Horace, for his Hard- 


neſs of Expreſſion, when he deſcribes the Death of Cleo. | 
patra; and ſays ſhe did Aſperos tractare ſerpentes ut a- 


trum corpore combiberet venenum? becauſe the Body, in E 
that Action, performs what 1s proper to the Mouth ? : 


As for Hyberboles, T will neither quote Lucan, nor 
Statins, Men of an unbounded Imagination, but who 
often wanted the Poize of Judgment. The Divine Vir. 
gil was not liable to that Exception; and yet he deſcribes 7 
Po!yphemus thus: 1 


Graditurgue per æquor 
Jam medium; nec dum fluctus latera ardua tingit. 


In Imitation of this Place, our admirable Cooley thus 
paints Goliab, . 


The Valley, noat, this Monſter ſeem'd to fill; 
And we, methought, look'd up to him from our Hill. 


Where the two Words /eem'd, and metheught, have 
mollity'd the Figure: And yet if they had not been there; 
the Fright of the 1/raelites might have excus'd their be- 
href” of the Giant's Stature. , 
In 


5 PREEAT LL 
% to the 8th of the ZEncids, Virgil paints the Swiftneſs 
ff to of Camilla thus: | 

1lla vel intactæ ſegetis per ſamma wolaret 

= Gramina, nec teneras curſu læſiſſet ariflas ; 

e:: Viel mare per medium, fluctu ſuſpenſa tumentt, 
Ferret iter, celeres nec tingeret æguore plantas, 


Vou are not N as in Hiſtory, to a literal Belief 
of what the Poet ſays; but you are pleas'd with the 
Image, without being cozen'd by the Fiction. 


vet even in Hiſtory Longinus quotes Herodotus on this 
occaſion of Hyperboles, The Lacedemonians, ſays he, at 
the Straights of Thermopylæ, defended themſelves to the 
laſt Extremity : And when their Arms fail'd them, fought 
it out with their Nails and Teeth : Till at length, (the 
eo. Perſians ſhooting continually upon them) they lay buried 
2. under the Arrows of their Enemies. It is not reaſonable, 
in (continues the Critict) to believe that Men could defend 

themſelves with their Nails and Teeth from an armed 
2 Multitude ; nor that they lay buried under a Pile of Darts 

or | and Arrows; and yet there wants not Probability for 
ho the Figure: Becauſe the Hyerbole ſeems not to have been 
. made for the ſake of the Deſcription ; but rather to have 


\es been produc'd from the Occaſion. 


ind 
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TDis true, the Boldneſs of the Figures is to be hidden, 


7 


ſometimes by the Addreſs of the Poet; that they may 
work their Effect upon the Mind, without diſcovering 
the Art which caus'd it. And therefore they are principal 
ly to be us'd in Paſſion; when we ſpeak more warmly, 
and with more Precipitation than at other times: For 
then, Si wis me flere, dolendum eft primum ipſi tibi; the 
Loet muſt put on the Paſſion he endeavours to repreſent : 
A Man in ſuch an Occaſion is not cool enough, either to 
> reaſon rightly, or to talk calmly. Aggravations are then 
in their proper Places; Interrogations, Exclamations, Hy- 
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ful there, becauſe they are natural. The. Sun of a F 
3 on what before id hinted, that this Boldnek ” 1 AF 
Expreſſion is not to be blam'd, TY it be manag'd by ll 1 1 
Ccolneſs and INE which is nn a Pon ru 


Yet before 1 * this Subject, I cannot but 1 notio 
how diſingenuoys our Adverſaries i appear: All that U. 
dull, inſipid, languiſhing and without Sine ws in a Poen 
they call an Imitation of Nature: They only offend ou 
moſt equitable due s, who think beyond them; ani 
lively Images and Elocution, are never to be forgive, 


What Fuſtian, as they call it, . T heard, theſe Gentle. 
men find out in Mr. Cow/ey's Oges / 1 acknowledge "= 
ſelf unworthy to defend fo excellent an Author, neith«® 
Have I room to do it here; only in general I will 1 
that nothing can appear more beautiful to me, than the 
Strength of thoſe Images which they condemn, ; 
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Imaging is, in itſelf, the very Height and Life d il 5 
Poetry. Tis, as Linginns deſcribes it, a Diſcourt 7 
which, by a kind of Enthuſiaſm, or extraordinary Emo 5 
tion of the Soul, makes it ſeem to us, that we beholl!“ 
thoſe things which the Poet paints, 5 as to be pleast i 
with them, and to n them. 
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If Poetry be lation. that Part of it muſt needs wil 4 
beſt, which deſcribes moſt lively our Actions and Paſi-* El 
ons; our Virtues and our Vices ; our Follies and u * 
Humours: For neither is Comedy without its part 4 
Imaging: And, they who do it beſt, are certainly the“ 4. 
moſt excellent in their Kind. This is too plainly prova 
to be deny'd : But how are Poetical Fictions, how a?? 
Hippocentaures and Chimzras, or how are Angels and 
immaterial Subſtances to be imag'd ? Which, ſome 1 : 
them, are things quite out of Nature: Others, ſuch where.“ 
of we can have no Notion? This is the laſt Refuge o! 
our Adverſaries ; and more than any of them have ye 
had the Wit to object againſt us. The Anſwer is eaſy 1 47 


= — 112 
————ů —— —-— 


4 n 
* 20. * Ps 
— — — — th 


— 
— — 
— — 


P R E F A CE. 
he firſt Part of it. The Fiction of ſome Beings which 


re not in Nature, (ſecond Notions, as the Logicians call 
hem) has been founded on the Conjunction of cwo Na- 


8 1 tures, which have a real ſeparate Being. So Hippocen- 

ei .urc; were imaged, by joining the Natures of a Man 

Min and Horſe together; as Lucretins tells us, who has 
106 2 


a; ud this Word Image oftener than any of the Poets. 
lat h : 
den, Nam certè ex vivo, Centauri non fit Imagy, 


Nulla fuit quoniam talis natura animai : 


Fo Verùm ubi equi atque hominis, caſu, convenit imago, 
| Hereſeit facile extemblo, &c. | 
moms The ſame Reaſon may alſo be alledg'd for Chimera's 
Sho and the reſt. And Poets may be allow'd the like Liberty, 
1 fa For deſcribing things which really exiſt not, if they are 
5 th Pounded on popular Belief: Of this nature are Fairies, 


Pigmies, and the extraordinary Effects of Magick: For 
tis ſtill an Imitation, though of other Mens Fancies : 
And thus are Shateypear's Tempeſt, his Midſummer Night's 
Dream, and Ben Fohnſon's Maſque of Witches to be de- 
ended. For immaterial Subſtances we are authoriz'd by 
=Dcripture in their Deſcription : And herein the Text ac- 
lea; tommodates itſelf to vulgar Apprehenſion, in giving 
| . 1 

angels the Likeneſs of beautiful young Men. Thus, 
*Z&fter the Pagan Divinity, has Homer drawn his Gods 
pith human Faces: And thus we have Notions of things 
Pal. bove us, by deſcribing them like other Beings more 


5 1 


Pithin our Knowledge, 


art 0 7 0 LE h | 
y the þ I wiſh I could produce any one Example of excellent 


provi maging in all this Poem: Perhaps I cannot: But that 
> ar Phich comes neareſt it, is in theſe four Lines, which have 


els and : 8 een ſufficiently canvas'd by my well. natur'd Cenſors. 


where. Seraph and Cherub, careleſs of their Charge, 
uge 6 And wanton, in full Eaſe now live at large: 
ave 50 Un guarded lea ve the Paſſes of the Shy, 

eaſy ol And all diſſolu'd in Halleluyahs lie. 
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T have heard (ſays one of them) of Anchovies dico va il 3 


ia Sauce; but never of an Angel in Hallelujahs. A mighty iſ 


1 ityciſm, (if you will pardon a new Word !) but there L 
is ſome Difference between a Laugher and a Critick. He 4 
might have Burleſqu'd Vigil too, from whom I took the 
Image. {rwvadunt ur beim, ſomno vinoque ſepultam. A City's 
being buried, 15 juſt as proper on Occaſion, as an Angels 
being diſſolv 41 in Eaſe, and Songs of Triumph. Mr. Cow. 


ey lies as open too in mahy Places; 


Where their va FF Courts the Mother Waters keep, &c. 5 


For if the Maſs of Waters be the Mothers, then er 5 
Daughters, the little Streams, are bound in all good i 
Manners, to make Court'ſy to them, and aſk then! 


Bleſſing. How eaſy tis to turn into ridicule the bel 


mY 
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Deſcriptions, when once a Man is in the Humour o 


laughing, till he wheezes at his own dull Jeſt ! but aa 


Image which is ſtrongly and beautifully ſet before the 


Eyes of the Reader, will ſtill be Poetry, when the merry? 
Fit is over; and laſt when the other is forgotten. VE 


85 
8 


T promis'd to ſay ſomewhat of Poetick Licence, but bau 
in part anticipated my Diſcourſe already. Poerick Licena 


J take to be the Liberty which Poets have aſſum'd to! 
themſelves in all Ages, of ſpeaking things in Verſe} 


which are beyond the Severity of Proſe. *Tis that par- 
cular Character, which diſtinguiſhes and ſets the Bound? 7 
betwixt Oratio /oluta, and Poetry, This, as to what te., 
gards the Thought, or Imagination of a Poet, conſiſs 
in Fiction: But then thoſe Thoughts muſt be ex preſs dz N 
and here ariſe two other Branches of it: For if di 


Licence be included in a ſingle Word, it admits "nl. 


Tropes: If in a Sentence or Propoſition, of Figures} 
Both which are of a much larger Extent, and mou 


forcibly to be us'd in Verſe than Proſe. This is that 
Birth-right which is deriv'd to us from our great Fort, 


fathers, even from Homer down to Ben. and they ion | 
would deny it to us, have, in plain Terms, the Fort 3 
Quarrel to the Grapes; they cannot reach it. 175 


Ho 3 5 


N 


olrdſ How far theſe Liberties are to be extended, I will not 
ighty EX ſame to determine here, ſince Horace does not. But 
there is certain that they are to be varied, according to the 
: He 1 anguage and Age in which an Author writes. That 


OM 9 hich would be allow'd to a Grecian Poet, Martial tells 


40 ou, would not be ſuffer'd in a Roman. And tis evident, ! 
72 bat the Exgliſb does more nearly follow the Strictneſs of i 
q-. 


nne latter, than the Freedoms of the former Connection 


$f Epithets, or the Conjunction of two Words in one, are 1 


4 requent and elegant in the Greet, which yet Sir Philip 1 


Fey, and the Tranſlator of Du Bartas, have unluckily g 
the S:tempted in the Erg/;/p ; though this, I confeſs, is not f 
| * 0 proper an Inſtance of Poetic Licence, as it is of Va- N 


Horace a little explains himſelf on this Subject of Li- 
tentia Poetica, in theſe Verſes, 

re the : 3 | — — Piforibus aigue Poetis 

meim Nuidlibet audendi ſemper fuit aqua pcteſtas: 


. 
1 


| Sed non, ut placidis coeant immitia, non ut © 


: 1 = Serpentes avibus geminentur, Tigribus He dr. 
JH | 
Lic Ile would have a Poem of a piece: Not to begin with 


5 5 7 og : . S 
N > * pne thing and end with another: He reſtrains it fo far, 
Erle, 


w hat Thoughts of an unlike Nature, ought not to be join- 
d Part d together: That were indeed to make a Chaos. He 


Bound Rax'd not Homer, nor the Divine Virgil, for intereſting 
hat . Their Gods in the Wars of Trey and Italy; neither, had he 
conſil pow liv'd, would he have tax'd Milton, as our falſe Cri- 
_—_ Ricks have preſum'd to do, for his Choice of a ſuperna- 
t if | Rural Argument: But he would have blamed my Author, 
m1ts - ho was a Chriſtian, had he introduc'd into his Poeni 
1g ure leathen Deities, as 74% is condemn'd by Rapix on the 
1 mon, ſibce Occaſion: And as Camorns, the Author of the Lu- 
is tba zads, ought to be cenſur'd by all his Readers, when he 
at r rings in Bacchus and Chriſt into the ſame Adventure of 
1ey w, is Fable. From that which has been ſaid, it may be 


ze Foxit Pollected, that the Definition of Wit (which has been ſo 
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0 ten attempted, and ever unſucceſsfully by many Poets,) 
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PREFACE. 0 
is only this: That it is a Propriety of bone e a0 3 
Words; or, in other Terms, Thoughts and Wo 
elegantly adapted to the Subject. If our Criticks vii 
Join Iſſue on this Definition, that we may converir: i 
aliguo rertio; if they will take it as a granted Principe * 
*twill be eaſy to put an end to this Diſpute. No Ma 
will diſagree from another's Judgment, concerning 19 3 . 
Dignity of Style, in Heroick Poetry: But all reaſom 
ble Men will conclude it neceſſary, that ſublime Subjed 
ought to be adorn'd with the ſublimeſt, and (conſeque 
ly often) with the moſt figurative Expreſſions. In ih 
mean time I will not run into their Fault of impoſi ß; 
my Opinions on other Men, any more than I wou 
my Writings on their Taſte : I have only laid dow 
and that ſuperficially enough, my preſent Thought 
and ſhall be glad to be taught better, * thoſe who pe. 
tend to reform our Poetry. f 
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FALL of MAN. 
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AE SCENE I. 


e ff Scene repreſents a Chaos, or a confus'd Maſs of 
Matter; the Stage is almoſt wholly, dark: d Symphony 
„/ warlike Mufick is heard for ſome time; then from the 
4 Heavens, (which ave open d.. fall the rebellious Angeli. 

= cubceling in Air, and ſeeming transfix'd with 7 Fa. 
| $4 bolts: The Bottom of the Stage being open d, receives the 
= Angels, who fall out of fight. Tunes of Victory are 
play d, and an Hymn ſung; Angels diſcover'd above- 
= brandiſhing their Swords : The Muſick ceaſing; and the 
= Feavens being clos'd, the Scene ſhifts, and on a ſudden 
= repreſents Hell Part of the Scene is a Lake of Brim- 
= fone or rowling Fire; the Earth of a burnt Colour 7 0 
Jall'n Angels appear on the Lake, lying R ; 

I Tune of E and Lamentation is heard. 


Lucifer raiſing himſelf on the Lake, 


L v c++» 
S this the Seat our Conqueror has given? 
And this the Climate we muſt change for Heaven ? 
PHI Theſe Regions and this Realm my Wars have got; 
W his mouraful Empire is the Loſer's Lot: 
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30 Th: STATE of Innocence, 


In liquid Burnings, or on dry to dwell, 

Is all the ſad Variety of Hell. 

But ſee the Victor has recall'd, from far, 

* Storms, his Miniſters of War: 

His Shafts are ſpent, and his tir'd Thunders ſleep; 

Nor longer bellow thro' the boundleſs Deep. 

Beſt take th*Occafion, and thefe Waves forſake, 

While Time is givin. Ho, Aſmoday, awake, 

If thou art he: But ah! how chang'd from him, 

Companion of my Arms! how wan! how dim! 

How faded all thy Glories are! I ſee 

Myſelf too well, and my own Change, in thee. © 
Aſinoday. Prince of the Thrones, who, in the Fields c 

Led ſt forth th'imbattel'd Seraphim to fight, {Light 

Who ſhook the Pow'r of Heav'n's eternal State, * 

Had broke it too, if not upbeld by Fate; 

But now thoſe Hopes are fled : Thus low we lie, 

Shut from his Day, and that contended Sky, 

And loſt, as far as heav'nly Forms can die ; 

Yet, not all periſh'd : We defy him ſtill, 

And yet wage War, with our unconquer'd Will, 
Lucif. Strength may return. 

Aſm. Already of thy Virtue I partake, | 
EreQed by thy Voice. "x 
Lucif. — See on the Lake - 
Our Troops like ſcatter'd Leaves in Autumn lie a3 
Firſt let us raiſe ourſelves, and ſeek the dry, oY 
Perhaps more eaſy, Dwelling. 1 

4jm. — — From the Beach, 5 
Thy well-known Voice the ſleeping Gods will reach, 
And wake th immortal Senſe, which Thunder's Noiſe 
Had quell'd, and Lightning deep had driv'n within 'em,“ 

Luc,. With Wings expanded wide, our ſel ves we'll rea 
And fly incumbent on the duſky Air; 7 
Hell, thy new Lord receive. : i 
Heav'n cannot envy me an Empire here, - 

_ | Beth fly te dry Lad 8 

Ajm. Thus far we have prevail'd; if that be Gain, 
Which is but change of Place, not change of Pain. 
Now ſummon we the reſt. 1 
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and FALL of Man. 21 


Lucif. Dominions, Pow'rs, ye Chiefs of Heav'n's bright 
of Heav'n, once yours; but now, in Battel, loſt) [Hoſt, 
Wake from your Slumber : Are your Beds of Down? 
x4 Bleep you ſo eaſy there? Or fear the F rown 
Ot him who threw you thence, and joys to ſee 


off 4 


Jour abject State confeſs his Victory? 


2 


we 


* 


8 


Riſe, rife, ere from his Battlements he view 
*X@our proſtrate Poſtures, and his Bolts renew, 
To ſtrike you deeper down. 

EZ A/n, —— —— They wake, they hear, 
Shake off their Slumber firſt, and next their Fear; 
And only for th'appointed Signal ſtay. [ way. 
Luci, Riſe from the Flood, and hither wing your 
Light, Moloch from the Lake.) Thine to command; our 
= Part 'tis to obey. 

1 [The reſt of the Dewil' riſe up, and fly to the Land. 

XZ TLucif. So, now we are ourſelves again, an Hoſt 
Fit ta tempt Fate, once more, for what we loſt ; 
' o'erleap th' Etherial Fence, or if fo high 
We cannot climb, to undermine his Sky, 

And blow him up, who juſtly rules as now, 

Hhecauſe more ſtrong : Should he be forc'd to bow, 

The Right were ours again: Tis juft to win 

The higheſt Place; t'attempt, and fail, is Sin. 

Mol. Chang'd as we are, we're yet from Homage free; 

WMe have, by Hell, at leaſt, gain'd Liberty: 
That's worth our Fall; thus low tho' we are driven, 
HBeetter to rule in Hell, than ſerve in Heaven. . 
= Lucif. There ſpoke the better Half of Lucifer! 

ach, Ajm. Tis fit in frequent Senate we confer, 

oiſe And then determine how-to ſteer our Courſe ; 

n em, To wage new War by Fraud, or open Force. 

Iren, The Doom's now paſt ; Submiſſion were in vain, 
Mol. And, were it not, ſuch Baſeneſs I diſdain. 
Il would not ſtoop, to purchale all above; 


* 
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And ſhould contemn a Pow'r whom Pray'r could move, 
| Land As one unworthy to have conquer'd me. | 
7a, , Beelzebub. Moloch, in that, all are reſolv'd like thee, 
— 1 he Means are unpropos'd ; but ' tis not fit 

Our dark Diæus in publick view ſhould fit ; 
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32 The STATE of INNOCENCE, 


Or what we plot againſt the Thunderer, 

'Th' ignoble Crowd of vulgar Devils hear. 
Lucif A golden Palace let be rais'd on * 7 Z 

To imitate ? No, to out-ſhine the Sky | 

All Mines are ours, and Gold above the reſt ; 1 

Let this be done; and quick as twas expreſt. 1 

[4 Palace riſes, aubere fit, as in Council, Lucifer, a lol 7] 
Moloch, Belial, Beelzebub and Satan. = 

Moſt high and mighty Lords, who better fell 

From Heav'n, to riſe States- General of Hell. 

Nor yet repent, though ruin'd and undone, 

Our upper Provinces already won, 

(Such Pride there is in Souls created free, 

Such Hate of univerſal Monarchy ;) 

Speak, (for we therefore meet 

If Peace you chuſe, your Suffrages declare; 

Or Means propound, to carry on the War. 
Mol. My Sentence is for War: that open too: 
Unſkill'd in Stratagems; plain Force I know : 9 8 
Treaties are vain to Loſers; nor would we, 1 
Should Heav'n grant Peace, ſubmit to Sovereignty. wy 


We can no Caution give we will adore; 

And he above is warn'd to truſt no more. 3 

What then remains but Battel? 
Satan. I agree 

With this brave Vote ; and if in Hell there be 

Ten more ſuch Spirits, Heav'n is our own again; 

We venture nothing, and may all obtain. 

Yet who can hope but well, ſince ev'n Succeſs 
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Makes Foes ſecure, and nes our Danger leſs, 1 
Seraph, and Cherub, careleſs of their Charge, 4 

And wanton, in full Eaſe now live at large; 7 
Unguarded leave the Paſſes of the Sky, 34 
And all diflolv'd in Hallelujahs lie. _ 


Mol. Grant that our hazardous Attempt prove vain; 


We feel the worſt, ſecur'd from greater Pain : - 
Perhaps we may provoke the conqu' ring Foe 18 


To make ns nothing ; yet, ev'n then, we know 
That not to be, is not to be in Woe. 


rr empt him not farther to purſue his Blow; 


and FALL of MA u. 33 


Belial. That knowledge which, as Spirits, we obtain, 
Is to be valu'd in the midft of Pain: 15 8 
Annihilation were to loſe Heav'n more: 
We are not quite exil'd where Thought can ſoar. 
*X Then ceaſe from Arms; 


And be content to bear thoſe Pains we know. 
lt what we had, we could not keep, much leſs 
1 Can we regain what thoſe above poſſeſs. | 
 ABrelzebub. Heav'n ſleeps not; from one Wink a Breack 
would be | 


In the full Circle of Eternity. 

Long Pains, with uſe of Bearing, are half eas'd; 
Heav'n unprovok'd, at length may be appeas'd, 

*X By War, we cannot ſcape our wretched Lot; 

And may, perbaps, hot warring, be forgot. 
Ahn. Could we repent, or did not Heav'n well knouf 
Rebellion once forgiv'n, would greater grow ; 

I ſhould, with Belial, chuſe ignoble Eaſe ; 

But neither will the Conqueror give Peace, 

Nor yet ſo loft in this Jow State we are, 

As to deſpair of a well-manag'd War. 

Nor need we tempt thoſe Heights which Angels keep; 
Who fear no Force, or Ambuſh from the Deep. 

2 What if we find ſome eaſier Enterprize ? 

Ik here is a Place, if ancient Prophecies 

And Fame in Heav'n not err, the bleſt Abode 

= Of ſome new Race call'd Man, a Demy-God, 

M hom, near this Time, th' Almighty muſt create; 
Hie ſwore it, ſhook the Heav'ns, and made it Fate. 


\2S 


Lucif. I heard it; thro* all Heav'n the Rumour ran; 


And much the Talk of this intended Man 8 

Of form divine; but leſs in Excellence 

Than we; indu'd with Reaſon lodg'd in Senſe: 

== The Soul pure Fire, like ours, of equal Force; 

== But, pent in Fleſh, muſt iſſue by Diſcourſe: 

We ſee what is; to Man Truth mutt be brought 
By Senſe, and drawn by a long Chain of Thought: 

By that faint Light, to will and underſtand ; 

For made leſs knowing, he's at more command. 
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34 The STATE Innocence. 
A/ſm. Tho' Heav'n be ſhut, that World, if it be made, 


— "ens 
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: 


i», WW. 
' As neareſt Ieaven, lies open to invade : "of 
| | Man therefore muſt be known, his Strength, his State, 
1 And by what Tenure he holds all of Fate. 13 
1 Him let us then ſeduce, or overthrow: 2 
L The firſt is eaſieſt ; and makes Heav'n his Foe. 1 
| Adviſe, if this Attempt be worth our Care. zo 
| Belial. Great is th' Advantage, great the Hazards are, 
f Some one (but who that Task dares undertake ?) ; 
1 Of this new Creature mult Diſcovery make. 
1 Hell's Brazen Gates he firſt muſt break, then far 
| Muſt wander thro? old Night, and thro' the War 
Of antique Chat; and, when theſe are paſt, 1 
Meet Heav'n's Out-guards who ſcout upon the Waſte; 
At every Station muſt be bid to ſtand, = 
And foic'd to anſwer every ſtrict Demand. : 3 
Mol. This glorious Enterprize  [Rifing up. 
* Tucif Raſh Angel, ſtay ; a 
[ Rifing, and laying his Scepter on Moloch's Heud. 
That Palm is mine, which none ſhall take away, - 
Hot Braves, like thee, may fight; but know not wel! 
To manage this, the laſt great Stake of Hell. oy 
Why am I rank'd in State above the reſt, 1 
If while I land of Sovereign Pow'r poſſeſt, 1 
Another dares, in Danger, farther go ? | 
Kings are not made for eaſe, and Pageant-ſhow, 
Who would be Conqueror, muſt venture all: 
| He merits not to Ris, who dares not Fall. $277 
1 Aſri. The Praiſe, and Danger, then, be all your own, 
1 Lucif. On this Foundation I ere& my Throne: 3 
3 178 'Thro' Brazen Gates, vaſt Chaos, and old Night, 35 
1 Pl force my Way; and upwards ſteer my Flight; us 
„ Diſcover this new World, and newer Man; 133 
1 Make him my Foot-ſtep to mount Heav'n again: A 
10 Then, in the Clemency of upward Air. 1 
1 We ll ſcour our Spots, and the dire Thunders Scar, — 
ö i 1 With all the Remnants of th' unlucky War, = 
£418 And once again grown bright, and once again grow fair. 
118 fm. Mean time the Youth of Hell ſtrict guard may keep, 
1: And ſet their Centries to the utmoſt Deep, 8 1 
* #8 | a4 


tate, 


are, i, 
With Sports and Muſick, in the Vales and Fields, 
And whate'er Joy ſo ſad a Climate yields. 


WR, 


255 


and FALL of MAN. 


7 | That no Etherial Paraſite may come 
To ſpy our Ills, and tell glad Tales at home. 
Luci. Before yon' Brimitone Lake thrice ebb and flow, 


(Alas, that we muſt. meaſure Time by Woe!) 
] ſhall return: (my Mind preſages well) 


| And outward lead the Colonies of Hell. | 
Your Care I muſt approve ; what Time remains, 


Seek to forget, at leaſt divert your Pains 


35 


— 4 


Betwixt the firſt Ad and the ſecond, while the Chiefs ſit 


in the Palace, may be expreſſed the Sports of the De- 
wils; as Flights, and dancing in Groteſgue Figures 
And a Song expreſſing the Change of their Condition; 
what they enjoy'd before, and how they fell bravely 17 


| 


Battle, having deſerv'd Victory by their Valour, and 


achat they would have done if they had conguer d. 
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SCENE, A Champaign Country. 


Flowers, by a Rock, 
j Adam. HAT am I or from whence ? For 
4 that I am * | [Ring. 
E know, becauſe I think; but whence I came, 
Or how this Frame of mine began to be, 
What other Being can diſcloſe to me ? 
I move, I fee, I ſpeak, diſcourſe, and know 
Though now I am, I was not always ſo. 
Then that from which I was, muſt be before; 
Whom, as my Spring of Being, I adore. 
How full of Ornament is all 1 view 
In all its parts! and ſeems as beautiful as new: 
O goodly-order'd Work! O Pow'r Divine, 
Of thee I am, and what I am is thine ! 
Raphael de/cerds to Adam, in a Cloud. 
Raphael. Firſt of Mankind, made o'ertheWorld to reign, 
Whoſe fruitful Loins an unborn Kind contain, 
Well haft thou reaſon'd : Of himſelf is none 
But that Eternal Infinite, and One, 
Who never did begin, who ne'er can end ; 
On him all Beings, as their Sourſe, depend. 
We firſt, who of his Image moſt partake, 
Whom He all Spirit, Immortal, Pure did make. 
Man next ; whoſe Race, exalted, muſt ſupply 
The Place of thoſe who, falling, loſt the Sky. 
Adam. Bright Miniſter of Heav'n, ſent here below 
To me, who but begin to think and know 3 
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Adam, as newly. created, laid on a Bed of Moſs and. 


Is 


and FALL of MAN. 37 


'F ſuch could fall from Blfs, who knew and ſaw, 
of near Admiſhon, their Creator's Law, 
E What Hopes have I, from Heav'n remote ſo far, 
Jo keep thoſe Laws, unknowing when | err? + 
Raphael. Right Reaſon's Law to every human Heart 
*Z Th' Eternal, as his Image, will impart : 
L This teaches to adore Heav'n's Majeſty ; 
In Pray'r and Praiſe does all Devotion lie: 
ö doing, thou and all thy Race are bleſt. 
Alam. Of every creeping Thing, of Bird and Beat, 
Il fee the Kinds, in Pairs diſtinct they go 
The Males their Loves, their Lovers F SY know. 
x nam'ſt a Race which muſt proceed from me, 
vet my whole Species in myſelf 1 ſee : 
1 A barren Sex, and ſingle, of no uſe ; ; 
But full of Forms which I can ne'er produce. | 
= Raphael. Think not the Pow'r, who made thee thus, 
52. can find 
= No way like theirs to propagate thy Kind: 
MZ Mean time, live happy in thyfelf alone; 
2} Like him who, ſingle, fills the Etherial Throne. 
2 To ſtudy Nature will thy Time employ ; 
5 Knowledge and Innocence are perfect joy. 
Adam. If Solitude were beſt, th' All-wiſe above 
Had made no Creature for himſelf to love. 
: #1 add not to the Pow'r he had before ; 
vet to make me, extends his Goodneſs more. 
1 5 Irie would not be alone, who all things can; 
But peopled Heav'n with Angels, Earth with Man. 
BZ Raphael, As Man and Angels to the Deity, 
4 do all inferior Creatures are to thee. 
"ZHeav'n's Greatnefs no Society can bear; 
Servants he made, and thoſe thou want'ſt not here. 
Adam. Why did he Reafon in my Soul implant, 
And 8 peech, th' Effect of Reaſon? to the Mute 
My Speech is loſt; my Reaſon to the Brute. | 
Love and Society more Bleſſings bring | . 
o them, the Slaves, than Pow'r to me, their King, 
5 Raphael. Thus far to try thee; but toHeav'n'twas known; 
It was not beſt for Man to be alone; . 4 
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38 Tre STAT EVT INNOCENCE, 


An equal, yet thy Subject, is deſign'd 7 
For thy ſoft Hours, and to unbend thy Mind. oe 
Thy ſtronger Soul ſhall her weak Reaſon ſway ; 1 


* 

And thou, through Love, her Beauty ſhalt obey ; { 
Thou ſhalt fecure her helpleſs Sex from Harms, a0 
And ſhe thy Cares ſhall ſweeten with her Charms. The 
Adam. What more can Heav'n beſtow, or Man require! Rut 
Raphael. Yes, he can give beyond thy own Deſire. [a1 

A Manfion is provided thee, more fair 10 
Than this, and worthy Heav'n's peculiar Care: h 


Not fram'd of common Earth, nor Fruits, nor Flowers, Ane 


Of vulgar Growth, but like Celeſtial Bowers: 54 

The Soil luxuriant, and the Fruit divine, _ 
Where golden Apples on green Branches ſhine, = 
And purple Grapes diſſolve into immortal Wine; = 
For Noon-day's Heat are cloſer Arbour's made, = / 
And for freſh Ev'ning Air the op'ner Glade. = & 


Aſcend; and, as we go, 
More Moaders thou ſhalt know. -3 
Adam. And, as we go, let Earth and Heaven abou 3A 
Sound our great Maker's Pow'r, and greater Love. 
7. hey aſcend to ſoft Mufick, and a Song is fung, 


The Scene changes, and repreſents, above, a Sun glor "vi 3 
rifing and moving erbicularly; at a Diflance, beloaw, il Y 
the Moon; the Part next the Sun enhghtned, the other 
fark. A black Cloud comes whirling from the =_ 
Part of the Heavens, bearing Lucifer in it; at bi 
nearer Approach the Body of the Sun is darkned. 3 


Lucifer, Am I become ſo monſtrous ? fo disfgus'd, 
That Nature cannot ſuffer my Approach, 
Or look me in the Face? but ftands aghaſt ; 
And that fair Light which gilds this new-made Orb, 
Shorn of his Beams, fhrinks in ; accurſt Ambition ! 
And thou, black Empire of the nether World, 
How dearly have I bought you! But, *tis paſt : 
1 have already gone too far to ſtop, 
And muſt puſh on my dire Revenge, in ruin 


Of this gay Frame, and Man, my upſtart Rival, 
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and FALL of MAN. 39 


In ſcorn of me created. Down, my Pride, 
and all my ſwelling Thoughts ; I mult forget, | 
Fa while, 1 am a Devil, and put on | 
A {mooth ſubmiſſive Face; elſe 1, in vain 
Ilave paſt through Night and Chaos, to diſcover 
Frhoſe envied Skies again which I have loſt. 

Put ſlay ; far off, I ſee a Chariot driv'n, 
Flaming with Beams, and ia it Cel. 

One of the Seven, (I know his hated Face) 

ho ſtands in Preſence of th' Eternal Throne, 


And ſeems the Regent of that glorious Light, 


rom that Part of the Heavens where the Sun appears, 2 

Chariot 1s diſcover'd arawn with aubite Horſes, and 
"= 7» it Uriel the Regent of the Sun. The Chariot moves 
= Ffuiftly towards Lucifer, and at Uriel's Approach ihe 
Sun recovers his Light, 


Uriel. Spirit, who art thou, and from whence arriv'd ? 
(For I remember not thy Face in Heav'n) | 
Or by Command, or hither led by Choice ? 
ung Or wander'tt thou within this lucid Orb, 
And firay'd from thoſe fair Fields of Light above, 
72/0 Amidſt this new Creation want'ſt a Guide, 
„ u To reconduct thy Steps ? 
5b Lucifer. : Bright Viel, 
verſe Chief of the Seven, thou flaming Miniſter, 
b Who guard'ſt this new-created Oib of Light. | 
(The World's Eye that, and thou the Eye of it) } 

Thy Favour and high Office make thee known: j 
An humble Cherub J, and of Icfs Note, 1 
vet, bold, by thy Permiſſion, hither come, 
On high Diſcoveries bent. l 
BE Url, Speak thy Deſign. | 
Lucifer. Urg'd by Renown of what I heard above, 
Divulg'd by Angels neare& Heav'n's high King, 1 
Concerning this new World, I came to view ' 
ef worthy-ſach a Favour) and admire 
This laſt Effect of our great Maker's Pow'r : 

bence, to my wond'ting Fellows I ſhall turn, 
5 1 Full 
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40 TheSTaATEof INNOCENCE, 


Full fraught with joyful Tidings of theſe Works, 
New Matter of his Praiſe, and of our Songs. 


Uriel. Thy Buſineſs is not what deſerves my Blame, 3 


Nor thou thyſelf unwelcome; ſee, fair Spirit, 
Below yon' Sphere (of Matter not unlike it) 
There hangs the Ball of Earth and Water mixt, 
Self-center'd and unmov'd. 

Lucifer, ——— — But where dwells Man? 


Uriel. On yonder Mount; thou ſee'ſt it tenc'd with Rock, F- 


And round th' Aſcent a Theatre of Trees, 
A ſylvan Scene, which riſing by Degrees, 
Leads up the Eye below, nor gluts the Sight 
With one full Proſpect, but invites by many, 
To view at laſt the whole: There his Abode, 
Thither direct chy Flight. c 

Lucifer. —— — O bleſt be thou, 
Who to my low Converſe haſt lent thy Ear, 
And favour'd my Requeſt: Hail, and farewel. 

[Flies downward out of 8b. 


Diel. Not vnobſerv'd thou goeſt. whoe'er thou art; I 


Whether ſome Spirit on holy Purpoſe bent, 

Or ſome fall'n Angel from below broke looſe, 

Who com'it with envious Eyes and curſt Intent, 

'To view this World and its created Lord : 

Here will I watch, and, while my Orb row]s on, 
Purſue from hence thy much ſuſpected Flight, 

And, if diſguiſed, pierce through with Beams of Light, | 


[The Chariot drives feravard out Y Sight, FB 


and FALL of MAN. 41 
The SCENE, Parade. 


Trees cut out on each Side, with ſeveral Fruits upon them ; 
a Fountain in the midſt : At the far End the Preſpeet 


terminates in Walks. 


Adam. If this be Dreaming, let me never wake; 
But fi1.1 the Joys of that ſweet Sleep partake, 
Methought but why do I my Bliſs delay 
By thinking what I thought? Fair Viſion, ſtay z 
My better Half, thou ſofter Part of me, 
To whom I yield my boaſted Sovereignty, _ 
I ſeek myſelf, and find not, wanting thee, [ Exit, 
Enter Eve. 3 
Eve. Tell me, ye Hills and Dales, and thou fair Sun, 
Who ſhin'ſt above, what am I? whence begun? 
Like myſelf, 1 ſee nothing: From each Tree 
The feather'd Kind peep down to look on me; 
And Bealts with up-caſt Eyes forſake their Shade, 
And gaze, as if I were to be obey'd. 
Sure] am ſomewhat which they with to be, 
And cannot; I myſelf am proud of Me, 
What's here? another Firmament below, 
| _ [Looks into a Feuntai u 
Spread wide, and other Trees that dd gro] 2 
And now a Face peeps up, and now draws near, 
With ſmiling Looks, as pleas'd to fee me here. 
As I advance, ſo that advances too, 
And ſeems to imitate whate'er I do: 
When I begin to ſpeak, the Lips it moves; 
Streams drown the Voice, or it would ſay, it loves. 
Yet when I would embrace, it will not ſtay: 
{ S7c0þs dcn 70 embraces 
Loſt ere 'tis held; when neareſt, far away. 
Ah, fair, yet falſe; ah, Being form's to cheat, 
By ſeeming Kindneſs, mixt with deep Deceit. 
Enter Adam. 
Adam. O Virgin, Heav'n-begot, and born of Man, 
Thou faireſt of thy great Creator's Works: 


Chee, 
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42 The STATE of IMNOCENCE, 


Tells me, you long ſhould beg, I long deny. 


Thee, Goddeſs, thee th' Eternal did ordain 
His ſofter Subſtitute on Earth to reign : 
And, whereſoe'er thy happy Footſteps tread, 
Nature in triumph after thee 1s led. 
Angels with Pleafure view thy matchleſs Grace, 
And love their Maker's Image in thy Face. 
Eve. O, only like myſelf, (for nothing here 
So graceful, ſo majeſtick does appear :) 
Art thou the Form my longing Eyes did ſee, 1 
Loos'd from thy Fountain, and come out to me? 7 
Yet ſure thou art not, ror thy Face the ſame, : 
Nor thy Limbs moulded in ſo ſoft a Frame; 1 
Thou look'ſt more ſternly, doſt more ſtrongly move, 
And more of Awe thou bear'ſt, and leſs of Love. 1 
Yet pleas'd I hear thee, and above the reſt, E 
I next myſelf, admire and lore thee beſt, ” 
Adam. Made to command, thus freely I obey, : 
And at thy Feet the whole Creation lay. = 
Pity that Love thy Beauty does beget; 1 
What more 1 ſhall deſire, I know not yet. NH 
Firſt let us lock'd in cloſe Embraces be, 7 
Thence 1, perhaps, may teach myſelf and thee, 1 
Eve. Somewhat forbids me, which I cannot name; 
For ignorant of Guilt, I fear not Shame: 
But ſome reſtraining Thought, I know not why, 
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Adam. In vain! my Right to thee is ſeal'd above; 
Look round and ſee where thou canſt place thy Love; 
All Creatures elſe are much unworthy thee ; NN 
They match'd, and thou alone art left for me. © 
If not to love, we both were made in vain ; | 
my new Empire would reſign again, " 
And change with my dumb Slaves my nobler Mind,. 
Who, void of Rcaſon, more of Pleaſure find. 1 
Methinks for me they beg, each ſilently 
Demands thy Grace, and ſeems to watch thy Eye. 

Ewe. I well foreſee, whene'er thy Suit I grant, 
That I my much-lov'd Sovereignty ſhall want: 
Or like my ſelf ſome other may be made; 

And her new Deauty may thy Heart invade. 
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and Fall of MAN. 43 


44am. Could Heav'n ſome greater Maſter- piece deviſe, 


et out with all the Glories of the Skies: 
That Beauty yet in vain he ſhould decree, 
Z Unleſs he made another Heart for me. 


Eve. With how much Eaſe I, whom J love, believe! 
Giving myſelf, my want of Worth I grieve. 


Here, my inviolable Faith I plight, . 
So, thou be my Defence, I, thy Delight. 


[ Exeunt, he leading her. 


ACT HI MY 


SCENE, Paradiſe. 


E Lucif. FP Air Place; yet what is this to Heav'n, where I 


Sate next, ſo almoſt equall'd the moſt High? 


> I doubted, meaſuring both, who was more ſtrong ; 
= Then, willing to forget Time fince fo long, 
* Scarce thought I was created: Vain Deſire 


Of Empire, in my Thoughts ſtill ſhot me higher, 
To mount above his ſacred Head: Ah why, 
When he fo kind, was ſo ungrateful 1 ? 

He bounteouſly beſtow'd unenvy'd Good 

Ou me: In arbitrary Grace I ſtood : 
T*acknowledge this, was all he did exact; 

Small Tribute, where the Will to pay was AQ 

] mourn it now, unable to repent, ' 
As he, who knows my Hatred to relent, 

Jealous of Pow'r once queſtion d! Hope, farewel ; 
And with Hope, Fear; no Depth below my Hell 
Can be prepar'd : Then, IIl, be thou my Good; 
And, vaſt DeſtruQion, be my Envy's Food. 


This 
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44 The STATE of Imnoctwcsr, | 


Thus I, with Heav'n, divided Empire gain; 128 7 
Seducing Man, I make his Project vain, Wi 
And, in one Hour, deſtroy his ſix Days Pain. Bo. 
They come again; I muſt retire. | h 
Enter Adam and Eve. Th 
Adam. This ſhall we live in perfect Bliſs, and ſee, WI 
Deathleſs ourſelves, our num'rous Progeny. Ea. 
Thou young and beauteous, my Deſires to bleſs; RF + 
I, ſtill defiring, what I ſtill poſſeſs. KB An 
Ewe. Heav'n, from whenee Love (our greateſt Bleſſi ag) be 
Can give no more, but ſtill to be the ſame. leame, I 3 
Thou more of Pleaſure may'ſt with me partake; 3 W 
J, more of Pride, becauſe thy Bliſs I make. 2 Or 


Adam. When to my Arms thou brought'ſt thy Viroin | (T 
Fair Angels ſung our Bridal Hymn above: [Love, (0 
Th' Eternal, nodding, ſhook the Firmament, 01 
And conſcious Nature gave her glad Conſent, F 
Roſes unbid, and ev'ry fragrant Flow'r, 3 
Flew from their Staiks, to ftrow thy Nuptial Bower: A 
The furr'd and feather'd Kind the Triumph did purſue, J. 
And Fiſhes leap'd above the Streams, the paſſing Pomp "Y 

to view. AF 

Eve. When your kind Eyes look'd languiſhing on mine, 
And wreatbing Arms did ſoft Embraces j Join, 1 
A doubtful Trembling ſeiz'd me firſt all o'er; - 

Then, Wiſnes; and a Warmth, unknown before: 

What follow'd, was all Ecſtacy and Trance; 1 

Immortal Pleaſures round my ſwimming Eyes did dance, 

And ſpeechleſs Joys, in whoſe fweet Tumult toſ, 1 

I thought my Breath, and my new Being loſt. 
Lucifer. O Death to hear! and a worſe Hell on Earth: 
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What mad Profuſion on this clod-born Birth: 
Abyſs of Joys, as if Heav'n meant to ſhew 
What, in baſe Matters, ſuch a Hand could do: 
Or was his Virtue ſpent, and he no more 
With Angels could ſupply th' exbauſted Store 
Of which I ſwept the Sky ? 

And wanting Subjects to his haughty Will, 

On this mean Work employ'd his willing Skill ? 


and FA l. L f MAN. 4:5 
oe. Bleſt in ourſelves, all Pleaſures elſe abound ; 
Without our Care behold th' unlabour'd Ground, 
Bounteous of Fruit, above our ſhady Bowers 

The creeping Jeſs'min thruſts her fragrant Flowers; 
The Myrtle, Orange, and the bluſhing Roſe, | 

With bending heaps fo nigh their Blooms diſcloſe, 

Each ſeems to ſwell the Flavour which the other blows : 

By theſe the Peach, the Guava, and the Pine, 

And creeping 'twixt em all, the mant'ling Vine, 

12) Does round her Trunks her purple Clufters twine. 

ne, Adam. All theſe are ours, all Nature's Excellence, 

XZ Whoſe Taſte or Smell can bleſs the feaſted Senſe ; 

One only Fruit, in the mid Garden plac'd, 

((The Tree of Knowledge) is deny'd our Taſte ; 

„ (Our proof of Duty to our Maker's Will:) 

Of Diſobedience Death's the threatned III. 

Ee. Death is ſome Harm, which, tho' we know not yet, 
Since threatned, we muſt needs imagine great: EE 
And ſure he merits it, who diſobeys 
That one Command, and one of ſo much Eaſe. 
Luc if. Muſt they then die, if they attempt to know ? 
He ſees they would rebel, and keeps them low. | 
On this Foundation I their Ruin lay. 

Hope to know more ſhall tempt to diſobey. 

I fell by this, and, ſince their Strength is leſs, 
= Why ſtould not equal Means give like Succeſs ? 

Adam. Come, my fair Love, our Morning's Taſk we loſe 

Some Labour ev'n the eaſieſt Life would chuſe : 
Oours is not great: the dangling Boughs to crop, 
VWhoſe too luxuriant Growth our Alleys ſtop, 

1: | And choke the Paths: This our Delight requires, 

/e, | And Heav'n no more of daily Work defires. 

Ee. With thee to live, is Paradiſe alone: 

Without the Pleaſure of thy Sight, is none. 

I fear ſmall Progreſs will be made this Day; 

So much our Kiſſes will our Taſk delay. [Exeunt, 
= LZucif. Why have not I, like theſe, a Body too, 
Form'd for the ſame Delights which they purſue ? 

I could (fo variouſly my Paſſions move) 

Enjoy and blaſt her, in the Act of Love. 
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And riſing Mitts purſue the ſetting Sun. 


46 The STATE of Innocence, | 
Unwillingly I hate ſuch Excellence ; 4 An' 
She wrong'd me not; but I revenge th' Offence Duc 
Thro' her, on Heav'n, whoſe Thunder took away) 
My Birth-right Skies! Live happy whilſt you may, \ 
Bleſt Pair, y'are not allow'd another Day! [ Exit. 4 Ky 
Gabriel and Ithuriel end, carried on bright Cloud. E 
and flying croſs each other, then light on the Ground. 
Gabriel. Ithuriel, ſince we two commiſſion'd are 
From Heav'n the Guardians of this new-made Pair, 
Each mind his Charge; for ſee, the Night draws on, 


Ithuriel. Bleſt is our Lot to ſerve; our Taſk we know: : ＋ 
To watch, leſt any, from th' Abyſs below, . Ju 
Broke looſe, diſturb their Sleep with Dreams; or worſe, 
Aſſault their Beings with ſuperior Force. 1 

[Uriel ſſies down from the Sun. H 

Uriel. Gabriel, if now the Watch be ſet, prepare, 
With ſtricteſt Guard, to ſhow thy utmoſt Care. 9 
This Morning came a Spirit, fair he ſeem'd, "I 
Whom, by his Face, I ſome young Cherub deem'd ; 
Of Man he much inquir'd, and where his Place, 2 
Wich Shews of Zeal to praiſe his Maker's Grace; 
But I, with watchful Eyes, obſerv'd his Flight, - A 
And faw him on yon ſteepy Mount alight ; 1 
There, as he thought unſeen, he laid aſide M 
His borrow'd Maſk, and re- aſſum'd his Pride: 1 
J mark'd his Looks, averſe to Heav'n and Good; Y 
Duſky he grew, and long revolving ſtood +8 
On ſome deep, dark Deſign; thence ſhot with baſte, 
And o'er the Mounds of Paradiſe he paſt : = 
By his proud Port, he ſeem'd the Prince of Hell; = 
And here he lurks, in Shades, till Night: Search wel! 
Each Grove and Thicket, pry in ev'ry Shape, 2 
Leſt, hid in ſome, th arch Hy pocrite eſcape. 

Gabriel. If any Spirit come t invade, or ſcout 
From Hell, what earthy Fence can keep him out ? 
But reſt ſecure of this, he ſhall be fonnd, > 
And taken, or prajcrib'd this happy Ground. op 

Ithu. Thou to the Eaſt, ] weſtward walk the Round, 
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and FALL of Man. 47 


And meet we in the Midſt. Uriel. Heav'n your Deſign 
succeed; your Charge requires you, and me mine. 

I Uriel flies forward out of be; ; the two Angels 
* exeunt ſeverally. 


— WR Pernry_—— — 7 ow 


A Night-piece of a pleaſant B:wer : Adam and Eve 
aſleep in it. 


3 Enter Lucifer. 

= Lucif. So, now they lie ſecure in Love, and ſtee 

Their ſated Senſes in full Draughts of Sleep. 

By what ſure Means can I their Bliſs invade ? 

Buy Violence? No; for they're immortal made. 

1 T90 Reaſon ſleeps, but mimick Fancy wakes, 
Supplies her Parts, and wild Ideas takes 

From Words and Things, ill ſorted and misjoin'd ; 

The Anarchy of Thought, and Chaos of the Mind: 

Hence Dreams confus'd, and various may ariſe ; 

XZ Theſe will I ſet before the Woman's Eyes; 

The weaker ſhe, and made my eaſier Prey; 
Vain Shows and Pomp the ſofter Sex betray. 

3 { Lucifer t down by Eve, and ſeems to whiſper her 


in her Ear. 


14 Viſion, where a Tree riſes loaden with Fruit; four Spirits 
= ric with it, and draw a Canopy out of the Tree; other 
Spirits dance about the Tree in deform d Shapes; after 
= rhe Dance an Angel enters, with a Woman habitad like 
== Eve. 
Angel. [Singing.)] Look up, look up, and ſee 
What Heav'n prepares for thee; 
Look up, and this fair Fruit behold, 4 
== Ruddy it ſmiles, and rich with Streaks of Gold. | 
vel The ſoaded Branches downward bend, | 

= Willing they ſtoop, and thy fair Hand attend. = 
8 Fair Mother of Mankind, make haſte, | 
3 And bleſs, and bleſs thy Senſes with the Taſte. 

— MPoman. No, *tis forbidden; I 

"I In taſting it ſhall die. 

1 Angel. Say, who enjoin'd this har“: Command. 
mY EE Twas Heav'n ; and who can Heav'n withſtand ? 
\nd Angel. 


48 The STATE of INNOCENCE, 


Angel. Why was it made fo fair, why plac'd in Sight? 
Heav'n is too good to envy Man's Delight. 9 
See, we before thy Face will try 
What thou ſo fear'ſt, and will not die. 
[The Angel takes the Fruit, and gives to the Spirits ww 9 
danced, they immediately put off their deform d Shapes, 
and appear Angels. | | [here! 
Angel. | Singing.) Behold what a Change on a ſudden iz | 
How glorious in Beauty, how bright they appear! | 
From Spirits deform'd they are Deities made, 
Their Pinions at pleaſure the Clouds can invade, JF 
[The Angel gives to the Woman, who eats, 
Till equal in Honour they riſe 8 5 
With him who commands in the Skies; 
Then taſte without Fear, and be happy and wiſe. 
Woman. Ah, now | believe; ſuch a Pleaſure I find, 
As enlightens my Eyes, and enlivens my Mind. 
[T he Spirits, who are turn'd Angels, fly up when they 
have taſted. | , 


I only repent WV 
I deferr'd my Content. 3 

Angel. Now wiſer Experience has taught you to prove 0 
What a Folly it is, 1 5 IJ} el 
Out of Fear to ſhun Bliſs. 2 0 
To the Joy that's forbidden we eagerly move; = 
It inhances the Price, and increaſes the Love. IF M 

Chorus of both. To the Joy, Oc. ; 2M C 
Two Angels defend; they take the Woman each by tl: n 

Hand, and fly up with her out of Sight. The Angel 7 7 


avlo ſung, and the Spirits who held the Canopy, at the Pu 
Same Iuſtant fink down with the Tree, a 
Enter Gabriel and Ithuriel zo Lucifer, awho remains. © 4 
Gabriel. What art thou? ſpeak thy Name and thy 
Intent. 1 

Why here alone? and on what Errand ſent ? "= 
Not from above; no, thy wan Looks betray -W 
Diminiſh'd Light, and Eyes unus'd to Day. E 
Lucifer. Not to know me, argues thyſelf unknown: 
Time was when, ſhining next th' Imperial Throne, 


and FALL of MAN. 49 


Mie in awful State; while ſuch as thou 

a in th'ignoble Crowd at Diſtance bow. 

EX Gabrizl. Think'ſ thou, vain Spirit, thy Glories are 
* the ſame? : 
nd ſeeſt not Sin obſcures thy God-like Frame? 
know thee now by thy ungrateful Pride, 
ET hat hows me what thy faded Looks did hide. 

raitor to him who made, and ſet thee high, 

nd, Fool, that Pow'r which form'd thee to defy. 
Lucifer. Go, Slaves, return, and fawn in Heav'n again; 
ek Thanks from him whoſe Quarrel you maintain. 
ile Wretches! of your Servitude to boaſt; 
ou baſely keep the Place I bravely loſt. 
Ithuriel. Freedom is Choice of what we will and do: 
nen blame not Servants who are freely ſo. 
is baſe not to acknowledge what we owe. 
| Lucifer, Thanks, howe'er due, proclaim Subjection yet; 
fought for Pow'r to quit th' upbraided Debt. 

Vhoe'er expects our Thanks, himſelf repays, 
Ind ſeems but little, who can want our Praiſe. 
we Gabriel. What in us Duty, ſhows not Want in him; 
leſt in himſelf alone 
Jo whom no Praiſe we, by good Deeds, can add; 
Nor can his Glory ſuffer from our bad. 

Made for his Uſe; yet he has form'd us ſo, 

Ne, unconſtrain'd, what he commands us,, do. 

Js praiſe we him, and ſerve him freely beſt ; 
th: WF bus thou, by Choice, art fall'n, and we are bleſt. 
ge! Iftburiel. This, leſt thou think thy Plea unanſwer'd, good; 
the Pur Queſtion thou evad'ſt: How didſt thou dare 
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4 o break Hell Bounds, and near this human Pair 
„ In nightly Ambuſh lie ? [Way 


thy NY Lucifer, Lives there who would not ſeek to force his 
From Pain to Eaſe, from Darkneſs to the Day? 
Fhould I, who found the Means to 'ſcape, not dare 
o change my ſulph'rous Smoak for upper Air? 
hen J, in Fight, ſuſtain'd your Thunderer, 
nd Heav'n on me alone ſpent half his War, # 
"XX ink'it thou thoſe Wounds were light? ſhould I not 
BE Clemency of ſome more temp'rate Clime, [ſeeie 
Vor. IV. © To 
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-Or thou leſs hardy to endure than they ? 


— — 8 2 - — 2 
8 * 24. — . — > O — "_ 
SE + 4 — wt Mr +... K 2 
= 1 2 
2 — — — — a 


On whom your limitary Powers depend. 
More Honour from the Sender than the Sent: 


Gazing to wiſh, yet hopeleſs to obtain. Eau 
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50 The STATE of INNOCENCE, 


To purge my Gloom; and by the Sun refin'd, 
Bask in his Beams, and bleech me in the Wind? 

-Gabriel. If Pain to ſhun be all thy Buſineſs here, 
Metbinks thy Fellows the ſame Courſe ſhould ſteer. 
Is their Pain leſs who yet behind thee ſtay ? 


Lucifer. Nor one, nor t'other ; but, as Leaders ough; 
T ventur'd firſt alone ; firſt Danger ſovght ; | 
And firſt explor'd this new-created Frame, 
Which fill'd our dusky Regions with its Fame; 
In hopes my fainting Troops to ſettle here, 
And to defend againſt your Thunderer, 
This Spot of Earth; or nearer Heav'n repair, 
And forage to his Gates from middle Air. 
Itburiel. Fool, to believe thou any Part canſt gain 
From him, who could'ſt not thy firſt Ground maintain. 
Gabriel. But whether that Deſign, or one as vain, | 
T' attempt the Lives of theſe, firſt drew thee here, 
Avoid the Place, and never more appear 
Upon this hallow'd Earth, elſe prove our Might. 
Lucifer. Not that I fear, do I decline the Fight ; 
You [ diſdain; let me with him contend 


Till then, 1 have accompliſh'd my Intent ; 
And leave this Place, which but augments my Pain, 


[They following 4 1 
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SCENE, Paradiſe. 


Adam and Eve. iv 
Trange was yourDream,and full of ſad Portes, 2 
Avert it, Heav'n (if it from Heav'n were ſent 4 
Let on thy Foes the dire Preſages fall; 1 
To us be good and eaſy, when we call, 


Adam. 


50 The Cloud deſcends with fix Angels in it, and when it's 


Exi, Who gave thee Reaſon, as thy Aid, to chuſe 
1X Apparent Good, and Evil to refuſe. 


rtent! I know not how Heav'n can communicate 
ſent What equals Man to his Creator's State. away. 


and FALL f M an. 5 ˙¹ 
Eve. Behold from far a breaking Cloud appears, 


Which, in it, many winged Warriors bears: 

Their Glory ſnoots upon my aking Senſe; 

Thou ſtronger may ' ſt endure the Flood of Light, 

And while in Shades I chear my fainting Sight, 
Encounter the deſcending Excellence. [ Exi2. 


near the Ground, breaks, and on each Side dijcovers fix 
more: They deſcend out of the Cloud. Raphael and Ga- 
briel-d4:/cour/e with Adam, the refl ſtand at diftance. 


| Raphael. Firſt of Mankind, that we from Heav'n are 
Ils from Heav'n's Care thy Ruin to prevent. [ ſent, 
"XZ Th' Apoſtate Angel has by Night been here, 
And whiſper'd through thy ſleeping Conſort's Ear 
PDeluſive Dreams. Thus warn'd by us, beware, 
And guide her Frailty by thy timely Care. 
Gatriel, Theſe, as thy Guards from outward Harms, 


H are ſent ; 
= 11!s from withia thy Reaſon muſt prevent. 
= A44am. Natives of Heav'n, who in Compaſſion deign, 


To want that Place where Joys immortal reign, 

In care of me; what Praiſes can [I pay, 

PDefended in Obedience; taught 1 obey ? 

"Z Raphatl. Praiſe him alone who God-like form'd thee, 
With Will unbounded, as a Deity ; tree, 


Obedience is that Good; this Heav'n exacts, 

And Heaven, all- juſt, from Man requires not Acts 
Which Man wants Pow'r to do: Pow'r then is giv'n 
9 Of doing Good, but not compell'd by Heav'n. 

x3 Gaeobriel. Made good, that thou doſt to thy Maker owe: 
But to thy ſelf, if thou continu'ſt ſo. | 

Adam. Freedom of Will of all good things is beſt 
1 But can it be by finite Man poſſeſt? 


Feapbael. Heav'n cannot give his boundleſs Pow'r 
But boundleſs Liberty of Choice he may. 
1 C2 IE 
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So Orbs from the firſt Mover Motion take, 
Yet cach their proper Revolutions make. YH 
Adam.GrantHeav'n could once have given us Liber. 1 
Are we not bounded, now, by firm Decree, (ty; I 
Sirce whatſoe'er is pre-ordain'd muſt be ? 
Elie Heav'n for Man Events might pre-ordain ; 
And Man's free Will might make thoſe Orders vain, 
Gabriel. Th' Eternal, when he did the World creat, 3 
And other Agents did nocellitate ; g 1 
So what he order'd, they by Nature do; _ 
Thus light things mount, and heavy downward go. 
Man only boaſts an arbitrary State. 
Adam. Yer Cauſes their Effects neceſſitate 
In willing Agents : Where is Freedom then ? 
Or who can break the Chain which limits Men 
To act what is unchangeably forecaſt, 
Since the firſt Cauſe gives Motion to the laſt ? 
Raphael. Heav'n by fore-knowing what will ſurely) 
Does only, firſt, Effects in Cauſes ſee, "be | 
And finds, but does not make Neceſſity. 
Creation is of Pow'r and Will th' Effect, 
Foreknowledge only of his Intelle&. 
His Preſeience makes not, but ſuppoſes things ; 
Infers Neceſſity to be, not brings. 
Thus thou art not conſtrain'd to Good or III; 
Cauſes which work th' Effect, force not the Will. 
Adam. The Force unſeen, and diſtant, J confeſs; 
But the long Chain makes not the Bondage leſs, III 
Ev'n Man himſelf may to himſelf ſeem free; T7 
And think that Choice which is Neceſſity. State! 7 
L 
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Gabriel. And who bat Man ſhould judge of Man's fret 


Adam. I find that I can chuſe to love or hate, 71 
Obey or diſobey, do good or ill; 1 
Vet ſuch a Choice is but Conſent, not Will. _ 
J can but chuſe what he at firſt deſign'd, - 3 
For he before that Choice my Will confin'd. [oain, 


Gabriel. Such impious Fancies, where they hs 

Make Heav'n, all-pure, thy Crimes to pre-ordain. 4 

Adam. Far, far from me be baniſh'd ſuch a Thought, = 

I argue only to be better tavght, I 2 
an = 
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Tan there be Freedom, when what now ſeems free 
Vas founded on ſome firſt Neceility ? 
For whate'er Cadſe can move the Will t'elect, 
la de ſofficient to produce th' Effect: 
ad what's ſufficient muſt effectual be; 

1 Then how is Man, thus forc'd by Cauſes, free? 
= Rapbar!. Sufficient Cauſes only work th' Effect, 

hen neceſlary Agents they reſpect. 
buch is not Man; who, though the Cauſe ſuflice,. 
i 4A et often he his free Ailent denies. 
Adam. What caaſes not, is not ſufficient fill, 
X Gavriel. Sufficient in itſelf; not in thy Will. 
2 Rephazl. When we ſee Cauſes join'd t' Effects at laſt, 
be Chain but ſhews Neceſſity that's paſt. 
hat what's done is: (ridiculous proof of Fate!) 
rell me which part it does neceſſitate ? 
il chuſe the other; there I'Il link th' Effect. 

O Chain, which Fools, to catch themſelves, project! 
Adam. Tho' no Conſtraint from Heav'n, or Cauſes, be; 
Ileav'n may prevent that Ill he does foreſee: 

And, not preventing, tho' he does not cauſe, 

Ile ſeems to will that Men ſnould break his Laws. 

= Gabriel. Heav'n may permit, but not to Ill conſent; 
For, hind'ring Ill, he would all Choice prevent. 
were to unmake, to take away thy Will. 

Adam. Better conftrain'd to Good, than free to Ill. 
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ate? To him whoſe Sins it ſelf did firſt ordain; 


tree | And Good compell'd, could no Reward exact: 
lis Pow'r would ſhine in Goodneſs, not thy AR. 


Oor Task is done: Obey ; and, in that Choice, 


8 Thou ſhalt be bleſt, and Angels ſhall rejoice. 

"2 [Raphael and Gabriel fly up in the Cloud : the other 
Tt Angels go off. 

ace Adam. Hard State of Life! ſince Heav'n fore-knows 
Thy am 1 not ty'd up from doing Ill? [my Will, 
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Why am truſted with my ſelf at large, 
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hen he's more able to ſuſtain the Charge; 
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Since Angels fell, whofe Strength was more than mine, 


*Twould ihow more Grace my Frailty to confine. : 
Fore-xnowing the Succeſs, to leave me free, 1 
Excuſes him, and yet ſupports not me. le 

To him Eve. An 


Ewe. Behold, my Heart's dear Lord, how high the Suu 
Is mounted, yet our Labour not begun. 
'The Ground, unbid, gives more than we can ask ; 
But Work is Pleaſure when we chuſe our Task. 
Nature, not bounteous now, but laviſh grows; 
Our Paths with Flow'rs ſhe prodigally ſtrews; 
With Pain we lift up our intangled Feet, 
While croſs our Walks the ſhooting Branches meet. 
Adam, Well has thy Care advis'd; *tis fit we haſe; F* 
Nature's too kind, and follows us too faſt ; 1 
Leaves us no room her 'Treaſures to poſſeſs, 
But mocks our Induftry with her Exceſs ; 
And wildly wanton wears by Night away 3 
The Sign of all our Labours done by Day, few. 
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Ewe. Since, then, the Work's ſo great, the Hands i 8 
T his Day let each a ſeveral Task purſue. 1 
By thee, my Hands to Labour will not move, 
Rut, round thy Neck, employ themſelves in Love. 2M 
When thou would'ſt work, one tender Touch, one Smile | 
(How can I hold?) will all thy Task beguile. 1 
Adam. So hard we are not to our Labour ty'd, 

'That Smiles, and ſoft Endearments are deny'd. 

Smiles, not allow'd to Beaſts, from Reaſon more, 

And are the Privilege of human Love : 

And if, ſometimes, each others Eyes we meet, 

Thoſe little Vacancies from Toil are ſweet. 

But you, by Abſence, would refreſh vour Joys, 

Becauſe perhaps my Converſation cloys. 

Yet this, would Prudence grant, | could permit. 
Ewe. What Reaſon makes my ſmall Requeſt unfit ? 
Adam. The fall'n Archangel, envious of our State, 

Purſues our Reings with immortal Hate. 

And hopeleſs to prevail by open Force, 

Secks hid Advantage to betray us worſe : 
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mine 1 hich when aſunder, will not prove ſo hard; . | 
' or both together are each other's Guard. a vi 
Eee. Since he, by Force, is hopeleſs to prevail, q 
ae can by Fraud alone our Minds aſſail: F 


and to believe his Wiles my Truth can move, 

=: to miſdoubt my Reaſon, or my Love. 

Adam. Call it my Care, and not Miſtruſt of thee: 
et thou art weak, and full of Art is he; 


; Bc how could he that Hoft ſeduce to Sin, 
"ZW hoſe Fall has left the heav'nly Nation thin? 
X F-e. I grant him arm'd with Subtilty, and Hate; 
But why ſhould we ſuſpe& our happy State? 
FX: our Perfection of fo frail a Make, 
fe; As ev'ry Plot can undermine or ſhake? 


Think better both of Heav'n, thyſelf, and me: 
uiho always fears, at Eaſe can never be. 

Poor State of Bliſs, where fo much Care is ſhown, 
As not to dare to truſt ourſelves alone! 

Adam. Such is our State, as not exempt from Fall; 


few i 4 . . 

1% Vet firm, if Reaſon to our Aid we call: 
1 
1 
1 
| ' 
| 
| 


Go; in thy native Innocence proceed, | 
And ſummon all thy Reaſon at thy need, 
Eve. My Soul, my Eyes Delight; in this I fiud 
Thou lov'ſt; becauſe to love is to be kind. 4 

Es: [Embracing hin. 
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J would not more; to touch, a Crime may prove: 


Seeking my Tryal, I am ſtill on Guard: 
Tryals leſs ſought, would find us leis prepar'd. 
Our Foe's too proud che weaker to aſſail; Z 
Or doubles his Diſhonour if he fail. 0 


Per 
Adam. In Love, what uſe of Prudence can there be! 2 
More perfect I, and yet more pow'rful the. 3 18 


Blame me not, Heav'n, if thou Love's Fow'r had'it ry's, 
What could be fo unjuſt to be deny'd ? 
Ore Look of hers my Reſolution breaks ; -Y 
Reaion itſelf turns Folly when ſhe ſpeaks : tra 
And aw'd by her whom it was made to ſway, L | 
Flatters her Pow'r, and does its own betray. [Ei. 
The middle Part of the Garden is repreſented, where f wy 
Rivers meet : On the right fide of the Scene, is placd th 
Tice cf Liſe; on the Left, the Tree of Kncawledec. WV 


Enter Lucifer. 4 

Lucif Methinks the Beauties of this Place hould mourn; RF 
Th' zmmortal Fruits and Flow'rs, at my Return "= 
Should hang their wither'd Heads ; for ſure my Breath ; 24 
Is now more pois'nous, and has gather d Death 1 
Enough, ro blaſt the whole Creation's Frame: 
Swoln with Deſpite, with Sorrow, and with Shame, 
Thrice have I beat the Wing, and rid with Night, 
About the World, behind the Globe of Light, 
To ſhun the Watch of Heav'n ; ſuch Care I uſe : 
(What Pains will Malice, rais'd like mine, refuſe ? 
Not the moſt abject Form of Brutes to take. } 


Hid in the ſpiry Volumes of the Snake, 6 
I lurk'd within the Covert of a Brake: 4 
Not yet deſcry'd. But, ſee, the Woman here 1 


Alone! beyond my Hopes! no Guardian near. 
Good Omen that: 1 muſt retire unſeen, 

And, with my borrow'd Shape, the Work begin. -Þ 
[ Retires, 


Enter Eve. 
Ewe. Thus far, at leaſt, with Leave; nor can it be 
A Sin to look on this celeſtial Tree: 


Touching is a remoter Tale in Love. = 
Dean i 
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Weath may be there, or Poiſon in the Smell, 
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Ulk Death in any thing ſo fair can dwell :) 
Hut fleav'n forbids: I could be fatisfy'd © 
i Were every Tree but this, bat this deny d. 


{ Serpent enters on the Stage, and mates direaly to the 
wy ree of Knowledge, on which winding himſelf, he plucks- 
ple; then deſcends, and carries it away, 


1 Strange Sight! did then our great Creator grant. 


"hat Privilege, which we their Matters want, 
o theſe inferior Beings? Or was it Chance? 


2 wa was he bleſt with bolder ] gnorance f 


ſaw his curling Creſt the Tronk infold : 
be Ruddy Fruit, diſtinguiſh'd o'er with Gold, 
ad ſmiling in its native > Wealth, was torn 


1 rom the rich Bough, and then in Triumph born: 


he vent'rous Victor march'd unpuniſh'd hence, 
And ſeem'd to boaſt his fortunate Offence. 
To her Lucifer in a human Shape. 

Lucif, Hail, Sovereign of this Orb! form'd to poſleſ;. 
The World, and, with one Look, all Nature bleſs. 
Nature i is thine; thou, Empreſs, doſt beſtow 
On Fruits, to bloſſom; and on Flowers, to blow. 

EZ They happy, yet inſenſible to boalt 
Their Bliſs: More happy they who know thee moſt. 


Then happieſt 1, to human Reaſon rais'd, 
1 aue Voice, with whoſe firſt Accents 8 art prais'd.- 
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Eve. What art thou, or from whence ? For on this- 


Beſide my Lord's, ne'er heard I human Sound: [Ground,. 
art thou ſome other A dam, iorm'd from Earth, 


And com'ſt to claim an equal Share, by Birth, 
In this fair Field? Or ſprung of heav'nly Race ? 
Lacif. An humble Native of this happy Place, 


F N Vaſſal born, and late of loweſt Kind, 


Waom Heav'n neglecting made, and icarce deſign'd, 


1 Ban threw me in, for number to the reſt, 


Below the mounting Bird, and grazing Beaſt; 
5 Chance, not Prudence, now ſuperior grown. 
Eve. To make thee ſuch, what Miracle was ſhown ? 
C6 Luci 
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Lucif. Who would not tell what thou vouchſaf'ſt to 
Saw 'ſt thou not late a ſpeckled Serpent rear (hear! 
His gilded Spires to climb on yon' fair Tree? MR 
Before this happy Minute I was he. | 

Eve. Thou ſpeak'ſt of Wonders: Make thy Story plain, | 

. Luczf. Not wiſhing then, and thoughtleſs.to obtain | 
So. great a Bliſs ; but, led by Senſe of Good, 
Inborn to all, I ſought my needful Food: 
Then, on that Heav'nly Tree, my Sight I caſt; 
The Colour urg'd my Eye, the Scent my Taſte. 
Not to detain thee long; I took, did eat: 
Scarce had my Palate touch'd th' immortal Meat, 
But, on a ſudden, turn'd to what J am: 
God. like, and, next to thee, I fair became: 
Thought, fpake, and reaſon'd ; and, by Reaſon found 
Thee, Nature's Queen, with all her Graces crown'd. 

Eve, Happy thy Lot; but far unlike is mine: 
Forbid tq eat, not daring to. repine. 

?Fwas Heav'n's Command; and ſhould we diſobey, 
What rais'd thy Being, ours muſt take away. 

Lucif. Sure you miſtake the Precept, or the Tree: 
Heav'n cannot envious of his Bleſſings be. 

Some chance-born Plant he might forbid your Uſe, 
As wild, or guilty of a deadiy Juice: 

Not this, whoſe Colour, Scent divine, and Taſte, 
Proclaim the thoughtful Maker not in haſte. 

Ewe. By all theſe Signs, too well I know. the Fruit, 
And dread a Pow'r ſevere and abſolute. | 

Lucif. Severe, indeed; ev'n to Injuſtice hard; 

If Death, for knowing more, be your Reward: 
Knowledge of Good, is good; and therefore fit; 
And to know Ill, is good; for ſhunning it. 

Eve. What, but our Good, could he deſign in this, 
Who gave us all, and plac'd in perfect Bliſs ? 

Lucif. Excuſe my Zeal, fair Sovereign, in your Cauſe, 
Which dares to tax his Arbitrary Laws. 

Tis all his Aim to keep you blindly low, 

That ſervile Fear from Ignorance may flow: 

We ſcorn to Worſhip whom too well we know, 


1 


— . ¶ AY p mW eros - — 
— — — — ͤ— — — ———— — - 


m * 


1 He knows that eating, you ſhall god- like be; 
Jas wiſe, as fit to be ador'd, as he. 

Por his own Int'reſt he this Law has giv'n; 
soch Beauty may raiſe Factions in his Heav'n. 
By awing you, he does Poſſeſſion keep, 

And is too wiſe to hazard Partnerſhip. 


$ The Power which form'd us muſt be infinite. 
The Sun and Earth produce of every Kind; 


Their Mould was baſe ; *twas more refin'd in you; 
Where vital Heat, in purer Organs wrought, 
XZ Produc'd a nobler Kind rais'd up to Thought; 
nd. EY And that, perhaps. might his Beginning be: 
Something was firſt; 1 queſtion if *twere he. 
But grant him firſt, yet ſtill ſuppoſe him good, 
Not envying thoſe he made, immortal Food. 
Eve. But Death our Diſobedience muſt purſue. 
Lacif. Behold, in me, what ſhall arrive to you, 
J taſted; yet I live: Nay, more; have got 
A State-more perfect than my native Lot. 
Nor fear this petty Fault his. Wrath ſhould raiſe: - 
Heav'n rather will your dauntleſs Virtue praiſe, 


Gods are immortal only by their Food, 

Taſte, and remove 

\V-nat diff rence does 'twixt them and you remain: 
As ] gain'd Reaſon, you ſhall God-head gain. 


3 Was Death invented then for us alone? 
Is intellectual Food to Man deny'd, 


65 Nor only try'd themſelves, but frankly, more, 
Aso me have offer'd their unenvy'd Store ? 


Lucif. Be bold, and all your needleſs Doubts remove; 


View well this Tree, (the Queen of all the Grove) 
How vaſt her Bole, how wide her Arms are ſpread, 
How high above the reſt ſhe ſhoots her Head, 
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Eve. Alas, who dares diſpute with him that Right? 
Lucif. Who told you how your Form was firſt deſign'd; 


Graſs, Flow'rs, and Fruits; nay, living Creatures too: 


That ſought, through threat'ned Death, immortal Good: : 


Eve. He eats, and lives, in Knowledge greater grown: 
Lide. 


Which Brutes have, with ſo much Advantage, try'd? - 


Plac'd .. 
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Plac'd in the mid'ſt: would Heav'n his Work diſgrace, Mo; 

By planting Poiſon in the happieſt Place? : 
Haſte; you loſe time and God-head by Delay. 

| [ Plucking the Fruit, 

Ewe. Tis done; [I'll venture all, and diſobey. 'Z 

[ Looking about her, ir 

Perhaps, far hid in Heav'n, he does not ſpy, ae 

And none of all his Hymning Guards are nigh. ; 


To my dear Lord, the lovely Fruit I'll bear; WW. 
He to partake my Bliſs, my Crime ſhall ſhare. [Ex. haftil, WR I 
Lucif. She flew, and thank'd me not, for haſte : 'Twas No 

- hard, _ | r. 
With no Return ſuch Counſel to reward. n 


My Work is done, or much the greater Part; 

She's now the Tempter, to enſnare his Heart. 

He, whoſe firm Faith no Reaſon could remove, 

Will melt before that ſoft. Seducer, Love. LEE 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Paradiſe. 


Eve, with a Beugh in her Hand. 


Ethinks, J tread more lightly on the. Ground; 
VI My nimble Feet from unhurt Flow'rs rebound: 
walk in Air, and ſcorn this earthly Seat; 
Heav'n is my Palace; this my baſe Retreat. 
Take me not, Heav'n, roo ſoon ; 'twill be unkind : 
To leave the Partner of my Bed behind. 
J love the Wretch; but ſtay, ſhall I afford 
Him part? already he's too much my Lord. 
*Tis in my Pow'r to be a Sovereign now; 


And, knowing more, to make his Manhood bow. - 
Empire is ſweet; but how if Heav'n has ſpy'd 2 1 
If I ſhould die, and he above provide DW 
Some other Eve, and place her in my ſtead ? 7 | 
Shall ſhe poſſeſs his Love, when I am dead ?- 5 5 
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J he hall eat, and die with me, or live: 

ar equal Crimes ſhall equal Fortune give. Ii 
—= Enter Adam. - 1 ö 
Adam. What Joy, without your Sight, has Earth in ſtore? L| 
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nile you were abſent, Eden was no more. 1 
ber, VV inds murmur'd, through the Leaves, your long Delay; 1 
Mund Fountains, o'er the Pebbles, chid your Stay. | 


Mot with your Preſence cheer'd, they ceaſe to mourn, 
Nad Walks wear freſher Green, at your Return. 


ih, Eee Henceforth you never ſhall have cauſe to chide; 
daa No future Abſence ſhall our Joys divide: 


PP 1was a ſhort Death my Love ne'er try'd before, 
And therefore ſtrange ; but yet the Cauſe was more. 
Adam. My trembling Heart forebodes ſome 111; I fear 
Fro aſk that Cauſe which I defire to hear 

BEV bat means that lovely Fruit? what means (alas!) 
EET Lat Blood, which fluſhes guilty in your Face? 

WS peak do not yet, at laſt, I muſt be told. 
oe. Have Courage then: is manly to be bold. 
his Fruit—why doſt thou ſhake? no Death is nigh : 
is what I taſted firſt; yet do not die. 

Adam. Is it (I dare not aſk it all at fuſt; 
Doubt is ſome Eaſe to thoſe who fear the wortt :) 


av, tis not | 

BS Foe. Tis not what thou need'ſt to fear: 1 
Mat Danger does in this fair Fruit appear? A 
we have been cozen'd; and had {till been fo, . * 
iN Had | not ventur'd boldly firit to Know. | 
Let, not I firſt; J almoſt bluſh to ſay { 
Ihe Serpent eating taught me fiſt the Way. [ 

Ihe Serpent taſted, and the god-like Fruit 1 


Gave the Dumb Voice; gave Reaſon to the Brute. 
adam. O faireſt of all Creatures, lafl, and bei}, | 
Ot what Heav'n made, how art thou diſpoſſeſt \ 
Of all thy native Glories! fall'n! decay'd! 

E (Pity fo rare a Frame fo frail was made) 

Now Cauſe of thy own Ruin; and with thine; 
ah, who can live without thee!) Cauſe of mine. 
= Eve. Reſerve thy Pity, till I want it more: 


= ow myſelf much happier than before; q 
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More wiſe, more n, all I with to be, 
Were I but ſure, alas! of pleaſing thee. (6 
Adam. X have ſhown how much you my Content de. 
Yet, ah! would Heav'n's Diſpleaſore paſs like mine! 
Muſt | without you, then, in wild Woods dwell ? 
Think, and but think of what | lov'd ſo well? 
Condemn'd to live with Subjects ever mute; 
A Salvage Prince, unpleas'd, though abſolute ? 
Eve. Pleaſe then yourſelf with me, and freely taſte, | 
Leſt l, without you, ſhould to Godhead haſte; 
Leſt diff rirg in degree, you claim too late 
Unequal Love, when tis deny'd by Fate. 2} 
Adam. Cheat not.yourſelf, with Dreams of Deity; . 
Too well, but yet too late, your Crime. I ſee: . 
Nor think the Fruit your Knowledge does improve; 
But you have Beauty ſtiil, and I have Love... © Þ 
Not cozen'd, I with Choice my Life reſign : ” 
Imprudence was your Fault, but Love was mine. - 
I 
] 
þ 


Y * 
1 


[Takes the Fruit and eat: i. f 
Eve. O wond'rous Pow'r of matchleſs Love expreſt 1 
[ Embracing hin. 

Why was this Tryal thine, of loving beſt? = 
] envy thee.that Lot; and could it be, ES 
Would venture ſomething more than Death, for thee, Br 
1 hap that [ fear, that Death th' Event can prove; . - Þ 
Ware both immortal, while ſo well we love.  þ 

Adam. Whate'er ſhall be th Event, the Lot is caſt: 
Where Appetites are. giv'n, what Sin to taſte? 
Or if a Sin, 'tis but by Precept ſuch; 
Th' Offence ſo ſmall, the Puniſhment's too much, 
To ſeek ſo ſoon his new- made World's Decay: 
Nor we, nor that, were faſhion'd for a Day. 

Ewe. Give to the Winds thy Fear of Death, or Ill; 
And think, us made but for each other's Will. 

Adam. I will, at leaſt, defer that anxious Thought, 
And Dcath, by Fear, {hall not be nigher brought: 
If he will come, let us to Joys make haſte; 
Then let him ſeize us when our Pleaſure's paſt, 
We'll take up all before; and Death ſhall find 
We have drain'd Life, and left a Void, behind. 


. ey v0 HA II P ——— ——— een IIS 


5 and Fa K l. of MAN. 63 


7 Enter Lucifer. 


95. | Bucif, »Tis done: 

u de bat Inſt bled round; 
Wick Nature, at that Inſtant, trembled roun 

ie | 


ET nd Mother Earth ſigh'd, as the felt the Wound. 

| 1 ){-how ſhort Durance was this new made State! 
ow far more mighty than Heav'n's Love, Hell's Hate! 
is Project ruin'd, and his King of Clay: 

e form'd an Empire for his Foe to ſway. 


ſte, i | leav” n let him rule, which by his Arms he got: 
Im pleas'd to have obtain'd the ſecond Lot. 
# his Earth is mine; whoſe Lord J made my Thrall; 
| E 8 nnexing to my Crown his conquer'd Ball. 
13 Lcos'd from the Lakes my Legions Iwill lead, 
I 5 And, o'er the darken'd Air, black Banners ſpread: 
w 9. E 


ERC ontagious Damps, from hence, ſhall mount above, 
And force him to. his inmoſt Heav'n's remove. 


1 Ile hears already, and I boaſt too ſoon; 


= a 11 dread that Engine which ſecur'd his Throne. 

elt: &1' dive, below his Wrath, into the Deep, 

Jin þ 4 And waſte that Empire, which [| cannot keep. [ Sinks doxen. 
1 [Raphael and Gabriel de/cend. 

5 5 Raph. As much of Grief as Happineſs admits 


la Heav'n, on each Celeſtial Forehead ſits: 
Kiadneſs for Man, and Pity for his Fate, 

lay mix with Bliſs, and yet not violate. 

rbeir Heav'nly Harps a lower Strain began; 

And, in ſoft Muſick, mourn the fall of Man. 

Cab. | ſaw th' Angelick Guards from Earth aſcend, 
MX (Griev'd they mult now no longer Man attend :) 

& {he Beams about their Temples dimly ſnone; 


I' Etherial People flock'd for News-in hafle, 

1 Whom they, with down-caſt Looks, and ſcarce ſaluting 
: Vile each did, in his penſive Breaſt, prepare [ paſt: 
A fad Account of their ſucceſsleſs Care. ä 5 
Kap b. Th' Eternal yet, in Majeſty ſevere, 

And ttricteſt Juſtice, did mild Pity bear: 

Pzgeir Death's deferr'd ; and Baniſhment, (their Doom) 
In Fenitence foreſeen, leaves Mercy room. 


Gab. 
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[A Clap of Thunder is heard. 


J; One would have thought the Crime had been their own. 
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1 4 Gab. That Meſſage is thy Charge: Mine leads me hence; 1 ob 
MP Plac'd at the Garden's Gate, for its Defence, Man 
Wii's Leſt Man, returning, the bleſt Place pollute, = - 
1 And ſcape from Death, by Lite's immortal Fruit. et 
1 ö Another Clap of Thunder. Exeunt Several, n 
9 Enter Adam and Eve, affrighted,. - f 
L 3 Adam. In what dark Cavern ſhall I hide my Head? I 
Wi: Where ſeek Retreat, now Innocence is fled ? - 4: 
8: Safe in that Guard, I durſt ev'n Hell defy ; = 
{ Without it, tremble now, when Heaven is nigh. III. 
Ede. What ſhall we do ? or where direct our Flight?) 
Eaſtward as far as J could caſt my Sight, 
From op'ning Heav'ns, I ſaw deſcending Light. 


[ts Glitt'ring through the Trees I fill behold ; 
The Cedar i'ops ſeem ail to burn with Gold. 

Adam. Some Shape divine, whoſe Beams | cannot bear! 
Would | were bid, where Light could not appear. 
Deep into ſome thick Covert would I run, 
Impenetrable to the Stars or Sun, 

And fenc'd from Day, by Night's eternal Skreen; 
Unknown to Heav'n, and to myſelf unſeen. * 
Eve. In vain: What hope to ſhun his piercing Sight, 

W ho, from dark Chaos, ſtruck the Sparks of Light? 

Adam. Theſe ſhould nave been your Thoughts, when 
You truſted to your guideleſs Innocence. [parting hence, 
See now th' Eflæcts of your own wilful Mind: | 
Guilt walks before us; Death purſues behind. 
So fatal *rwas to ſeek Temptations out: | N 
Moſt Confidence has ſtill moſt Cauſe to doubt. = 

Ewe. Such might have been thy Hap, alone afſail'd;: | 
And fo, together, mi:htwe both have fail'd. 
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Ec | | Curs'd Vaſlalage of all my future Kiad : 7 bf 
1 Pirſt Idoliz'd, till Love's hot Fire be o'er, © 
[4 I Then Slaves to thoſe who courted us before. ” 
* | Adam. I counſel'd you to ſtay ; your Pride refus d; 
| hl By your own lawleſs Will you fland accus'd. 9 
j I Eve. Have you that Privilege of only wiſe, . 
1 And would you yield to her you fo deſpiſe? 1 
10 You ſhould have ſhown th' Authority you boaſt. 2 


An), fovereipn-like, my headlong Will have croft : | 
Coun-⸗ 5 


ar! 


K Counſel was not enough to ſway my Heart; 


3 Vhen Force is Jawſul, who are fondly kind. 
IF and now 'tis tax'd, becauſe ? vas nct ſevere. 


| a To boundleſs Will give boundleſs Liberty. 


2 


"rep 
A a 


1 | Y Bu: ſuch as by miſtake of Love are join'd: 


ad FAT TL MAN. _ +05 ' 


| | 
An ay Reſtraint had been your Part. {1 
Adam. Ev'n ſuch Returns do they deſerve to find, 


Unlike my Love: for when thy Goilt | knew, i 
char'd the Curſe which did that Crime purſue. i ig 
Ward Fate of Love! which Rigovr did forbear, 


} 
Exe. You have, yourſelf, your Kindneis overpaid ; 1 
: Wc ceaſes to oblige, who can upbraid. 9 
Adam. On Womens Virtue who too much rely, 


Reſtraint vou will not brook; but th'nk it hard 
Tour prudence is not truſted as your Guard: | 1 
And, to yourſelves ſo leſt, if Ill enſues, «6g 
Vou firſt our weak Indulgence will accuſe. 1 
Curt be that Hour 14 
When, ſated with my ſingle Happineſs, 1 
A Y! choſe a Partner, to controul my Bliſs. 
Who wants that Reaſon which her Will ſhould ſway, 7 
And knows but juſt enough to diſobey. 4 
Eve. Better with Brutes my humble Lot had gone 3 4 
Of Reaſon void, accountable for none: | 0. 
4Þ h' unhappieſt of Creation is a Wife, 1 
Made loweſt, in the higheſt Rank of Life: | i 
Her Fellow's Slave; to know, and not to chuſe : 1 
Curſt with that Reaſon ſhe muſt never uſe. 


—— ß 2 
1 


I Adam. Add, that ſhe's proud, fantaſtick, apt to change; : 
1 Keſt eſs at home; and ever prone to range : * 
With Shows delighted, and ſo vain is ſhe, | 1 
© She'll meet the Devil, rather than not ſee. 1 
Our wiſe Creator, far: his Choirs divine, 1 


e his Heav'n with Souls all Maſculine. i 
Ah! why muſt Man from Woman take his Birth? = 
Mbp was this Sin of Nature wade on Earth ? il 
This fair Deſect; this helpleſs Aid call'd Wife; 
Ihe bending Crutch of a Cecrepit Lite ? | ; 
Poſterity no Pairs from you ſhall find, ii 


The 
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The worthieſt Men their Wiſhes ne'er ſhall gain; 

But fee the Slaves, they ſcorn, their Loves obtain. 
Blind Appetite ſhail your wild Fancies rule; 

Falie to Deſert, and faithful to a Fool, - 

[Turns in Anger from her, and ts gorng of : 1 

Ewe. Unkind ! wilt thou foriake me, in Diſtreſs, 1 

| [ Kneeling, A 


For that which now 1s paſt me to redreſs ? 
J have miſdone ; and [ endure the Smart: 
Loth to acknowledge; but more loth to part. 
The Blame be mine, you warn'd, and I refus'd ; 
What would you more? J have myſelf accus'd, 
Was plighted Faith ſo weakly ſeal'd above, 
That, for one Error, 1 muſt loſe your Love? 
Had you ſo err'd, I ſhould have been more kind, - 
Than to add Pain to an afflited Mind, lbefore:: 
Adam. Y'are giown much humbler, than you wee, 
I pardon- you; but ſee my Face no more. 1 
Ewe. Vain Pardon, which includes a greater Ill; 
Be ſtill difpleas'd ; but let me ſee you ſtill. 
Without your much- lov'd Sight I cannot live: 
Yeu more than kill me, if you fo forgive. 
The beaſts, ſince we are fall'n, their Lords deſpiſe; 
And, paſſing, look at me, with glaring Eyes; 
Muſt 1 then wander helpleſs, and alone? 
You'll Pity me, too late, when I am gone. 4 
Adam. Your Penitence does my Compaſſion move, 
As you deſerve it, I may give my Love. 7 
Eve, On me, alone, let Heav'n's Diſpleaſure fall: 
You merit none, and 1 deſerve it all. 1 
Adam. You all Heav'n's Wrath! how could you beat 
n 2 
Who bore not mine, but with a bleeding Heart? l 
I was too ſtubborn, thus to make you fue: 1 
Forgive me, J am more in fault than you. | 
4 


N 


Return to me, and to my Love return; 1 

And, both offending, for each other mourn. - 
Enter Raphael. 

Raph. Of Sin to warn thee, J before was ſent ; 

For Sin, I now pronounce thy Puniſhment : 


* 


8 YR amn. I neither can diſpute his Will, nor dare: 


8, 


eling 


fore: 
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et that much lighter than thy Crimes require; 
' All-good does not his Creatures Death detire : 
utice mutt puniſh the rebellious Deed : 

Met puniſh ſo, as Pity ſhall exceed. 


Death will diſmiſs me from my future Care, 
nnd lay me ſoftly in my Native Duſt, 

Jo pay the Forfe't of ill- manag'd Truft. 

Eve. Why ſeek you Death? confider ere you ſpeak ; 
rhe Laws were hard; the Pow'r to keep 'em, weak. 
Pid we ſolicit Heav'n to mould our Clay? 
From Darkneſs to produce us to the Day ? 

Pid we concur to Life, or chuſe to be? 

Was it our Will which form'd, or was it he? 

Fince 'twas his Choice, not ours, which plac'd us here 3 
he Laws we did not chuſe why ſhould we bear? 
Alam. Seek not, in vain, our Maker to accuſe ; 

erms were propos'd; Pow'r left us to refuſe. 

he Good we have enjoy'd from Heav'n's free Will; 
And ſhall we murmur to endure the III? 

Should we a Rebel-ſon's Excuſe receive, 

Becauſe he was begot without his Leave? 


Heav'n's Right, in us, is more: Firſt form'd to ſerve; 
be Good, we merit not; the Ill, deſerve. 
Raph. Death is deferr'd, and Penitence has room 
Lo mitigate, if not reverſe the Doom: 
ve But, for your Crime, th' Eternal does ordain 
In Haden you no longer ſhall remain. 
Hence, to the lower World, you are exiFd : 
wal This Place with Crimes ſhall de no more defil'd. 
F Ee. Muſt we this bliſs ful Paradiſe forego ? | 


Fab. Your Lot mutt be where Thorns and Thiſtles 
nbi, as Balm and Spices did at firſt ; [ grow. 
For Man, the Earth, of which he was, is curs'd. 


By thy own Toil procur'd, thou Food ſhalt eat; [To Adam. 
And know no Plenty, but from painful Sweat. 


be, by a Curſe, of future Wives abhorr'd, 
- Shall pay Obedience ro her lawfal Lord . 
Aud he {hall rule, and ſhe in Thraldom live; 


BY Defiring more of Love than Man can give. 
5 Aadani. 
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Adam. Heav*n is all Mercy; Labour I would chuſe, 
And could ſaſtain this Paragiſe to loſe ; 1 


The Bliſs; but not the Place; here could I ſay | n 
Freav'n's winged Meſſenger did paſs the Day; Hie 
Under this Pine the glorious Angel ſtaid: © | l 
Then, ſhow my wond'ring Progeny the Shade. e 
In Woods and Lawns, whege-c'er thou didſt appear, b 
Each Place ſome Monument of thee ſhould bear. | n 
_ 1, wich green Turfs, would grateſul Altars raiſe, Is 


And Heav'n, with Gums, and offer'd Incenſe praiſe, Fo 
Raph, Where-e'er thou art, He is; th' eternal Mind! 
Acts through all Places; is to none confin'd: 1 
Fills Ocean, Earth, and Air, and all above, 
And through the univerſal Maſs does move. 
Tteu canſt be no where diſtant: Vet this Place 
Had been thy Kingly Seat, and here thy Race, 
From ail the Ends of Peopled Earth, had come 
Jo rev'rence thee, and fee their Native Home. 
Immortal, then ; now Sickneſs, Care, and Age, 
And War, and Luxury's more direful Rage, 


J. Thy Crimes have brought, to ſhorten mortal Breath, 
LN l ; With all the num'rous Family of Death. YN 
144 Eve. My Spirits faint, while I theſe Ills foreknow; :- 
174 And find myſelf the ſad Occaſion too. Fa 
5 But what is Death? |  Þ 


9 Raph. In Viſion thou ſhalt ſee his grieſly Face, 
3 'The King of Terrors, raging in thy Race. 

That, while in future Fate thou ſhar'tt thy Part, 
A kind Remorſe, for Sin, may ſeize thy Heart. 
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The SCENE ifi, and diſtevers Deaths if | 


ſeveral Sorts, A Battle at Land, and a Nava | 
Fight. 


i Adam. O wretched Off-ſpring! O unhappy State 1 
WM Of all Mankind, by me betray'd to Fate ! v7 
Born, through my Crime, to be Offenders firſt ; 

Aud, tor thoie Sins they could not ſhun, accurſt. 
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1 
x 4 : Frag, - 
s k 
: 
1 


huſe; 5 5 | 
| V ould not accept, what he, with Pain, muſt loſe ? 


ar, 
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Eee. Why is Life forc'd on Man; who, might he chuſe, 
nknowing, he receives it; and, when known, 


e thinks it his, and values it, *tis gone. 
Raph. Behold of ev'ry Age; ripe Manhood fee, 


Decrepid years, and helpleſs Infancy : 


hoſe who, by ling'ring Sickneſs, loſe their Breath ; 


8 1 Ind thoſe who, by Deſpair, ſuborn their Death: 
ee pon' mad Fools, who, for tome trivial Right, 
Por Love, or for miſtaken Honour, fight: 


ee thoſe, more mad, who throw their Lives awa 


| 3 n neeoleſs Wars; the Stakes which Monarchs lay, 


hen for each other's Provinces they play, 


Zhen as if Earth too narrow were for Fate, 


On open Seas their Quarrels they debate; 


In hollow Wood they floating Armies bear; 
And force impriſon d Winds to bring 'em near. 


Eve. Who would the Miſeries of Man foreknow: 


Not knowing, we but ſhare our Part of Woe: 
Now, we the Fate of future Ages bear; 


And, ere their Birth, behold our Dead appear. 
Adam. The Deaths, thou ſhow'ſt, are forc'd and fall 
1 of Strife, 


Caſt headlong from the Precipice of Life. 
Ils there no ſmooth Deſcent? no painleſs Way 
Of kindly mixing with our Native Clay ? 


Rapy, There is; but rarely ſhall that Path be trod, 


Which, without Horror, leads to Death's Abode. 


=Some few, by Temp'rance taupht, approaching llow, 


To diſtant Fate by eaſy Journeys go: 


Gent they lay 'em down, as ev'ning Sheep 


On their own Woolly Fleeces ſoftly ſleep. 
Aaam. So noiſeleſs would J live, ſuch Death to sd, 


Like timcly Fruit, not ſhaken by the Wind, 

haut ripely dropping from the ſapleſs Bough, 

| And, dying, nothing to myſelf would owe. 
Ede. Thus daily changing, with a duller Taſte 
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Raph. Death you have ſeen: Now ſee your Race ren 2 
How happy they in deathleſs Pleaſures live. 
Far more than I can {how, or you can ſee, 


Shall crown the Bleſt with Immortality. . 


Here a Heaven deſcends, full of Angels and Bleſſed 9 l . | 
ewith Joft Muſick, a Song and Chorus, £ + 

Adam. O Goodneſs Infinite! whoſe Heav'nly waſps 3 

Can ſo much Good produce, from ſo much III! e 


Happy their State 

Pure, and unchang'd, and needing no Defence 

From Sins, as did my frailer Innocence. 

'Their Joy ſincere, and with no Sorrow mixt : 

Eternity ſtands permanent and fixt, 

And wheels no longer on the Poles of Time: 

Secure from Fate, and more ſecure from Crime. 
Eve. Raviſh'd with Joy, I can but half repent 

The Sin, which Heav'n makes happy in th' Event, | 
Raph, Thus arm'd, meet firmly your approaching Il 

For, fee, the e from yon' far Eaſtern Hill, 


Already move, nor longer Stay afford; 


High, in the Air, they wave the flaming Sword, _ 
Your Signal to depart ; Now, down amain T 
They Erive, and glide, like Meteors through the PianÞ 

Adam. Then farewel All; 1 will indulgent be | 


o wen * 


To my own Eaſe, and not look back to ſee. >, 
When what we love, we ne'er muſt meet again, = 
To looſe the Thought, 15 to remove the Pain, © - 

Eve. Farewel, you happy Shades ! h l 


Where Angels firſt ſhould practiſe Hymns, and ftrinþ* 
Their tuneful Harps, when they to Heav'n wou'd fng EY 
Farewel, you Flow'rs, whoſe Buds, with. early Cato 
1 watch'd, and to the cheariul Sun did rear: = 


Who now ſhall bind your Stems ? or, when you fall, 
With Fountain Streams, your fainting Souls recall: 
A long Farewel to thee, my nuptial Bow'r, ; 
Adorn'd with ev'ry fair and fragrant Flow'r, 1 
And laſt, farewel, farewel my Place of Birth: b 
I go to wander in the lower Earth, n 
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 Tevingl s diſtant as I can ; for, diſpoſſeſt, 
Fartheſt from what [ once enjoy'd, is beſt. 


= 2-5. The riſing Winds urge the tempeſtuous Air; 
And, on their Wings, deformed Winter bear: 


bg 25 
3 


1 
e 
N 


2 


Erne Beaſts already feel the Change; and hence 


Stiri Frhey fly, to deeper Coverts, for Defence: 
FFT he feebler Herd before the ſtronger run; 
„Por now the War of Nature is begun: 
* Wil hut, part you hence in Peace, and having mourn'd your 
For outward Eden loſt, find Paradiſe within. [Sin, 
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To the Right Honourable 


1 oO KB MK 


EARL of MULGRAVE, 


4 entleman of his Majeſty's Bed-Chamber, 


and Knight of 4 moſt Noble Order 
| of the Garter, 


5 k 
4 82 5 
4 M1 
50 
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W Lox, 
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N ; [Tais a ſevere Reflection which Montaign 


has made on Princes, That we ought not, 
Þn reaſon, to have any Expectations of Favour 
Wo them; and that 'tis Kindneſs enough, 
11 they leave us in Poſſeſſion of our own. 
he Boldneſs of the Cenſure ſhows the free 
. of the Author: And the Subjects of 
3 ngland may juſtly congratulate to themſelves, 
that both the Nature of our Government, and the 

Clemency of our King, ſecure us from any ſuch 


3 omplaint. I, in particular, who ſubſiſt wholly 


V oL. IV. D 3 by 


1 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. L 
1 by his Bounty, am oblig'd to give Poſterity a flu. 
other Account of my Royal Maſter, than why: 
Montaigu has left of his. Thoſe Accuſations halt 
been more reaſonable, if they had been plac'd ul; 
inferior Perſons. For in all Courts, there are ta t 
| 
| 


many, who make it their Buſineſs to ruin Wi. | 
And Montalgn, in other places, tells us, what ki. 
fects he found of their good Natures. He deſcribu 
them ſuch, whoſe Ambition, Luſt, or private I. 
tereſt, ſeem to be the only End of their Creatia 
If Good accrue to any from them, *tis only in ore 
to their own Deſigns: Conferr'd moſt comma t 
ly on the Baſe and Infamous; and never giver ſe 
but only happening ſometimes to Well- deſerven t 
Dulneſs has brought them to what they are; ani 
Malice ſecures them in their Fortunes. But ſome d 
what of Specious they muſt have, to recomment 
themſelves to Princes, (for Folly will not ealij|\ 
go down in its own natural Form with diſcem t 
ing Judges.) And Diligence in Waiting, is the 
Gilding of the Pill; for that looks like Love, th ! 
*tis only Intereſt. *Tis that which _ 'em ther . 
) 
f 
5 
| 


is 


Advantage over witty Men; whoſe Love of Liber 
ty and Eaſe, makes them willing too often to di, 
charge their Burden of Attendance on theſe ofiic-Þ* 
ous Gentlemen. Tis true, that the Nauſcouſn}Þ* 
of ſuch Company is enough to diſguſt a-reaſon-=Y 
ble Man; when he ſees, he can hardly approaajm 
Greatneſs, but as a moated Caſtle ; he muſt ff + 
paſs through the Mud and Filth with which it = 
encompaſs'd. Theſe are they, who wanting Vikas 
affect Gravity, and go by the name of ſolid Meni 
And a ſolid Man is, in plain Engliſb, a ſolid, 
lemn Fool. Another Diſguiſe they have, (for Foch 
as well as Knaves, take other Names, and pais 
an Alias) and that is the Title of honeſt Fellow. 
But this Honeſty of theirs ought to + bbs 
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Libe- ! ſought fo earneſtly, and fo long to have cultivated 
your Kindneſs, 
made ſome Obſervations on Mankind: The Low- 
Jneſs of my Fortune has not yet brought me to 
flatter Vice; and 'tis my Duty to give teſtimony to 
Virtue. Tis true, your Lordſhip is not of that 
1 it i 
WI wretched Affectation of Popularity. A popular 
Men. 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


rains for its Allowance; for certainly they are no 


urally miſchievous to their Power; and if they 
eak not maliciouſly, or ſharply, of witty Men, 


Diss only becauſe God has not beſtow'd on them 


he Gift of Utterance. They fawn and crouch 
o Men of Parts, whom they cannot ruin: Quote 
heir Wit when they are preſent, and when they 


gare abſent, ſteal their Jeſts : But to thoſe who are 
Sunder 'em, and whom they can cruſh with eaſe, 
4 hey ſhew themſelves in their natural Antipathy ; 
there they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and 
give it no more 
to an Engliſh Veſſel in the Indies; they ſtrike Sail 


Quarter, than a Dutchman would 
here they know they ſhall be maſter'd, and mur- 


This, my Lord, is the Character of a Courtier 


without Wit; and therefore that which is a Satire 
to other Men, muſt be a Panegyrick to your Lord- 
$ ſhip, who are a Maſter of it. If the leaſt of theſe 
Reflections could have reach'd your Perſon, no 
Neceſſity of mine could have made me to have 


As a Poet, I cannot but have 


Nature, which either ſeeks a Commendation, or 
Your Mind has always been above the 


Man is, in truth, no better than a Proſtitute to 
d, (-j common Fame, and to the People. 


Fool 


He lies down 


do every one he meets for the Hire of Praiſe; and 
bis Humility is only a diſguis'd Ambition. Even 


Cicero himſelf, whoſe Eloquence deſerv'd the Ad- 


miration of Mankind; yet by his inſatiable Thirſt 
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The Epiſlle Dedi catory. 
of Fame, he has leſſen'd his Characteg with ſl 


.cceding Ages: His Action againſt Catiline mari ; 
ſaid to have ruin'd the Conſul, when it fav'd 1 
City: For it ſo ſwell'd bis 8 which ec al 
truly great, that ever afterwards it was apt to 
over-fet with Vanity. And this made his Vir 
o ſuſpected by his Friends, that Brzt:s, wb 
of all Men he ador'd, refus'd him a place in H 
Conſpiracy. A modern Wit has made this 0 
ſervatien on him, That coveting to recommenM 
himſelf to Poſterity, he begg'd it as an Alms ot 
all his Friends, the Hiſtorians, to remember H 
Conſulſhip: And obſerve, if you pleaſe, the Ot 
neſs of the Event; all their Hiſtories are loſt, a 
the Vanity of his Requeſt ſtands yet recorded #3 
his own Writings. How much more great ao 
manly 1 in your Lordſhip, is your Contempt cf i 
puar Applauſe, and your rctir'd Virtue, wha: 
ſhines only to a few; with whom you live fo a 
ſily and ſreely, that you make it evident, you hav 
a Soul which is capable of all the Tenderneis i 
Friendihip, and that you only retire yourſelf fon = 
thoſe, who are not capable of returning it. You 
Kindneſs, where you have once plac'd it, is ini 
lable; And tis to that only | attribute my Happ. 4 
neſs in your Love. This makes me more cali} 
forſake an Argument, on which I could cthe- 
wiſe delight to dwell: I mean, your Judgment 1 


i 3 


-your Choice of Friends; becauſe I have the He 
nour to be one. After which, I am ſure you vilſ 


more eaſily permit me to be ſilent, in the Care yaa 
have taken of my Fortune; which you hai 23 
reſcued, not only from the Power of others, bi 
from my worſt of Enemies, my own Model 
and Lazineſs. Which Favour, had it been e 

ploy'd on a more deſerving Subject, had been ol 3 
Efect of Juſtice in your Nature; but, as placi} 


The Epiſile Dedicaloty. 


h u on me, is oniy Charity. Yet, withal, 'tis confer- 
r red on ſuch a Man, as prefers your Kindneſs it- 
'{ 1.1 ſelf, before any of its Conſequences ; and who 
8 m values, as the greateſt of your Favours, thoſe ot 
0 bf Wy our Love, and of N Converſation. From this 
wu Conſtancy to your Friends, I might reaſonably af- 
m_ ſame, that your Reſentments would be as ſtrong 
in and laſting, if they were not reſtrain'd by a no- 
« 0.018 bler Principle of Good - nature and Generoſity. For 
. Neertainly, tis the ſame Compoſition of Mind, the 
ms e ſame Reſolution and Couraze, which makes the 
r ereateſt F riendthips, and the greateſt Enmities, 
oul And he who is too lightly reconcil'd, after high 
„ ani FP rovocations, may recommend himſelf to the World 
edu for a Chriſtian, but I ſhould hardly truſt him for 
_ Friend. The Talians have a Proverb to that 
of 0.0 Purpoſe, To forgive the fiſt time ſhows me a good 
wi Catholic, the ſecond time a Hal. To this Firmneſs 
ſo in all your Actions (though you are wanting in 
bark no other Ornaments of Mind and Body, yet to 
ef oh this) I principally aſcribe the Intereſt your Merits 
en bave acquir'd you in the Royal Family. A Prince, 
vou who 18 conſtant to himſelf, and ſteady in all his 
im U ndertakings; one with whom that Character of 
Jap Horace will agree, 
ea / frafrs illabatur orbis, 
other! : Impavidum ferient ruine, 
ent u | | 
«© Hh uch an one cannot but place an Eſteem, and re- 
1 will poſe a Confidence on him, whom no Adverſity, 
re yo 7 Lo of Courts, no Bribery of Intereſts, or 
mW als of Factions, or Advantages of Fortune, can 
s, du e from the ſolid Foundations of Honour and 
ode idelity. 
= | I 40 _ ay qui me ſibi junxit, amores 
c ; ide Dabeat ſecum, ſervetque ſepulero. 
"= wy How 
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that excellent Deſcription of Lucretius; 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


How well your Lordſhip will deſerve that Praif, 1 

I need no Inſpiration to foretell. You have al. 
ready left no room for Prophecy: Your ear 
Undertakings have been ſuch, in the Service | 
your King and Country, when you offer'd you 
ſelf to the moſt dangerous Employment, that o | 
the Sea; when you choſe to abandon thoſe De. 
lights, to which your Youth and Fortune did in. 
vite you, to undergo the - Hazards, and, which 
was worſe, the Company of common vSeamen, fc 
that you have made it evident, you will refuſe no Mp 
Opportunity of rendring yourfelf uſeful to the 
Nation, when either your Courage or Condut ! 
ſhall be requir'd. The ſame Zeal and Faithfuine Wt 
continue in your Blood, which animated one d 
your noble Anceſtors to facrifice his Life in the! 
Quarrel of his Sovereign; Tho”, I hope, both for 
your fake, and for the publick Tranquillity, tie 
fine Occaſion will never be offer'd to your Lore BR 
ſhip, and that a better Deſtiny will attend you. 
But I make haſte to coniider you as abſtracted 
from a Court, which (if you will give me leave up 
to uſe a Term of Logick) is only an Adjunct, Bal 
not a Propriery of Happineſs. The Academic; 
I confeſs, were willing to admit the Goods of For- 
tune into their Notion of Felicity; but J do not 
remember, that any of the Sects of old Phile{opters 
di ever leave a Room for Greatneſs. Neither an 
I form'd to praiſe a Court, who admire and cove Jl 
nothing, but the Eaſineſs and Quiet of Ketire- i 1 
I 

| 


nent. I naturally withdraw my Sight from 2 
Precipice; and admit the Proſpect be never ſo lage 
and goodly, can take no Pleaſure even in looking 
on the Downfal, tho' Iam ſecure from the Danger. 
Methinks there's ſomething of a malignant Joy in 


Suq | 


raiſe, i 


e a. EF terra magnum alterius ſpectare laborem ; 

Early N Non quia Vexars quenquam e/! Jucunda voluptas, 
ice a Sed quibus ipſe malis careas quia cer nere ſuave eſt. 

you am ſure his Maſter Epicurus, and my better Ma- 
lat of 1 | ter Cowley, preferr'd the ſolitude of a Garden, and 
e De The Converſation of a Friend to any Conſideration, 
d in. Jo much as a Regard, of thoſe unhappy People, 
which L g ae in our own wrong, we call the Great. True 
amen, Greatneſs, if it be any when on Earth, is in a pri- 
iſe nn Pate Virtue; remov'd from the Notion of Pomp 


O the 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


guade mari magno turbantibus equora ventis, 


4 and Vanity, confin'd to a Contemplation of itſelf, 


ndut end centring on itſelf : 

ulneß ! Onnzs enim per je Divum natura neceſſe of 

ne of RB Immortal avs ſumma cum pace fruatur 

n the Curd ſeicta, mnetugue, 

th fr Iba ſuis pollens opibus | 

„ the f this be not the Life of a Deity, becauſe it cannot 
ord- ; conſiſt with Providence; tis at leaſt a God-iike Life: 
v0. can be contented, (and I am ſure I have your 
aCted [ 7 1 of my Opinion) with a humbler Station 
leave In the Temple of Virtue, than to be ſet on the Pin- 
und, . of it. 

ick Deſpecere unde queas alirs, paſſumque didere 

Fo Er are, atque viam palanteis querere vite, 

not he truth is, the Conſideration of fo vain a Crea— 
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f In a. Court, a Town, or Play- houſe. 


Wire as Man, is not worth our Pains, I have Fool 


Fnough at home, without looking for it abroad: 
And am a ſuffcient Theatre to myſelf of ridicu- 
Jous Actions, without expecting Saen, either 

is on this 

Account that l am weary with drawing the Defor- 
Wnities of Life, and Lazars of the People, where 


— of Imperſection more reſembles me than 
Wt can do others. If I muſt be condemn'd to Rhyme, 
& ould find fome Eaſe in my Change of Puniſh- 
nent. I defire to be no longer the Sfp phus of the 
= Stage; 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Stage; to rowl up a Stone with endleſs Laboyill 
(which, to follow the Proverb gathers u M au 
which is perpetually falling down again. I nevi 
thought myſelf very fit for an Employ ment, wher 9 
many of my Predeceflors have excell'd me in al 4 
Kinds; and ſome of my Contemporaries, even i 
my own partial Judgment, have out-done me in| 
Comedy. Some little hopes I have yet remaining, a 


thoſe too, conſidering my Abilities, may be van 


that I may make the World fome part of Amend, 
for many il] Plays, by an Heroick Poem. You 
Lordſhip has been long acquainted with my Deliyn; 14 
the Subject of which you know is great, the Stor Wl 
Engliſh, and neitl er tco far diſtant from the preſen Wi 


Age, nor too near approaching it. Such it isn 


my Opinion, that I could not have wiſh'd a robe 
Occaſion to do Honour by it to my Kinz, «| 


Country, and my Friends; molt of our ancient No * 


bility being concern'd in the Action, and you Wi 
Lordſhip has one particular Reaſon to promote ti 
9 Ap becauſe you were the firſt who gate 


e the Opportunity of =o ſing it to his N i 1 
and his Royal Highneſs: They were then pleas, ln 


toth to commend vis de -fion, and to enccouraz Wan 
it by their Commands. But the Unfettiedneis «fa 
my Condition has hitherto put a ſtop to m] 
"Thouhts concerning it. As I am no SucceltuÞ 
to H-ner in his Wit, "ſo neither do J defire to k 3 
in his Poverty. 1 can make no Rhapfodies, not 


go a begging at the Grecian Doors, while ] fine 
the Praiſes of their Anceſtors. The Times (H Hr 


45 plcaie me better, rm he had an 4 225 - 


you, I am fl I ſhall not want a Wrecns wi 
nm. is for your Lordihip to ſtir up tha 
n.mb:.ncein his Majeſty, which his many Avoct 


tions Cf Buſincſs have caus*d him, I fear, to 


N T i the Epos wy EO Io . R 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


abou de. And (as himſelf and his Royal Brother are 
) andthe Heroes of the Poem) to repreſent to them the 
nere mages of their Warlike Predeceſſors; as Achiles is 
when aid to be rouz'd to Glory, with the fight of the 
in Combat before the Ships. For my own Part, I am 
ven in atisfy'd to have offer'd the Deſign, and it may be 
me into the Advantage of my Reputation to have it 
g, an re fus'd me. 
va In the mean time, my Lord, I take the Confi- 
nend Jaence to preſent you with a Tragedy ; the Charac- 
Von] ters of which are the neareſt to thoſe of an He- 
fig rock Poem. Twas dedicated to you in my Heart, 
Stor before 'twas preſented on the Stage. Some things 
refen in it have paſs'd your Approbation, and many your 
t is n Amendment. You were likewile pleas'd to recom- 
roble mend it to the King's peruſal, before the laſt Hand 
2, vas added to it, when I receiv'd the Favour from 
it No- him, to have the moſt conſiderable Event of it mo- 
| you RB dell'd by his Royal Pleaſure. It may be ſome Va- 
te tub nity in me to add his Teſtimony then, and which 
o gat he graciouſly confirm'd afterwards, that it was the 
ajefty, beſt of all my Tragedies; in which he has made 
lens Authentick my private Opinion of it; at leaſt, he 
cure has given it a Value by his Commendation, which 


Neis 0 


it had not by my Writing. 


o That which was not pleafing to ſome of the fair 
cceſit Ladies in the laſt Act of it, as 1 dare not vindicate 
co be Wo neither can | whoily condemn, til I find more 
s, nat Keaton for their. Cenſures. The procedure of In- 
I fre BR damora and Melefinda, feems yet, in my Judgement, 
(fr natural, and not undecoming of their Characters. If 
gu they who arraign them, fail not more, the World 


nearer 


25 Wich 
at Re 


will never blame their Conduct: And I ſhall te 


glad, for the Honour of my Country, to find better 


images of Virtue drawn to the Life in their Reha- 


voce PB viour, than any I could feign to adorn the Thea- 
to re. I confeſs, I have only repreſented a practical 
«ide. - Virtue 
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Virtue, mixed with the Frailties and ImperfeQio Ml 


of human Life, I have made my Heroine fear 


of Death, which neither Caſſandra nor Cleopatn F. 


would have been ; and they themſelves, I doubt; 5 


not, would have out⸗ done Romance in that particy: 
lar. Yet their Handana (and the Cyrus was writ 
ten by a Lady) was not altogether ſo hard- hearteg: 


For ſhe ſat down on the cold Ground by the King L 


of Ajjjria, and not only pity'd him, who dy'd | u 
her Defence; but allowed him ſome Favours, ſuch, i 
perhaps, as they would think, ſhould only be yer. 
mitted to her Cyrus, I have made my Meleſmia, 
in oppolition to Nourmabal, a Woman paſlionatel 
loving of her Huſband, patient of Injuries and Con- 
tempt, and conſtant in her Kindneſs, to the laſt: 
And in that, perhaps, I may have erred, becauk 
it is not a Virtue much in ule. Thoſe Indian 
Wives are loving Fools, and may do well to keey 
themſelves in their own Country, or, at leaſt, b 
keep Company with the 47's and Pertia's of 7 

old Rome : Some of our Ladies know better things, 
But, it may be, I am partial to my own Wi. 
tings: Yet !] have laboured as much as any Man, 
to diveſt myſelf of the Self- opinion of an Author; 
and am too well fatisfy'd of my own Weakrels, to 
be pleas'd with any thing I have written. But on 
the other ſide, my Reaſon tells me, that, in Pro- 


bability, what] have ſeriouſly and Jong conſiderd, WM 


may be as likely to be juſt and natural, as what an 
ordinary Judge (if there be any ſuch among tho: 
Ladies) will think fit, in a tranſient Preſentation 
to be piac'd in the room of that which they con- 
demn. The moſt judicious Writer is ſometimes 
miſtaken, after all his Care: But the haſty Critick, 
who judges on a View, is full as liable to be de- 
ceiv'd. Let him firſt conſider all the Arguments, 


which the Author had, to write this, of to de- 
en 
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i : Fon the other, before he arraigns him of a Fault: 


tow 

we : : \nd then, perhaps, on ſecond Thoughts, he will 
oat ind his Reaſon oblige hin to revoke his Cenſure, 
ubt MY ct, after all, I will not be too poſitive. Homo 
rticu im, humani d me nibil alienum puto. As I ama 
writ Man, I muſt be changeable : And ſometimes the 
ted: M&raveſt of us all are fo, even upon ridiculous Acci- 
Kin MWcnts. Our Minds are perpetually wrought on by 
n be Temperament of our Bodies: Which makes 
ſuch ie ſuſpect, they are nearer ally'd, than either our 
per. {ET hiloſophers or School-Divines will allow them to 
Jan, e. I have obſerv'd, ſays Montaigu, that when 
ately WY the Body is out of Order its Companion is ſeldom 
Con. Mt his Eaſe. An ill Dream, or a cloudy Day, has 
laſt: Power to change this wretched Creature, who is 
cauſe o proud of a reaſonable Soul, and make him think 
Min rhat he thought not Yeſterday. And Homer was 
keep pf this Opinion, as Cicero is pleas'd to tranſlate him 
ſt, to Hor us: 

s of | 

lings Tales ſunt hominum mentes, quali pater ipſe 

Wi. Jupiter auctiferd luſtravit lampade terras. 

Man, 5 G 

hor; Or as the ſame Author, in his Tſculane Queſtions, 
s, to peaks with more Modeſty than uſual of himſelf: 
1: on Vos in diem wivimus; quodcungue animss netros 
Pro. rebabilitate percuſſit, id dicimus. Tis not therefore 


at an 
thoie 
tion, 
con- 
times 
tick, 
de- 
ents, 
de- 
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2rd, mpoſſible, but that 1 may alter the Concluſion of 
ny Play, to reſtore myſelf into the good Graces 
f my fair Criticks. And your Lordſhip, who is 


well with them, may do me the Office of a 


Friend and Patron, to intercede with them on my 


romiſe of Amendment. The Impotent Lover in 
= qe ”= 

BY rous, tho! his was a very unpardonable Crime, 
et was receiv'd to Mercy on the Terms I offer. 
me excrfatiinis mee bac et; Placebo tilt, ft 
bam emendare permiſeris. 


But 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
But I am conſcious to myſelf of offering a i 
greater Boldneſs, in preſenting to your View wh 
my Meanneſs can produce, than in any other E 
ror of my Play. And therefore make haſte u, 
break off this tedious Addreſs, which has, I kno, 
not how, already run itſelf into Pedaniry, wiv 
an Excuſe of Tully's, which he ſent with his Bock 
De Finibus, to his Friend Brutus: De ipſis relu A 
autem, ſæpenumero, Brute, vereor ne Teprehenin 
cum fac ad te ſcribam, qui tum in Peeſi, (1 chanxÞ 
it from Phileſophia) tum in optimo genere Pon | 
tantum proceſſeris. Quod ſi facerem quia! te eri. 
ens, jure reprehenderer. Sed ab eo plurimaum abjun;Þ 
Nec, ut ea cogneſcas que tibi notiſſima ſunt, ad 
mitto ; ſed quia facillimè in nomine tuo acquieſct, i 
quia te habeo equiſſmum eorum Studiorum, qu 
mihi communia tecum ſunt, æſtimatorem & judicn Wh 
Which you may pleaſe, my Lord, to apply to you. 
ſelf, from him, who is * 


Your Lordibip's 


mojt cbedient, 1 


humble, Servant, 
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4 1 Aud ſee us piay the Tragedy of it, 


PROoLO GU E. 


UR Author by Experience finds it true, 
'Tis much more hard to pleaſe himſelf than you 
; ; Vd out of no feign'd Modeſty, this Day 
© ns his laborious Trifle of a Play: 
of that it's worſe than what before he writ, 
. he has now another Taſte of Wit: 
| 9 Hud, tO confeſs a Truth, ( thaugh out of time ) 
rows weary of his long-low'd Miſtreſs, Rhyme, 
L Daſſion's to? fierce to be in Fetters bound, 
Vd Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground. 
as Verſe can do, he has perform'd in this, 
Pcb he preſumes the moſt Correct of his © 
EP /pite of all his Pride, a ſecret Shame 
Twas his Breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred Name 2 
Hud when he hears his Goalike Romans Rage, 
ie, in a juſt Deſpair, would quit the Stage. 
Mid io an Age leſs polifÞd, more unſkilÞd, 
ED: with diſdain, the foremeſt Honours yield. 
with the greater Dead be dares not ſtrive, 
e would nut match his Perſe with thoſe who live: 
Mel tim retire, betwwixt two Ages caſt, 
be fr/t of this, and bindmoſt of the laſt. 
loſing Gameſter, let him ſneak away 
ie bears no ready Money from the Play. 

Ve Fate which governs Poets, thought it fit, 

e ſhould not raiſe his Fortuxes by his Mit. 
e Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar; 
Pull Heroes fatien with the Spoils of War: 
- q Southern Vices, Heaw'n be prais'd, are here ; 
beit a Luxury you think too dear. 
ben you to cultivate the Plant are loth, 
7. a /orewd Sign tauas never of your Growth : 
ud Wit in Northern Climates will not blow, 
E WL xcept „ like Orange-Trees, 'zis hous'd from Snow. 
ere needs no Care to put a Play-houſe down, 
s the moſt Deſart Place of all the Town. 


| 1 and our Neighbours, to ſpeak proudly, are, 
T ee Monarchs, ruin'd with expenſive War. 


D EM. 


Il pile, like aviſe En glith, anconcern'd you fat, 


Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonx. | | 


MEN. 


The old Emperor. Mr. Mobun. 
Aureng-Lebe, his Son. Mr. Hart. 
Morat, his younger Son. Mr. Yan 
Arimant, Governor of Agra. Mr. Winters 
Dia net. K 
Solyman. 


Hapb Chan, veral Factions. 


Faxel C ban. 


WOMEN. 


Nourmaba}, the Empreſs. Mrs. Na, 


Jnaamora, a Captive Queen, Mrs. Cox. 4 
Melefenda, Wife to Morat. Mrs. Corhet, 3 : 
Zayda, Favourite Slave to the Empreſs. Mrs, Cybil. (= 
.SCEN E, Aera, in the Year 1660, | 


bun, BY . U R E N G 
re. 
nafin, b 


tera . 
ACT I. SCENE I 


: Enter Arimant, Aſaph Chan, and Fazel Chan, 


ft x 

2 2 

1 * 
* 


AR IMA r. 


T Eav'n ſeems the Empire of the Eaſt to lay | 
| On the Succeſs of this important Day: 1 
Their Arms are to the laſt Deciſion bent, 5 

Tar And Fortune labours with the vaſt Event: it 

ox, Phe now has in her Hand the greateſt Stake, I 

rb, Which for contending „ ſhe can make. 7 

„ Whate'er can urge ambitious Youth to fight, 

he pompouſly diſplays before their Sight: 

Laws, Empire, all permitted to the Sword, 

00. And Fate could ne'er an ampler Scene afford. 
Aſaph. Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are led, 
Which, high in equal Hopes, four Princes head: 

adus and Ganges, our wide Empire's Bounds, 

Swell their dy'd Curreats with their Natives“ Wounds 2 

ach purple River winding, as he runs, 
lis bloody Arms about his ſlaughter'd Sons. 

FX. fax!. 1 well remember you foretold the Storm, 

ENO When firſt the Brothers did their Factions form: 1 
- en 
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When each, by curs'd Cabals of Women, ſtrove 
To draw th' indulgent King to partial Love. 


Arim. What Heav'n decrees, no Prudence can prever; | ' 


To cure their mad Ambition, they were ſent 

To rule a diſtant Province each alone. 

What could a careful Father more have done ? 

He made Proviſion againſt all, but Fate, 

While, by his Health, we held our Peace of State, 

The Weight of ſeventy Winters preſt him down, 

-He bent beneath the Burden of a Crown : 

Sickneſs, at laſt, did his ſpent Body ſeize, 

And Life almoſt ſunk under the Diſeaſe : 

Mortal *twas thought, at leaſt by them defir'd, 

Who, impiouſly, into his Years inquir'd : 

As at a Signal, ſtreight the Sons prepare 

For open Force, and ruſh to ſudden War: 

Meeting, like Winds broke looſe upon the Main, 

To prove, by Arms, whoſe Fate it was to reign. 
A/aph. Rebels and Parricides! 


Arim. Brand not their Actions with ſo foul a Name: 


Pity at leaſt, what we are forc'd to blame. 
When Death's cold Hand has clos'd the Father's Eye, 
You know the younger Sons are doom'd to die. 
Leſs ils are choſen greater to avoid, . 
And Nature's Laws are by the State's deſtroy'd. 
What Courage tamely could to Death conſent, 
And not by ſtriking firſt, the Blow prevent? 
Who falls in Fight, cannot himſelf accuſe, 
And he dies greatly who a Crown purſues. 

| To rhem Solyman Agah. 
Son. A new Expreſs all 4zra does affright: 
Darah and Aureng-Zele are join'd in Fight; 
The Preſs of People thickens to the Court, 
Th' impatient Crowd devouring the Report. bring, 


Arim. T' each changing News they chang'd Affectiom 


And ſervilely from Fate expect a King. 

Solym. The Miniſters of State, who gave us Law, 
In Corners, with ſelected Friends, withdraw: 
There, in deaf Murmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe; 


Whiſp'ring, like Winds, ere Hurricanes ariſe, 
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i f he moſt Corrupt are moſt Obſequious grown, 
And thoſe they ſcorn'd, officiouſly they own. 


Aſaph. In change of Government, 


he Rabble rule their great Oppreſſor's Fate: 
Ho Sovereign Juſtice, and Revenge the State. 
Som. The little Courtiers, who ne'er come to know 
rue Depch of Factions, as in Mazes go, 
EW here Int'reſts meet and croſs ſo oft, that they 
EF ith too much Care are wilder'd in their Way. 
Aim. What of the Emperor? 
EZ Sym. Unmov'd, and brave, he like himſelf appears, 
Ind, meriting no Ill, no Danger fears: | 
et mourns his former Vigour loſt fo far, 
To make him now Spectator of a War: 
Kepining that he mult preſerve his Crown. 
By any Help or Courage but his own: 
Wiches, each Minute, he could unbeget 
ET hoſe Rebel-Sons, who dare t uſurp his Seat: 
To ſway his Empire with unequal Skill, 
Ind mount a Throne, which none but he can fill. 
Aim. Oh! had he ſtill that Character maintain'd, 
Pf Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'd ! 
He promis'd in his Eaſt a glorious Race; 
Now, ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. 
{But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
And with abated Heat leſs fiercely ſhines, 
geems to grow milder as he goes away, 
Pleaſing himſelf with the Remains of Day: 
o he who, in his Youth, for Glory ſtrove, 
Would recompenſe his Age with Eaſe and Love. 
> 4/aph. The Name of Father hateful to him grows, 
EW hich, for one Son, produces him three Foes. 
Faxel. Darah, the Eldeſt, bears a generous Mind; 
Bat to implacable Revenge inclin'd, 
Too openly does Love and Hatred ſhow : 
bounteous Maſter, but a deadly Foe. 
Sohm. From Sujab's Valour | ſhould much expect, 
ut he's a Bigot of the Per/ian Sect: 
And, by a foreign Int'reſt ſeeks to reign, 
Hopeleſs by Love the Sceptre to obtain. 
i Aſaph, 


5 


i ns 
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Aſaph. Morat's too inſolent, too much a Brave, 
His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. | 2 To. 
What he attempts, if his Endeavours fail | 
T effect, he is reſolv'd no other ſhall. 2 

Arim. But Aurerg-Zebe, by no ſtrong Paſſion ſays, 
Except his Love, more temp'rate is, and weigh'd: | 
This Atlas muſt our ſinking State uphold ; 

In Council cool, but in Performance bold: 

He ſums their Virtues in himſelf alone, 

And adds the greateſt, of a loyal Son: 

His Father's Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. 7 

Solym. Two vaſt Rewards may well his Courage mon, | 
A Parent's Blefiing, and a Miſreſs' Love. 1 
If he ſucceed, his Recompence, we hear, 

Muſt be the Captive Queen of Ca//imere. 
To them Abas. 

Aoas. Miſchiefs on Miſchiefs, greater ſtill, and mor: 
The neighb'ring Plain with Arms is cover'd o'er; 
The Vale an Iron-Harveſt ſeems to Yield 
Of thick-ſprung Lances in a waving Field. 

The poliſh'd Steel gleams terribly from far, 
And every Moment nearer ſhows the War. 
The Horſes Neighing by the Wind is blown, 
And Caſtled-Elephants o'er-look the Town. 

Arim. If, as I fear, Morat theſe Pow'rs commands, 
Our Empire on the Brink of Ruin ſtands: 

Th' ambitious Empreſs with her Son is join'd, 
And, in his Brother's Abſence, has deſign'd 
The unprovided Town to take with eaſe, 
And then the Perſon of the King to ſeize. 

Solym. To all his former Iſſue ſhe has ſhown 
Long Hate, and labour'd to advance her own. 

Abas. Theſe Troops are his. 

Surat he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came. 
Since his Approach, he to his Mother ſent, 

And two long Hours in cloſe Debate were ſpent. 

Arim. I'll to my Charge, the Citadel repair, 
And ſhow my Duty by my timely Care, 
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7 To them the Emperor with a Letter in his Hand: Afrer 


him, an Ambaſſador, with a Train following. 
Aſaph. But ſee, the Emperor ! a fiery Red 


N is Brows, and glowing Temples does o'erſpread, 


0 3 : Morat has ſome diſpleaſing Meſſage ſent. 


Amb. Do not, great Sir, miſconſtrue his Intent . 


Nor call R-bellion what was prudent Care, 
Jo guard himſelf by neceſſary War: 

EZ While he believ'd you living, he obey'd : 

EZ His Governments but as your Vice-Roy ſway'd : 
ut, when he thought you gone 5 
T augment the Number of the Bleſs'd above, 
He deem'd 'em Legacies of Royal Love: 

Nor arm'd, his Brothers Portions to invade, 
But to defend the Preſent you had made. 


Emp. By frequent Meſſages, and ſtrict Commands, 


| ; He knew my Pleaſure to diſcharge his Bands : 
bproof of my Life my Royal Signet made; | 
[7 Yet till he arm'd, came on, and diſobey'd. {[conceal'd : 


Amb. He thought the Mandat forg'd, your Death 


Fi And but delay'd, till Truth ſhould be reveal'd. 


Emp. News of my Death from Rumour he receiv'd ; 


And what he wiſh'd, he eaſily believ'd : 

But long demurr'd, though from my Hand he knew 
2 11iv'd, fo loth he was to think it true. 

2 Since he pleads Ignorance to that Command, 
Now let him ſhow his Duty, and diſband. 


Aub. His Honour, Sir, will ſuffer, in the Cauſe ; 


[2 He yields his Arms unjuſt, if he withdraws: 


And begs his Loyalty may be declar'd, 


y owning thoſe he leads to be your Guard. 


Emp. I, in myſelf, have all the Guard I need; 


> Bid the preſumptuous Boy draw off with ſpeed ; 
T If his audacious Troops one Hour remain, 
My Cannon from the Fort ſhall ſcour the Plain. 


Amb. Since you deny him Entrance, he demands 


1 His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in Bands: 
Her, if unjuſtly you from him detain, 

He juitly will by force of Arms regain. | 
1 tw 

' 2 SubjeR, and Son, he's doubly born my Slave. 


Emp. O'er him, and his, a Right from Heav'n I have; 


But 


—— 


q ——— o — —— . 7 
m 2 e 6 a (2 
— . * 

p 3 5 k 
2 " 2 . 5 
1 2 — Wo © . > "ugh $ * 

„ * a 2 
* 


— 


8 r roger rbengtht ts: 
K —  — x . + N 
* * 


8 * 
D 


E as 


» 
wa. 
ö 3 
p K 
——_—— \ 


2 2 1 


96 Au R EN GZ E BE. | 
But whatſoe'er his own Demerits are, = 
Tell him, 1 ſhall not make on Women, War. = you 
And yet I'll do her Innocence the Grace, ec 
To keep her here, as in the ſafer Place. art 
But thou, who dar'ſt this bold Defiance bring, ou 
May'ſt feel the Rage of an offended King. Nea 
Hence from my Sight, without the leaſt Reply: I Tis 
One Word, nay, one Look more, and thou ſhalt die, ho 
[Exit Ambaſain, Nt £ 
Re-enter Arimant. Mi 


Arim. May Heav'n, great Monarch, ſtill augment your ET kn 
With Length of Days, and every Day like this. [Blis N Vou 


For, from the Banks of Gemna news is brought, le 
Your Army has a bloody Battel fought: - _ 
Darah from Loyal Aureng-Zebe is fled; = 7 
And forty thouſand of his Men lie dead, and 
To Saab next our conquering Army drew; Ny 
Him they ſurpriz'd, and eaſily o' erthrew. Our 

Ti well. Nack 


Arim. But wel]! what more could at your Wiſh be done, I'm 
Than two ſuch Conqueſts gain d by ſuch a Son 2 + 
Your Pardon, mighty Sir; 

You ſeem not high enough your Joys to rate; 

You ftand indebted a vaſt Sum to Fate: 

And ſhould large Thanks for the great Bleſſing pay. 

Emp. My Fortune owes me preater every Day. 

And ſhould my Joy more high for this appear, 

It would have argu'd me betore of Fear. 

How is Heav'n kind, where I have nothing won, 
And Fortune only pays me with my own ? 

Arim, Great fureng- Zebe did duteous Care expreſs; 

And durſt not puſh too far his good Succeſs, 

But left Morat the City ſhould attack, 

Commanded his victorious Army back; 


W hich, left to march as ſwittly as they may, = 119 
Himielf comes firſt, and will be here this Day, At 
Before a cloſe- form'd Siege ſhut up his way. et 
Emp. Prevent his Purpoſe, hence, with all thy ſpeed. Ia. 
Stop him; his Entrance to the Town forbid. BL 
Arim. How, Sir? your Loyal, your ViQorious Son? WR "la 
Emp. Him would J, more than all the Rebels, ſhun... ] Kin 
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2 | 4rim. Whom with your Pow'r and Fortune, Sir, you 1 
Now to ſuſpect is vain, as tis unjuſt. [truſt 3 1 
Ile comes not with a Train to move your Fear, 1 
at truſts himſelf to be a Pris'ner here. 194 
Fou knew him Brave, you know him Faithful now: WA 
©: aims at Fame, but Fame from ſerving you, * 
Iris ſaid, Ambition in his Breaſt does rage: * 
ho would not be the Heroe of the Age ? 1 
„au grant him prudent: Prudence Intereſt weighs, 1 
and Intereſt bids him ſeek your Love and Praiſe. \ 
r 7 know you orateful ; when he march'd from hence, 9 = 
6 Vou bade him hope an ample Recompence : | i 
e conquer'd in that Hope; and from your Hands, 11198 
IIis Love, the precious Pledge he left, demands. 1 


* Emp. No more; you ſearch too deep my wounded 
And ſhow me what I fear, and would not find. [Mind ; 


— — S-as 
be — — — 
- 
— 


| My Son has all the Debts of Duty paid : 1 
Our Prophet ſends him to my preſent Aid, F. 


2... 


_ 
—— 
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ach Virtue to diſtruſt were baſe and low : 
e, 'm not ungrateful or I was not fo! 
Inquire no farther, ſtop his coming on: 
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EZ will not, cannot, dare not ſee my Son. {1 
Aim. Tis now too late his Entrance to prevent: 14 
Nor muſt IJ to your Ruin give conſent. 0 | 
At once your People's Heart, and Son's you loſe : i! 


And give him all, when you juſt things refuſe, 43 
© Emp. Thou lov'ſt me ſure; thy Faith has oft been try'd; FL 
In ten pitch'd Fields, not ſhrinking from my Side, 
vet giv'ſt me no Advice to bring me Eaſe. | 


. 


EZ Arim. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Diſeaſe ? 
T aſk'd you, Sir, 

End. Thou ſhould'ſt have ask'd again: 
There hangs a ſecret Shame on guilty Men. * 
Thou ſhould'ſt have pull'd the Secret from my Breaſt, - wn 
lorn out the bearded Steel to give me Reſt: il | 
At leaſt, thou ſhould'ſt have gueſs'd | 


et thou art honeſt, thou could'ſt ne'er have gueſs'd. I. 
ed. Flaſt thou been never baſe ? did Love ne'er bend | | 

. hy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend? 4 
n? Fatter me, make thy Court, and ſay, It did: = 


n., Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hid. 
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We would be kept in Count'nance, fav'd from Shane, | : 


And own'd by others who commit the ſame, 
Nay, now I have confeſs'd. 


Thou ſeeſt me naked, and without Diſguiſe : 


T look on Aureng-Zebe with Rivals Eyes. 
He has abroad my Enemies o'ercome, 
And I have ſought to ruin him at home. 


Arim. This free Confeſſion ſhows you long did tri: 3 


And Virtue, though oppreſt, is ſtill alive. 
But what Succeſs did your Injuſtice find ? 

Emp. What it deſerv'd, and not what ] deſign'd, 
Unmov'd ſhe ſtood, and deaf to all my Prayers, 
As Seas and Winds to finking Mariners. 

But Seas grow calm, and Winds are reconcil'd : 
Her Tyrant Beauty never grows more mild, 
Pray'rs, Promiſes, and Threats were all in vain. 

Arim. Then cure yourſelf by generous Diſdain. 

Emp. Virtue, Diſdain, Deſpair, I oft have try'd, 
And, foil'd, have with new Arms my Foe defy'd. 
This made me with ſo little Joy to hear 
The Victory, when I the Victor fear. 

Arim. Something you ſwiftly muſt reſolve to do, 

Left Aureng-Zebe your ſecret Love ſhould know. 
Norat without does for your Ruin wait; 
And would you loſe the Buckler of your State ? 
A jealous Empreſs lies within your Arms, 
Too haughty to endure neglected Charms. 
Your Son 1s duteous, but (as Man) he's frail, 
And juſt Revenge oer Virtue may prevail. 

Emp. Go then to Indamora, ſay from me, 
Two Lives depend upon her Secreſy. 

Bid her conceal my Paſſion from my Son, 

Tho' Aureng-Zebe return a Conqueror, 

Both he and ſhe are ſtill within my Pow'r. 

Say, I'm a Father, but a Lover too : 

Much to my Son, more to myſelf I owe. 

When ſhe receives him, to her Words give Law: 
And even the Kindneſs of her Glances awe. 


32e, he appears! [After a ſhort Whiſper, Arimant departs ; 
Enter ? 
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Enter Aureng-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants. Aureng- 
3 Zebe kneels to his Father, and kiffes his Hand. 
Ar. My Vows have been ſucceſsful as my Sword; 
EZ My Pray'rs are heard, you have your Health reſtor d. 
Once more tis given me to behold your Face: 

EZ The beſt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 

EZ Pardon my Tears; tis Joy which bids *em flow, 

EZ A Joy which never was fincere till now. 

That which my Conqueſt gave, I could not prize 
Or 'twas imperfect till I ſaw your Eyes. 

 Znp. Turn the Diſcourſe : I have a Reaſon why 
I would not have you ſpeak fo tenderly. 

© Knew you what Shame your kind Expreſſions bring, 
> You would in Pity ſpare a wretched King. 

Aur. AKing ! you rob me, Sir, of half my Due: 
2 You have a dearer Name, a Father too, | 
Emp. J had that Name. 

Aur. What have I ſaid or done, 

That l no longer muſt be call'd your Son? 

is in that Name, Heav'n knows, I glory more, 

EZ Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

= Emp, Then you upbraid me; I am pleas'd to ſee 
EZ You're not ſo perfect, but can fail, like me. 

have no God to deal with. 

Aur. Now 1 find 

Some {ly Court-Devil has ſeduc'd your Mind: 
PFill'd it with black Suſpicions, not your own: 

And all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown; 

E I neer did Crowns ambitiouſly regard: 

Honour | ſought, the generous Mind's Reward. 
Long may you live! while you the Scepter ſway, 

I mall be ſtill more happy to obey. 

Eu. Oh, Aureng-Zebe! thy Virtues ſhine too bright, 
They flaſh too fierce : I, like the Bird of Night, 
Shut my dull Eyes, and ſicken at the Sight. 


Thou haſt deſerv'd more Love than I can ſhow z 
Hut 'tis thy Pate to give, and mine to owe. 
Thou ſeeſt me much diſtemper'd in my Mind: 
£2 Pull'd back, and then puſh'd forward to be kind. 
Virtue, and fain I would my Silence break, 
Pat have not yet the Confidence to ſpeak, 


E 2 Leave 
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Leave me, and to thy needful Reſt repair. 
Aur. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's Care. 
J have not yet my {zdamora ſeen. 
Emp. Somewhat I had forgot; come back again: 
So weary of a Father's Company ? 
Aur. Sir, you were pleas'd yourſelf to licence me. 
Emp. You made me no Relation of the F ight. 
Beſides, a Rebel's Ariny is in ſight, 
Adviſe me firſt: Yet go 


He goes to Iadumora; I ſhould take 

A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. 

Yet to detain him makes my Love appear : 

I hate his Preſence, and his Abſence fear. [Exit 


Aur. To ſome new Clime, or to thy native Sky, 

Oh friendleſs and forſaken Virtue fly. 
Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee grown : 
Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne, 
Why did my Arms in Battle proſp'rous prove, 
'To gain the barren Praiſe of filial Love ? 
'The beſt of Kings by Women is miſ-led, 
Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt myſelf I Victories have won, 
And by my fatal Abſence am undone. 

To him Indamora, with Arimant. 
But here ſhe comes ! 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 
My Tempeſt-beaten Soul may ſafely reſt. 
Oh, my Heart's Joy! whate'er my Sorrows be, 
'They ceaſe and vaniſh, in beholding thee ! 
Care ſhuns thy Walks ; as at the chearful Light, 


% 


The groaning Ghoſts, and Birds obſcene take flight. By 
By this one View, all my paſt Pains are paid ; Vo 
And all I have to come more eaſy made. An 
Ind. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine, 0 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine. 0 
Fly the Purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, Bu 
And from unhappy Neighbourhood remove. I'll 
Aur. Bid the laborious Hind, Ra 
Whoſe hardned Hands did long in Tillage toil. 7 
Neglect the promis'd Harveſt of the Soil. Ar 
Should I, who cultivated Love with Blood, g 1 
Reſuſe Poſſeſſion of approaching Good? 01 3 
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Ind. Love is an airy Good, Opinion makes: 

Which he who only thinks he has, partakes. jj | 
Seen by a ſtrong Imagination's Beam; F 
hat tricks and dreſſes up the gaudy Dream. | 10 


Preſented ſo, with Rapture *tis enjoy'd : ld 
Rais'd by high Fancy, and by low deftroy'd. 13 


EZ Aur, If Love be Viſton, mine has all the Fire 
EZ Which, in firſt Dreams, young Prophets does inſpire : 
EZ] dream, in you, our promis'd Paradiſe: 
4. An Age's Tumult of continu'd Bliſs. 
But you have ſtill your Happineſs in doubt: 
Or elſe *tis paſt, and you have dreamt it out. 
i, ud. Perhaps not fo. 
ES Aur. Can Indamora prove 
So alter'd ? Is it but, Perhaps you love? | 
Then farewel All! I thought in you to find 
A Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 
I came to grieve a Father's Heart eſtrang d; 
But little thought to find a Miſtreſs chang'd. 
Nature herſelf is chang'd to puniſh me: 
Virtue turn'd Vice, and Faith Inconſtancy. 
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Ind. You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs : bil 

was but a Friend's Advice to love me leſs. (| 

Who knows what adverſe Fortune may befa! ? * 
Arm well your Mind: Hope little, and fear all. . 
Hope, with a goodly Proſpect, feeds your Eye: We 
* Shows, from a riſing Ground, Poſſeſſion nigh : 11 
Sghortens the Diſtance, or o er- looks it quite; _ i 
So eaſy *tis to travel with the Sight. 1 


Au. Then to Deſpair you would my Love betray, 
By taking Hope, its laſt kind Friend, away. 
> You hold the Glaſs, but turn the Perſpective; 
And farther off the lefſen'd Object drive. 
Jou bid me fear; in that your Change I know: 
Tou would prepare me for the coming Blow. 
But, to prevent you, take my laſt Adieu; 
II ſadly tell myſelf you are untrue, 
Father than ſtay to hear it told by you. Going. 
Ind. Stay, Aureng-Zebe, I muſt not let you go. 
And yet believe yourſelf your own worſt Foe, 
> think Iam true, and ſeek no more to know. 
Jad ; E z Let 
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Let in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lie, EY 
*Tis a ſad Riddle, which, if known, we die, For 
[ 8 eeming to pauſe, | If ſh 
il Aur. Fair Hypocrite, you ſeek to cheat in vain ; of 
F | Your Silence argues you ask time to feign. 5 
1 Once more, farewel : The Snare in ſight is laid, 
| is Tis my own Fault if Jam now betray'd. [Going again. 


Ind. Yet once more ſtay; you ſhall believe me true, 

Though in one Fate I wrap myſelf and you. 

Your Abſence | 

4 Arim. -—— Fold; you know the hard Command 
J muſt obey.: You only can withſtand 

Your own Miſhap. I beg you on my Knee, 

Be not unhappy by your own Decree, 

Aur. Speak, Madam; by (if that be yet an Oath} 
Your Love, I'm pleas'd we ſhould be ruin'd both. 
1 Both is a Sound of Joy. 

In Death's dark Bow'rs our Bridals we will keep: 
And his cold Hand 
Shall draw the Curtain when we po to ſleep. 

Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did truſt; 

Has been to you unkind, to me unjuſt. 

Ihe Guardian of my Faith ſo falſe did prove, 

As to ſollicit me with lawleſs Love: 

Pray'd, promis'd, threaten'd, all that Man could do, 
Baſe as he's great: and need I tell you who? 

Aur. Ves; for Pll not believe my Father meant. 
Speak quickly, and my impious Thoughts prevent. 

Ind. You've ſaid ; I wiſh I could ſome other name! . 
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Arim. My Duty muſt excuſe me, Sir, from Blame. ; 
A Guard there. | = 
| Enter Guards, 3 
Aur, —= - Slave, for me ? E 3 
Arim, ———— My Orders are 5 
To ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War = 
Long fince made Priſoner, : 
Aur. Villain. + 
Arim. = Sir, I know [1 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me fo. 4. 


Aur. I have redeem'd her; and as mine ſhe's free. 


Arim. You may have Right to give her Liberty: i 
0 | at 
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gut with your Father, Sir, that Right diſpute; 
For his Commands to me were abſolute, 
1 If the difclos'd his Love, to uſe the Right 
of War, and to ſecure her from your Sight. 
Har. I'll reſcue her, or die. [ Draws, 
And you, my Friends, though few, are yet too brave 
1 Jo ſee your Gen ral's Miſtreſs made a Slave. [All draw. 
Ia. Hold, my dear Love ! if ſo much Power there lies, 
As once you own'd, in Indamora's Eyes, 
EZ Loſe not the Honour you have early won; 
But ſtand the blameleſs Pattern of a Son. 
My Love your Claim mviolate ſecures : 
is writ in Fate, I can be only yours. 
My Suff'rings for you make your Heart my Due: 
IE Be worthy me, as I am worthy you. 
Aar. I've thought, and bleſs d be you who gave me 
| Time : [ Putting up his Sword: 
My Virtue was ſurpriz'd into a Crime. 
Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles till ; 
Exerts itſelf, and then throws off the III. 
l to a Son's and Lover's Praiſe aſpire : 
And muſt fulfil the Parts which both require. 
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8 How dear the cure of Jealouſy has coft ! 4 

ö a With too much Care and Tenderneſs y' are loſt, I 

So the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, in | 

Lill looking back, the vaniſh'd from his Eyes! i 

1 [ Exeunt ſeucrally, 1 
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ACT . SEENE I 


5 Betwixt the Ads, a wwarlike Tune is play d, ſpooting off | 
' Guns, and Shouts of Soldiers are heard, as in an Aſſault. i | 
: Aureng-Zebe, Arimant, Aſaph Chan, Fazel Chan, i 
5 aud Soly man. 13 
4 1 
Aur. Hat Man could do, was by Morat perform'd: 4 


The Fortreſs thrice himſelf in Perſon ſtorm'd. 
E 4 Your 
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Your Valour bravely did th' Aſſault ſuſtain; 
And fill'd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. 
Till, mad. with Rage, into the Breach he fir d: 
blew Friends and Foes, and in the Smoak retir'd. 

Arim. To us you give what Praiſes are not due: 
Morat was thrice repuls'd, but thrice by you. 
High, over all, was your great Conduct ſhown : 
You ſought our Safety, but forgot your own. 5 

Aſaph. Their Standard, planted on the 1 5 
Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent: . 
You the bold Omrah tumbled from the Wall: 

And Shouts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. 

Fazel, To you, alone, we owe this proſp'rous Day; 
Our Wives and Children reſcu'd from the Prey. 
Know your own Int'reſt, Sir, where-e'er you lead, 
We jointly vow to own no other Head. [mand;; 

Solym. Your Wrongs are known. Im poſe but your Com. 
This Hour ſhall bring you twenty thouſand Hands. 

Aur. Let them who truly would appear my Friends 
Employ their Swords, like mine, for noble Ends, 

No more: Remember you have bravely done ; 
Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun? 

} own no Wrones ; ſome Grievance ] confeſs, 
But Kings, like Gods, at their own Time redreſs. 
Yet, ſome becoming Boldneſs I may uſe : 


Pve well deſerv'd, nor will he now refuſe. [Au. W. 
I'll ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a Heat : I 
And give him not the Leiſure to forget. = 
[Exit, attended by the Omraly, Fo 
Arim. Oh! Indamora, hide thoſe fatal Eyes; 80 
Too deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurprize 1 Ye 
My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all E] 
Before this univerſal Monarch fall. H 
Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray; Be 
Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth flippery Way? {rv 
Pleas'd with the Paſſage, we ſlide ſwiftly on : B; 
And ſee the Dangers which we cannot ſhun. A 
To him Indamora. A 
Ind. I hope my Liberty may reach thus far : F. 
Theſe Terrace Walks within my Limits are. 4 
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I came to ſeek you, and to let you know, 

How much I to your generous Pity owe. 

EZ The King, when he deſign'd you for my Guard, 

EZRefolv'd he would not make my Bondage hard: 

If otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his End; 

And whom he meant a Guardian, made a Friend. 


Arim. A Guardian's Title I muſt own with Shame: 


| But ſhould be prouder of another Name. 


Ind. And therefore*twas I chang'd that Name before: 


Laab you Friend, and could you wiſh for more? 


Arim. | dare not aſk for what you would not grant: 


But Wiſhes, Madam, are extravagant. 

They are not bounded with things poſſible: 

I may wiſh more than I preſume to tell: 

EZ Defire's the vaſt Extent of human Mind, 

lt mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind. 
I could wiſh 


Ind. What? | | 
Arim. Why did you ſpeak ? you've daſh'd my Fancy: 


| Eon in th' approaching Minute of Delight. [quite :: 
I muſt take Breath 


{ ; Ere I the Rapture of my Wiſh renew, 
And tell you then, It terminates in you. 
Ind. Have you conſider'd what th* Event would be? 


Or know you, Arimant, yourſelf, or me? 
Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 


My Youth in bloom, your Age in its decay? 
= 4 2M. I, my own Judge, condemn'd myſelf before: 


(P35 FC 


8 


For pity aggravate my Crime no more. 


7 


b So weak I am, I with a Frown am lain : 

Fou need have us'd but half fo much Diſdain. 
Ind. I am not cruel yet to that degree: 

Have better Thoughts both of yourſelf, and me; 
HBeauty a Monarch is, 

Which Kingly Pow'r magnificently proves, 

By Crouds of Slaves, and peopled Empire loves. 
And ſuch. a Slave, as you, what Queen would loſe? 
Above the reſt, I Arimant would chuſe : 

For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindneſs too, 
All Lcould wiſh in Man, I find in you. 

E] E 5 Arim. 
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Arim. What Lover could to greater Joy be rais'd 
1 am, methinks, a God, by you thus prais'd. YE 
Ind. To what may not Deſert, like yours, pretend 
You have all:Qualities —— that fit a Friend. = 
Arim. So Mariners miſtake the promis'd Coaſt: | 
And, with full Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt. 
Think you my aged Veins fo faintly beat, 
They rife no higher than to Friendſhip's Heat? 
So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's Night, 
Twinkling with Stars, they freeze me while they light} {ME Dur 
Ind. Miſtake me not, good Arimant, I know late 
My Beauty's Pow'r, and what my Charms can do. ul 


You your own Talent have not learn'd ſo well; Ti 
But practiſe one, where you can ne er excel. 13 
You can at moſt, $ A 
Lo an indiff rent. Lover's Praiſe pretend: .. 
Zut you would ſpoil an admirable Friend. 1 Yo 
Arim. Never was Amity ſo highly priz'd;- He 
Nor ever any Love ſo much deſpis'd. 35 bu 
Ev'n to myſelf ridiculous I grow; 8 
And would be angry, if I knew but how. = 
Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vai: We H 
Whene'er I pleaſe, you mult be pleas'd again. Wb: 
Knowing what Pow'r I have your Will to bend, A be 
V!! uſe it; for 1 need juſt ſuch a Friend. E: H 
You mult perform, not what you think is fit: i T 
But, to whatever I propoſe, ſubmit. E: 
Arim. Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant gained 1 
You ule me like a Courſer, ſpurr'd and rein'd: . 1 
If I fly out, my Fierceneſs you command, 8 
Then ſooth, and gently ſtroke me with your Hand. 1 
Impoſe ; but uſe your Pow'r of Taxing well: % x 
When Subjects cannot pay, they ſoon rebel. 15 5 
Enter the Emperor, unſeen by them. 4 ; 
Ind. My Rebels Puniſhment would eaſy prove: 3 | 
You know y'are in my Pow'r by making Love. 2 
Arim. Would I, without Diſpute, your Will. obey 3. {7 
And could you, in return, my Life betray ?. W » 
Emp. What Danger, Arimant, is this you fear? 'F 
Or what Loye-ſecret which 1 muſt. not hear? 30 
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„ Theſe alter'd Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow. 
His Cheeks are pale, and yours with Bluſhes glow. 
4: = [To her, 

"KF 72:4. Tis what, with Juſtice, may my Anger move: 
EZ He has been bold, and talk'd to me of Love. | 
i Arim. Jam betray'd, and ſhall be doom'd to die! [ Aide. 
EZ Emp. Did he, my Slave, preſume to look fo high ? 
That crawling Inſet, who from Mud began, 

EZ Warm'd by my Beams, and kindled into Man? 
t: Durſt he, who does but for my Pleaſure live, 
tutrench on Love, my great Prerogative ? 
print his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin ? 
is Treaſon if he ſtamp his Love with mine. 
” _A/rim. 'Tis true, I have been bold, but if it be 
A Crime — | 
d. — He means, tis only ſo to me. | 
EZ You, Sir, ſhould praiſe, what I muſt diſapprove: 
Ne inſolently talk'd to me of Love: 
hut, Sir, 'twas yours, he made it in your Name: 
= You, if you pleaſe, may all he ſaid diſclaim. 
End. I muſt diſclaim whate'er he can expreſs :: 
His groveling Senſe will ſhow my Paſſion leſs. 
= But ſtay, if what he ſaid, my Meſſage be, 
What Fear, what Danger could arrive from me? 
He ſaid, he fear'd you would his Life betray. 
Ind. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 
© Tho? in your Hands he hazard not his Life, 
Kemember, Sir, your Fury of a Wite; 
Who, not content to be reveng'd on you, 
The Agents of your Paſſion will purſue. 

Emp. If I but hear her nam'd, I'm ſick that Day; 
The Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. 
Forgive me, Arimant, my jealous Thought: 

i Diſtruſt in Lovers, is the tender'ſt Fault. 
Leave me, and tell thyſelf, in my Excuſe, 

Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear; 
And precious things are {till poſſeſs'd with Fear. 


in:: 


This, Madam, my Excuſe to you may plead; 
Love. ſhould forgive. the Faults which Love has made. 
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Exit Arimant 6owzng,. 
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Ind. From me, what Pardon can you hope to have, 
Robb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slave ? 
Emp. Force is the laſt Relief which Lover's find: 
And *tis the beſt Excuſe of Woman-kind. | 
Ind. Force never yet a generous Heart did gain: 
We yield on parley, but are ſtorm'd in vain. 
Conſtraint, in all things, makes the Pleaſure leſs; 
Sweet is the Love which comes with Willingneſs. 
Emp, No; *tis Reſiſtance that inflames Defire : 
Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fire. 
Love is diſarm'd that meets with too much Eaſe : 
He languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe. 
And therefore tis, your golden Fruit you guard 
With ſa much Care, to make Poſſeſſion hard. 
Ind. Was't not enough you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muſt my Love betray ? 
1 was well pleas'd to have transferr'd my Right, 
And better chang'd your Claim of lawleſs Might, 
By taking him, whom you eſteem'd above 
Your other Sons, and taught me firſt to love. | 
Emp. My Son by my Command his Courſe muſt ſleer: 
{ bade him love, I bid him 'now forbear. 
If you have any Kindneſs for him Kill, 
Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will. 
Ind. Muſt I adviſe ? 
Then let me ſee him, and Pl try t obey. 
Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truſt your Way. 
But fend him word, 
He has not here an Army to command: 
Remember, he and you are in my Hand. * 
Ind. Yes, in a Father's. Hand, whom he has ferv'd; | 
And, with the Hazard of his Life, preſerv'd. 
But Piety to you, unhappy Prince, 
Becomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence: 
Againſt yourſelf you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem your own Deſtruction to deſign. 
Emp. You may be pleas'd your. Politicks to ſpare: 
m old enough, and can myſelf take care. 
Ind. Advice from me was, I confeſs, too bold: 
Y*are old enough; it may be, Sir, too old. 
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e. 3 Fnp. You pleaſe yourſelf with your Contempt of Age: #1 
hat Love, negle&ed, will convert to Rage. | 


it on your Head my Fury does not turn, | 14 
BZ Thank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. it 
hut, in another's Perſon, you may prove, wn 
EZ There's Warmth for Vengeance left, tho? not for Love. Mt 
1 Re-enter Arimant. | fl 
= rin. The Empreſs has the Anti-chambers paſt, 1 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd Haſte: * 


Her Brows the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 
Eb. Madam, retire: She muſt not find you here. 

| [Exit Indamora with Arimant, 

Enter Nourmahal haf:ly. 

= Nour, What have I done, that Nourmahbal muſt prove 
EZ The Scorn and Triumph of a Rival's Love? 
© My Eyes are {till the ſame; each Glance, each Grace, 
Keep their firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 
Not ſecond yet to any other Face. 
= Fp. What Rage tranſports you? Are you well awake? 
uch Dreams diſtrated Minds in Fevers make. | 
= Nour. Thoſe Fevers you have giv'n, thoſe Dreams have 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. [ bred, 
buch Viſions hourly paſs before my Sight; 
Which from my Eyes their balmy Slumbers fright, 
In the ſevereſt Silence of the Night. 
Vinons, which in this Cit: del are ſeen; 
Bright, glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen. 
En. Have Patience, my firſt Flames can ne'er decay: 
= Theſe are but Dreams, and ſoon will paſs away. 
Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine 
ln thy own Heav'n of Love ſerenely ſhine: 
Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, 
= When Flow'rs firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms bear, 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th” inverted Year. 
Calm as the Breath which Fans our Eaftern Groves, 
And bright as when thy Eyes firſt lighted up our Loves. 
Let our eternal Peace be ſeal*) by this, 
Wich the firſt Ardour of a Nuptial Kiſs. Oer, to hiſs hen, 
= Nour, Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes prove, 


be Dregs and Droppings of enervate Love? 
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Muſt I your cold long labouring Age ſuſtain, 
And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain ? 
Receive you ſighing after other Charms, 
And take an abſent Huſband in my Arms? I 
Emp. Even theſe Reproaches I can bear from you: e 
You doubted of my Love, believe it true. Þ 
Nothing but Love this Patience could produce ; . 
And I allow your Rage that kind Excuſe. By, 
Neur, Call it not Patience; 'tis your Guilt ſtands mute, 
You have a Cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. 
You wrong me firſt, and urge my Rage to riſe, 
Then I muſt paſs for mad; you, meek and wile : 
Good Man, plead Merit by your ſoft Replies. 
Vain Privilege poor Women have of Tongue: 
Men can ſtand filent, and reſolve on Wrong. 
Emp. What can I more? my Friendſhip you refuſe, 
And even my Mildnefs, as my Crime, accuſe. 
Nour. Your ſullen Silence cheats not me, falſe Man; 
I know you think the bloodieſt things you can. 
Could you accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice: 
Watch for my Crimes, and in my Guilt rejoice. 
But my known Virtue 1s from Scandal free, 
And leaves no Shadow for your Calumny. 
Emp. Such Virtue is the Plague of human Life; ; 
A virtuous Woman, but a curſed Wife. | 5 
In vain of pompous Chaſtity y'are proud: | 
Virtue's Adult'ry of the Tongue, when loud. 
I. with leſs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
Than the ſhrill Sound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
In unchaſte Wives 
There's yet a kind of recompenſing Eaſe ; 
Vice keeps em humble, gives 'em care to pleaſe;: 
But againſt clamorous Virtue, what Defence ? 
It ſtops our Mouths, and gives your Noiſe Pretence: 
Nour. Since Virtue does your Indignation raiſe, 20 
Tis pity but you had that Wife you praiſe. f 
Your own wild Appetites are prone to range; 
And then you tax our Humours with your Change. 
Emp. What can be ſweeter than our native Home! 
Thither for Eaſe, and ſoft Repoſe, we come: 
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Home is the ſacred Refuge of our Life: 
BZ ccur'd from all Approaches but a Wife. 
© If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no Doubt: 
None but an Inmate Foe could force us out. 

: WE Clamours our Privacies unealy make: [forſake, 
EZ Birds leave their Neſts diſturb'd, and Beaſts their Haunts 
EY Nour. Honour's my Crime, that has your Loathing bred; 
EZ You take no Pleaſure in a virtuous Bed. 

ute: Emp. What Pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate, 
Which your Unquietneſs has made me hate? 
I ſhrink far off — 

Diſſembling Sleep, but wakeful with the Fright; 

The Day takes off the Pleaſure of the Night. 


Or, if they did, they muſt be loſt in you. 
And yet the Fault's not mine 
Tho' Youth and Beauty cannot Warmth command; 
he Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sand. 

= Emp. Tis true, of Marriage-bands Pm weary grown. 
Love ſcorns all Ties, but thoſe that are his own. 
Chains that are dragg'd, muſt needs uneaſy prove: 
Por there's a God-hke Liberty in Love. 

Naur. What's Love to you? 

The Bloom of Beauty other Vears demands; 

Nor will be gather'd by ſuch wither'd Hands ;. 

4 You importune it with a falſe Defire : 

Which ſparkles out, and makes no ſolid Fire. 

. This Impudence of Age, whence can it ſpring? 

All you expect, and yet you nothing bring. 

Fager to aſk, when you are paſt a Grant; 

Nice in providing what you cannot want. 

Hlave Conſcience; give not her you love this Pain: 
Sollicit not yourſelf, and her, in vain. 

All other Debts may Compenſation find: 

But Love is ſtrict, and will be paid in kind. 

© Emp, Sure, of all Ills, Domeſtick are the worſt ;. 
When moſt ſecure of Bleflings, we are curſt, 
© When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
WM Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear, 

5 And cleaving Miſchiefs, . 


Nour. My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r purſues: 


Nour. 
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Mor. What you merit, have: 

And ſhare, at leaſt, the Miſeries you gave. 
Your Days I will alarm, I'll haunt your Nights: 
And, worſe than Age, diſable your Delights. 
May your fick Fame {till languith, *till it die: an 
All Offices of Pow'r neglected lie, | E 
And you grow cheap in every Subject's Eye. 
Then, as the greateſt Curſe that I can give; 


Unpity'd be depos'd ; and after live. [Going of, Fo: 
Emp. Stay ; and now learn, a 
How criminal ſoe'er we Huſbands are, be 
*Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far. E 1 
Had you ſtill Miſtreſs of your Temper been, . 
I-had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin. 3 
Your Fury hardens me: And whate'er Wrong 3 
You ſuffer, you have cancell'd by your Tongue. 4 
A Guard there; ſeize her: She ſhall know this Hour, 
What is a Huſband's and a Monarch's Pow'r. 5 
| | Guard ſeizes ber. 
Euter Aureng-Zebe. 5 
Nour. I ſee for whom your Charter you maintain: 3 
J muſt be fetter'd, and my Son be ſlain, BY 
That Zelyma's ambitious Race may reign. BM 
Not ſo you promis'd, when my Beauty drew * 
All Aſffa's Vows; when, Perfa left for you, 5 
The Realm of Candabar for Dow'r ] brought: 8 
That long- contended Prize for which you fought. ES 
Aur. The Name of Step-mother, your practis'd Art, 
By which you have eitrang'd my Father's Heart, Y 
All you have done againſt me, or deſign, B 
Shows your Averſion, but begets not mine. UH 
Long may my Father India's Empire guide: £5 
And may no Breach your Nuptial Vows divide. = 
Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour B 
Aſſume the Fight of Man's deſpotick Pow'r ; B 
Man is by Nature form'd your Sex's Head: L; 
And is himtelf the Canon of his Bed. 5 
In Bands cf ton fetter'd you ſha!l be: H 
An eafic, Yol:2 than v, hat you put on me. Bl 
Aur, Thouvh muck | fear my Int'reſt is not great, . 
Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. [ Kneeling. 
Secrets ; 
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eecrets of Marriage ſtill are Sacred held ; 
eybeir Sweet and Bitter by the Wiſe conceal'd. 
EF:rrors of Wives reflect on Huſbands ſtill: 
And, when divulg'd, proclaim you've choſen ill. 
and the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. 
EZ Enp. To ſo perverſe a Sex all Grace is vain: 
It gives em Courage to offend again: 

of, For with feign'd Tears they Penitence pretend: 
Again are pardon'd, and again offend. | 
EZ Fathom our Pity when they ſeem to grieve, 
Only to try how far we can forgive. 

Till lanching out into a Sea of Strife, 

They ſcorn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
But be it as you pleaſe : For your lov'd ſake, 
This laſt and fruitleſs Tryal I will make. 

r, In all Requeſts, your Right of Merit uſe : 

: >| And know, There 1s but one I can refuſe. 

[He /igns to the Guards, and they remove from the Empreſi. 


Maur. Vou've done enough,for you deſign'd my Chains: 
The Grace is vaniſh'd, but th' Aﬀront remains. | 
Nor is't a Grace, or for his Merit done; 
vou durſt no farther, for you fear'd my Son. 
his you have gain'd by the rough Courſe you prove; 
I'm paſt Repentance, and you paſt my Love. {Z£xt. 
” Emp. A Spirit ſo untam'd the World ne'er bore. _ 
t Aur, And yet worſe Uſage had incens'd her more. 
rt, But ſince by no Obligement ſhe is ty'd, 

Fou muſt betimes for your Defence provide. 

I cannot idle in your Danger ſtand z 

hut beg once more I may your Arms command: 
Iwo Battles your auſpicious Cauſe has won; 


SHES 


My Sword can perfect what it has begun, 


2 5 5 
3 
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And from your Walls diſlodge that haughty Son- 

© Emp. My Son, your Valour has, this Day, been ſuch, 

None can enough admire, or praiſe too much. 

Bat now, with Reaſon, your Succeſs I doubt: 

a Her FaQtion's ſtrong within, his Arms without. 

Aur. ] left the City in a Panick Fright : 

| Lions they are in Council, Lambs in F ight. . 
4t 
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But my own Troops, by Mirzab led, are near: 
I, by to-morrow's Dawn, expect 'em here. 

To favour 'em, I'Il faily out ere Day, | 5 
And through our ſlaughter'd Foes enlarge their Way, r 


Emp. Age has not yet i 5 
So ſhrunk my Sinews, or ſo chill'd my Veins, Not 
But conſcious Virtue in my Breaſt remains. 2 
But had 1 now ET he 
ThatStrength-with which my boiling Youth was fraught ) 7 


When in the Vale of Balaſor 1 fought, 
And from Bengal their Captive Monarch brought ; 
When Elephant 'gainſt Elephant did rear 
His Trunk, and Caſtles juitled in the Air; 
My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown : 
And ow'd the Conqueſt to itſelf alone. 
Aur. Thoſe fair Idea's to my Aid P1I call, 
And emulate my great Original. 
Or, if they fail, | will invoke in Arms, 


Emp. 1 doubt the happy Influence of your Star: 
T' invoke a Captive's Name bodes ill in War. 


Aur, Sir, give me leave to ſay, Whatever now. 2 
The Omen prove, it boded well to you. Ir 
Your Royal Promife, when I went to fight, 7% 
©blig'd me to reſign a Victor's Right. Vo 
Her Liberty I fought for, and I won: Al 
And claim it as your General, and your Son. Fo 


Emp. My Ears ſtill ring with Noiſe; I'm vex'd to Death: Fo 


Tongue-kill'd, and have not yet recover'd Breath. Vi 
Nor will I be preſcrib'd my Time by you : BY Ac 
Firft end the War, and then your Claim renew, FF 

While to your Conduct I my Fortune truſt, =T 
To keep this Pledge of Duty is but jult. V 


Aur. Some hidden Cauſe your Jealouſy does move, | I 
Or you could ne'er ſuſpect my Loyal Love. 35 


Emp. What Love ſoever by an Heir is ſhown, | f T 
He waits but Time to ſtep into the Throne. B 
You're neither juſtify'd, nor yet accus'd. = Þ#\ 


Mean while, the Pris'ner with Reſpect is us'd. By 
Aur, I know the Kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 1 
I aced not fear too little, but too much. 5 KF 
K 
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5 Bat, how, Sir, how have you from Virtue ſwerv'd? 
7 Pr what ſo ill Return have I deſerv'd? 
oa doubt not me, nor have I ſpent my Blood, 
ay, - Ho have my Faith no better underſtood : 
EX our Soul's above the Baſeneſs of Diſtruſt: 
2 . othing but Love could make you fo unjuſt. 
EZ Znp. You know your Rival then: and know *tis fit, 
ET he Son's ſhould to the Father's Claim ſubmit. 
Aur. Sons may have Right which they can never quit. 
Vourſelf firſt made that Title which 1 claim: 
pirſt bid me love, and authoris'd my Flame. 
 Enj. The Value of my Gift I did not know: 
: f | could give, I can reſume it too. 
Aur. Recall your Gift, for I your Power confeſs z 
But firſt take back my Life, a Gift that's leſs. 
Long Life would now but a long Burden prove : 
Vvoulre grown unkind, and I have loſt your Love. 
My Grief let unbecoming Speeches fall: 
I ſould have dy'd, and not complain'd at all. 
En. Witnefs, ye Pow'rs, 
How much I ſuffer'd, and how long I ſtrove 
Againſt th' Aſſaults of this imperious Love! 
1 repreſented to myſelf the Shame 
Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 
© Your great Deſerts, how ill they were repaid 3 
All Arguments, in vain, I urg'd and weigh'd : 
For mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe, 
at I For Reaſon ſhow'd me Indamora's Eyes. 
: What would you more, my Crimes I ſadly view, 
EZ Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue : 
Aur. Since you can lows and yet your Error ſee, 
ze ſame reſiſtleſs Pow'r may plead for me. 
With no leſs Ardor I my Claim purſue : 
„ 1 love, and cannot yield her even to you. 
En. Lour elder Brothers, though o'ercome, have Right: 
The youngelt yet in Arms prepar'd to fight. 
But, yielding her, I firmly have decreed, 
That you alone to Empire ſhall ſucceed. 
Adlur. To After-ages let me ſtand a Shame, 
E * hen I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame. 


But 
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You might have found a mercenary Son, 
To profit of the Battles he had won. 
Had I been ſuch, what kinder'd me to take b 
The Crown? nor had the Exchange been yours to make Mir ou 
While you are living, I no Right pretend : T 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe deſcend. T 
But from my Love, tis Sacrilege to part: 


The 

There, there's my Throne, in Indamora's Heart. nd 

Emp. Tis in her Heart alone that you muſt Reign: 4 
You'll find her Perſon difficult to gain. B: 


Give willingly what I can take by Force: 
And know, Obedience is your ſafeſt Courſe. 
Aur. l'm taught, by Honour's Precepts, to obey: 
Fear to Obedience is a laviſh Way. 
If ought my want of Duty could beget; 
You take the moſt prevailing Means, to threat. 
Pardon your Blood that Boils within my Veins; 
It riſes high, and Menacing difdains. 
 Evn Death's become to me no dreadful Name: 
Pve often met him, and have made him tame: 
In fighting Fields, where our Acquaintance grew, 
I faw him, and contemn'd him firſt for you. 
Emp. Of formal Duty make no more thy Boaſt: 
Thou diſobey'ſt where it concerns me moſt. 
Fool, with both Hands thus to puſh back a Crown: 
And headlong caſt thyſelf from Empire down. 
Though Neurmahal I hate, her Son ſhall reign; 
Inglorious thou by thy own Fault remain, ; 
Thy younger Brother I'll admit this Hour: „ 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his thy Power. [Ex, 
Aur, How vain is Virtue which directs our Ways 
Through certain Danger to uncertain Praiſe! 
Barren, and airy Name! thee Fortune flies; K 
With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wiſe. 4 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without Regard 3 5 
Aud lets thee poorly be thy own Reward, iY 
The World is made for the bold impious Man ; oh 
Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 5 
Juſtice to Merit does weak Aid afford; 
She truſts her Balance, and neglects her Sword. . 
Virtu 


* a4 
ORE 
er 


4 
Ag? 
D 
* 
by = ** 
8 =_ 5 2 WTY 
. 4 * EEC 


a - a 


Au RENO- Z EB E. 115 


Virtue is nice to take what's not her own; 

and, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize is gone. 

þ To him Dianet. 

Dia. Forgive the Bearer. of unhappy News: 

Four alter'd Father openly purſues | 

EX ur Ruin; and, to compaſs his Intent, 

For violent Morat in haſte has ſent. 

The Gates he order'd all to be unbarr'd : 

ana from the Market-place to draw the Guard. 

ig: Jur. How look the People in this Turn of State? 

EZ Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate ; 

ECurſing the Empreſs : For they think it done | 

By her Procurement, to advance her Son. 

lim too, though aw'd, they ſcarcely can forbear : 

is Pride they hate, his Violence they fear. 

All bent to riſe, would you appear their Chief, 

Till your own Troops come up to your Relief. 

EZ Aur. IIl-treated, and forſaken, as I am, 

I'll not betray the Glory of my Name: 

EZ Tis not for me, who have preſerv'd a State, 

Io buy an Empire at ſo baſe a Rate. 

Dia. The Points of Honour Poets may produce; 

© Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe: 

Honour, which only does the Name advance, 

ls the mere raving Madneſs of Romance. 

Pleas'd with a Word, you may fit tamely down; 

And ſee your younger Brother force the Crown, 

Aur. I know my Fortune in Extreams does lie: 

ze Sons of Indeſian mutt reign, or die. 

That deſperate Hazard Courage does create; 

Exit As he plays frankly, who has leaſt Eſtate. 

And that the World the Coward will deſpiſe, 
When Life's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize? 
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Dia. Of all your Knowled ge, this vain Fruit you have, 


Z To walk with Eyes broed open to your Grave. 


Aur. From what I've ſaid, conclude, without Reply, 


l | I neither would uſurp, nor tamely die. 
© Th' Attempt to fly, would Guilt betray, or Fear: 
E Beſides, twere vain ; the Fort's our Priſon here. 


- Somewhat I have reſoly'd 
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Morat, 
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Morat, perhaps, has Honour in his Breaſt: 
And, in Extreams, bold Counſels are the beft, 
Like Emp'rick Remedies, they laſt are try'd; 
And by th* Event condemn'd, or juſtify'd. 
Preſence of Mind, and Courage in Diſtreſs, F 
Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs, [Ex 
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Arimant, with a Letter in his Hand : Indamon 


Arim. ND I the Meſſenger to him from you? 
A Your Empire you to Tyranny purſue; 

You lay Commands, both cruel and unjuſt, 

To ſerve my Rival, and betray my Truſt. T 
Ind. You fuſt betray'd your Truſt in loving me, v 

And ſhould not I my own Advantage ee ? W 

Serving my Love, you may my Friendſhip gain; 

You know the reſt of your Pretences vain, 

You muſt, my Arimant, you mult be kind: 

Tis in your Nature, and your noble Mind. = 

 Arim. I'll to the King, and ſtreight my Truſt reſign M7 T 

Ind. His Truſt you may, but you ſhall never mine. 8 

Heav'n made you love me for no other End, 1. 

But to become my Confident and Friend: | 

As ſuch, I keep no Secret from your Sight, 


And therefore make you judge how ill 1 write: . 
Read it, and tell me freely then your Mind: 1 
If 'tis indited as I meant it, kind. = \ 
Arim. 1 aſe not Heav'n my Freedom to reſtore, [ Reading, 
But only for your ſake———— Þ]] read no more: W 1 


And yet I mult 


Leſs for my own, than for your Sorrow, ſad— [Reading - { 
Another Line, like this, would make me mad—— | 
Heav'n! ſhe goes on—yet more—and yet more kind! Ft 


[45 Reading Wt 
1 


* 


Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. 
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Ek Fortune, who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
Por. faithful Arimant ſpall be your Guide, | 
Not only to be made an Inſtrument, 
Hut pre-ingag d without my own Conſent! 
Exuy nd. Unknown t'ingage you ſtill augments my Score, 
And gives you ſcope of meriting the more. . 
A.in. The beſt of Men 
NN. Some Intereſt in their Actions muſt confeſs ; 
None merit, but in hope they may poſſeſs. 
I, 1 The fatal Paper rather let me tear, 
hban, like Be/lerophon, my own Sentence bear. 
nd. You may; but 'twill not be your beſt Advice: 
will only give me Pains of Writing twice. 
vou know you muſt obey me, ſoon or late: 
EZ Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate? 


LY drous kind ! 

„Why am thus to Slavery deſign'd, 

And yet am cheated with a freeborn Mind? 
Or make thy Orders with my Reaſon ſute, 
Or let me live by Senſe a glorious Brute — 
$4 | [ She frowns, 


2 


Vou frown, and I obey with ſpeed, before 

lign, That dreadful Sentence comes, See me no more. 

ne, See me no more ! that Sound, methinks, I hear 

= Like the laſt Trumpet thund'ring in my Ear. 

| . Enter Solyman. | 

© Sym. The Princeſs Meleſfinda, bath'd in Tears, 

And toſs'd alternately with Hopes and Fears, 

If your Affairs ſuch Leiſure can afford, 

„ Would learn from you the Fortunes of her Lord. 

ing im, Tell her, that I ſome Certainty may bring; 

Igo this Minute to attend the King. 

Ind. This lonely Turtle I defire to ſee : 

ng Orief, tho' not cur'd, is eas'd by Company. pair, 

„  Arim. to Salym. Say, if ſhe pleaſe, ſhe hither may re- 

And breathe the Freſhneſs of the open Air. [Ex. Solym. 

Wl uad. Poor Princeſs ! how I pity her Eſtate, 
45 Wrapt in the Ruins of her Huſband's Fate ! 
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Arim. 1 thank thee, Heav'n, thou haſt been won- 
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Her Chains with Roman Conſtancy ſhe bore; 
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She mourn'd Morat ſhould in Rebellion riſe ; 

Yet he offends, and ſhe's the Sacrifice. | 
Arim. Not knowing his Delign, at Court ſhe ſtaid; 

Till, by Command, cloſe Pris'ner the was made. 

Since when, | 


But that, perhaps, an Indian Wite's is more. 
Ind. Go, bring her Comfort; leave me here alone, 
Arim, My Love muſt ſtill be in Obedience ſhown, 
| [ Exit Arim, 
Enter Meleſinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterauari, 
Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her Pomp appears, 


Sure ſhe is dreſs'd in Melefenda's Tears. ww 
Your Head reclin'd, (as hiding Grief from view) F 1 
Droops, like a Roſe ſurcharg'd with Morning Dew. ; 

Mel. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of the Sun, I An 
Which wak'd their Sweets? And mine, alas! is gone. 
But you the nobleſt Charity expreſs: Bat 
For they who ſhine in Courts, ſtill ſhun Diſtreſs. . My 

Ind. Diftreſs'd myſelf, like you, confin'd I live; tr; 
And therefore can Compaſſion take, and give. © 1 


We're both Love's Captives, but with Fate ſo croſs, 
One muſt be happy by the other's Loſs. 


Morat, or Aureng- Zebe muſt fall this Day. Ar 
Mel. Too truly Tamerlane's Succeſſors they; Fu. 
Each thinks a World too little for his Sway. Ar 
Could you and | the ſame Pretences bring, A 
Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King: re 
J would to you the narrow World reſign, | * 
And want no Empire while Morat was mine. 
Ind, Wiſh'd Freedom I preſage you ſoon will find; . 
If Heav'n be juſt, and be to Virtue kind. $H 
Mel. Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate: © ©: 
Short is my Lite, and that Unfortunate. * 


Yet ſhould I not complain, would Heav'n afford VV 
Some little time, ere Death, to ſee my Lord. =; 
Ind. Theſe Thoughts are but your Melancholy's Food; 


Rais'd from a lonely Life, and dark Abode ; * 
But whatſoe'er our jarring Fortunes prove, BH 


Though our Lords hate, methinks we two may m_ Y 
| th > 
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= 27/:!, Such be our Loves as may not yield to Fate; 

1 bring a Heart more true than fortunate. 

I [Giving their Hands, 

To them, Arimant, | 
Ain. I come with haſte ſurpriſing News to bring: 
Ila two Hours time, ſince laſt I ſaw the King, 
E Th Affairs of Court have wholly chang'd their Face 

ie, WE Unhappy Aureng-Zebe is in diſgrace : 

And your Morat, (proclaim'd the Succeſſor) 

tin. Is call'd, to awe the City with his Power. 

d. Thoſe Trumpets his triumphant Entry tell, 

„and now the Shouts waft near the Cittadel. 

Ind. See, Madam, fee th' Event by me foreſhown 

| envy not your Chance, but grieve my own. 

Mel. A Change fo unexpected muſt ſurpriſe : 

„ And more, becauſe I am unus'd to Joys. 

Ind. May all your Wiſhes ever proſp'rous be, 

But I'm too much concern'd th' Event to ſee. 

My Eyes too tender are 

Jo view my Lord become the publick Scorn. 

I came to comfort, and I go to mourn. [Taking her leave, 

Mel. Stay, I'll not fee my Lord, 

E Before I give your Sorrow ſome Relief; 

And pay the Charity you lend my Grief. 

Here he ſhall ſee me firſt with you confin'd : 

And, if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, 

Ill uſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind. 

Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain. 

Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 

el. I have no Taſte, methinks, of coming Joy; 

For black Preſages all my Hopes deſtroy. 

Die, ſomething whiſpers, Melzſinda, die; 

Fell, fulfil, thy mournful Deſtiny, 

line is a Gleam of Bliſs, too hot to laſt, 

Wetry it ſhines, and will be ſoon o'er-calt. 


N o 2 
T 2 


.= 
Dd 
- 


% 
2 
bY 
2 
. 
bo 
3 
= 
- 


2 {1 


I Indamora and Meleſinda re-enter, as into the Chamber. 
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Ain. Fortune ſeems weary grown of Aureng-Zebr, 

= ile to her new-made Favourite, Morat, 

Neri Hand is waſtefully profuſe: 

vw | ws Fame and flow ing Hong ars tided in, ; 
de on a ſwelling Current ſmooth beneath him. 
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The King and haughty Empreſs, to our Wonder, Ww 
If not atton'd, yet ſeemingly at peace, W Ar 


As Fate for him that Miracle reterv'd. 
Enter in Triumph, Emperor, Morat, and Train. 
Emp. I have conſeſs'd I love. = 
As I interpret fairly your Deſign, | Nee 
So look not with ſeverer Eyes on mine. De 
Your Fate has call'd you to th' Imperial Seat: Z 
In Duty be, as you in Arms are, great. . 
For Aureng- Zebe a hated Name is grown, A 
And Love leſs bears a Rival than the Throne. 05 
Mor. To me, the Cries of fighting Fields are Charms, 1 Fo 
Keen be my Sabre, and of Proof my Arms, | 9 


J afk no other Bleſſing of my Stars: 3 
No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtreſs but the Wars. | Tl 
J ſcarce am pleas'd I tamely mount the Throne: BC 


Would Aureng-Jebe had all their Sovls in one! 
With all my elder Brothers I would fight, HK 
And ſo from partial Nature force my Right. KK 
Emp. Had we but laſting Youth, and Time to ſpare, N 
Some might be thrown away on Fame and War; ©: 
But Youth, the periſhing Good, runs on too faſt : 
And unenjoy'd will ſpend itſelf to waſte; 
Few know the Uſe of Life before 'tis paſt. 
Had I once more thy Vigour to command, 
J would not let it die upon my Hand: 
No Hour of Pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, 
Youth ſhould watch Joys, and ſhoot 'em as they fy. Z 
Mor. Methinks all Pleaſure is in Greatneſs found, Bo 
Kings, like Heav'n's Eye, ſhould ſpread their Beams around. © 
Pleas'd to be ſeen, while Glory's Race they run: „ 
Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun. : 
Subjects are flifi-neck'd Animals, they ſoon _ 
Fee] ſlacken'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 
Emp. To thee that Drudpery of Pow'r I give: 
Cares be thy Lot : Reign thou, and let me live. 
The Fort VII keep for my Security; 
Bus'nefs, and publick State reſign to thee, 
Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt: 


They live, like Drones, upon the publick Colt. 
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. My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake: [| 
And, with myſelf, keep all Mankind awake. | 


Eb. Believe me, Son, and needleſs Trouble ſpare 3 
eis a baſe World, and is not worth our Care. 

ne Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, | 
Ne'er pleas'd with ought above 'em, Prince or God. 1 
Were | a God, the drunken Globe ſhould roll: | 

Ihe little Emmets with the human Soul 


Care for themſelves, while at my Eaſe I fat, i 
And ſecond Cauſes did the Work of Fate. 1 
Or, if | would take Care, that Care ſhould be #1 
15 B For Wit that ſcorn'd the World, and liv'd like me. 44 
= Zo them, Nourmahal, Zayda, and Attendants. | 
E Now, My dear Morat, [Embracing her Son. 7 
This Day propitious to us all has been: by 
E You're now a Monarch's Heir, and I a Queen. {13 
& Your youthful Father now may quit the State, 44 
And find the Eaſe he ſought, indulg'd by Fate. 4 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Throne awake, . 
ue, 3 Nor break the golden Slumbers he would take. 1 
= Enp. In vain I ſtruggled to the Goal of Life, - o 
While Rebel-Sons, and an imperious Wife '" if 
= Still dragg'd me backward into Noiſe and Strife. | 
Mor. Be that Remembrance loſt ; and be't my Pride 
© To be your Pledge of Peace on either ſide, | 
3 To them, Aureng-Zebe. | 
Aur. With all th' Aſſurance Innocence can bring, 4 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within, | 


E Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 

und. {5 Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 

bhame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join'd ; 
And, while no Baſeneſs in this Breaft I find, 

have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. 

Ep. Children (the blind Effect of Love and Chance, 


Form'd by their ſportive Parents Ignorance) 1 

Bear from their Birth th' Impreſſions of a Slave: [gave: 1 
= Whom Heav'n for Play-games firſt, and then for Service 14 
One then may be diſplac'd, and one may reign: 11 | 
And want of Merit render Birth-right vain. Lt 
Mor. Comes he Vupbraid us with his Innocence? 4 


dei . a 
My ee him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 
1 F 2 Aur. 
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Aur. Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no Merit plead 
[To his Path 
All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only End; 
And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 

Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind defy, 

Who dares adventure more for both than I? 

Aur, 1 know you brave, and take you at your Word: 
That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford, 

Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead : 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather Head. 
J dare you, as your Rival in Renown, 

March out your Army from th' Imperial Town: 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe, the other leave to me: 
And ſet our Father abſolutely free. 

This, if you do, to end all future Strife, 

T am content to lead a private Life: 

Diſband my Army to ſecure the State, 

Nor aim at more, but leave the reſt to Fate. 

Mor. I'll do't. Draw out my Army on the Plain; 
War is to me a Paſtime, Peace a Pain. 

Emp. Think better firſt. [Ts Mor, 
You ſee yourſelf inclos'd beyond Eſcape, [To Aur, 
And therefore Proteus-like, you change your Shape, 
Of Promiſe prodigal, while Pow'r you want, 


And preaching in the ſe]f-denying Cant. 1 
Mor. Plot better; for theſe Arts too obvious are, 
Of gaining Time, the Maſter- piece of War; 8 
Is Aureng-Zebe ſo known? 'F 
Aur. + If Acts like mine, 14 
So far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, . I 
Can ſhow my Heart, by thoſe I would be known : © © 
I wiſh you could as well defend your own. I 
My abſent Army for my Father fought : F 
Yours, in theſe Walls, is to inſlave him brought. 


If I come ſingly, you an armed Gueſt, 
The World with Eaſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is belt. 
Mor. My Father ſaw you ill Defigns purſue : 
And my Admiſſion ſhow'd his Fear of you. 
Aur. Himſelf beſt knows why he his Love withdra: 
I owe him more than to declare the Cauſe. , 
| ut 
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J. hut fill I preſs our Duty may be ſhown 
, By Arms. . : 
r. ['I vanquiſh all his Foes alone. 
Au. You ſpeak as if you could the Fates command, 
And had no need of any other Hand. 
EZ But, fince my Honour you fo far ſuſpeR, 
fis juſt I ſhould on your Deſigns reflect. 
ra. o prove yourſelf a loyal Son, declare 
'W You'll lay down Arms when you conclude the War. 
Mer. No preſent Anſwer your Demand requires, 
The War once done, I'll do what Heav'n inſpires. 
And while the Sword this Monarchy ſecures, 
Tis manag'd by an abler Arm than yours. 
Emp. Morat's Deſign adoubtful Meaning bears: [ Apart. 
In Aureng Zebe true Loyalty appears. 
Ue, for my Safety, does his own deſpiſe; 
Still, with his Wrongs, I ſind his Duty riſe. 
l feel my Virtue ſtruggling in my Soul, 
But ſtronger Paſſion does its Pow'r controul. 
Let be advis'd your Ruin to prevent. [To Aur. part. 
© You might be ſafe, if you would give conſent, 
Aur. So to your Welfare I of uſe may be, 
My Life or Death are equal both to me. 
* Emp. The People's Hearts are yours; the Fort yet mine æ 
© Be wiſe, and Indamora's Love reſign. 
I am obſerv'd : Remember that I give 
This my laſt Proof of Kindneſs, die, or live. 
© Aur, Life, with my Indamora, I would chuſe; 
Bot, loſing her, the End of Living loſe, * 
Thad conſider'd all I ought before; ; 
And Fear of Death can make me change no more. 
© The People's Love fo little I eſteem, | 
= Condemn'd by you, I would not live by them. 
May he who muſt your Favour now poſſeſs, 
Much better ſerve you, and not love you leſs. 
© Em. Pve heard you; and, to finith the Debate, [ Aud. 
; © Commit that Rebel, Pris'ner to the State. 
' © #4. The deadly Draught he ſhall begin this Day: 
And languiſh with inſenſible Decay. 
Ar. I hate the lingring Summons to attend, 
Death all at once would be the nobler End. 
put IE E 3 | Fate 
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Fate is unkind ! methinks a General 

Should warm and at the Head of Armies fall. 

And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, 

That ſo I might have dy'd in Fight for you. f Ts 575 Faller. 
Mor. Would I had been Diſpoſer of thy Stars; 

Thou ſhould'i have had thy Wiſh, and dy'd in Wars, 

Tis IJ, not thou, have reaſon to repine, 

That thou ſnould'ſt fall by any Hand, but mine. 
Aur. When thou wert form'd, Heav'ndid a Man begin; W 4 

But the brute Soul, by Chance, was ſhuffled in, 3 


In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain: 
Where valiant Beaſts, by Force and Rapine, reign, 
In Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, 

Some Bear or Lion is reſerv'd for thee. 
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Mor. Take heed thou com'ſt not in that Lion's way: * 
J propheſy thou wilt thy Soul convey 5 
Into a Lamb, and be again my Prey. 1 
Hence with that dreaming Prieſt. 11 
Nour, ——— Let me prepare 3 } 
The pois'nous Draught: His Death ſhall be my Care, ; 
Near my Apartment let him Pris'ner be: W 1 
That I his hourly Ebbs of Life may ſee. 3 
Aur. My Life [ would not ranſom with a Pray'r; 11 
Tis vile, ſince tis not worth my Father's Care, C 
J go not, Sir, indebted to my Grave: 1 
You paid yourſelf, and took the Life you gave. [ir WW 
Emp. O that I had more Senſe of Virtve left, A., MW 
Or were of that, which yet remains, bereft, 8 
I've juſt enough to know how I offend, = - 


And, to my Shame, have not enough to mend, 
Lead to the Moſque 
Mor. Love's Pleaſures why ſhould dull Devotion ſlay! 
Heay' n to my Mez/efnda's but the Way. 
[Exeunt Emjerer, Morat, and 7 rats 
Zayd. Sure Aureng-Zebe has ſomewhat of Divine, 
Whoſe Virtue through ſo dark a Cloud can ſhine. 
Fortune has from Morat this Day remov'd ; 
The greateſt Rival, and the belt belov'd. . 
Nour. He is not yet remov'd. 
Zayd. He lives, 'tis true; 
But ſoon muſt die, and, what I mourn, by you, 
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our. My Zayda, may thy Words prophetick be: 
[ Embracing ber eagerly, 
| take the Omen, let him die by me, 
He ſtifled in my Arms ſhall loſe his Breath: 


© 4nd Life itſelf ſhall envious be of Death. 


Zayd. Bleſs me, you Pow'rs above ! 
Nour. Why doſt thou ſtart? 


E: Is Love ſo ſtrange ? or have not I a Heart? 


Could Aureng-Zebe ſo lovely ſeem to thee, ; 
And I want Eyes that noble Worth to ſee ? 

Thy little Soul was but to Wonder mov'd : 

My Senſe of it was higher, and I lov'd. 

That Man, that God-like Man, fo brave, ſo great; 

But theſe are thy ſmall Praiſes I repeat. 

I'm carry'd by a Tide of Love away: 

He's ſomewhat more than I myſelf can ſay. 

Zayd. Though all th? Ideas you can form be true, 

He muſt not, cannot be poſſeſs'd by you. 

If contradicting Int'reſts could be mixt, 
Nature herſelf has caſt a Bar betwixt. 

And, ere you reach to this inceſtuous Love, 
You muſt divine and human Rights remove. 

Nour. Count this among the Wonders Love has done: 
I had forgot he was my Huſband's Son! 

Zayd. Nay, more; you have forgot who is your own: 
For whom your Care ſo long deſign'd the Throne. 
Morat muſt fall, if Aureng-Zebe ſhould riſe. 

Nour, Tis true; but who was e'er in Love, and wiſe? 
Why was that fatal Knot of Marriage ty'd, 

Which did, by making us too near, divide ? 

Divides me from my Sex! for Heaven, I find, 
Excludes but me alone of Womankind. 

| fand with Guilt confounded, loſt with Shame, 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. 

if Names have ſuch command on human Life, 

Love ſure's a Name that's more Divine than Wife. 
That Sovereign Power all Guilt from Action takes, 
At leaſt the Stains are beautiful it makes. 

ayd. "Uh" incroaching Ill you early ſhould oppoſe: 
Flatler'd *tis worſe, and by Indulgence grows. 

| F:4 Nous 
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The Fate of him Heav'n favours to prevent; 
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Nour. Alas! and what have I not ſaid or done? 
I fought it to the laſt; And Love has won. 
A bloody Conqueſt ; which Deſtruction brought, 
And ruin'd all the Country where he fought. 
Whether this Paſſion from above was ſent, 


Or as the Curſe of Fortune in Excels, 

That, ſtretching, would beyond its Reach poſſeſs: 

And, with a Tafte with Plenty does deprave, 

Loaths lawful Good, and lawleſs Ill does crave ? 
Zazd. But yet conſider 
Near. No, *tis loſs of time : 

Think how to farther, not divert my Crime. 

My artful Engines inſtantly Pll move: 

And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt Hour of Love, 

The Under-Provoſt of the Fort is mine. . 

But fee, Morat I'll whiſper my Deſign. = 
Enter Morat with Arimant, as talking « Attendants, WE [ 
Arim. And for that Cauſe was not in publick ſeen: Suc 


But ſtays in Priſon with the Captive Queen, Bu 
Mor. Let my Attendants wait; I'll be alone: 8 
Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Love is ſhown. He 


Nour, My Son, your Bus'nels is not hard to gueſs: An 
| [Te Morat, Hie 


Long Abſence makes you eager to poſſeſs: In 
] will not importune you by my Stay; wi 
She merits all the Love which you can pay. He 


[Exit with Zayd. NN. 

Re-enter Arimant, avith Meleſinda; then Exit. Mort N. 

runs to Meleſinda, and embraces her. | 

Mer. Should I not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay 
In gloomy Shades, and loſt a glorious Day? 
Loſt the firſt Fruits of Joy you ſhould poſſeſs 

In my Return, and made my Triumph leſs ? = 

Mel. Should I not chide, that you could ſtay and {ee 1 


Thoſe Joys, preferring publick Pomp to me ? P. 
Through my dark Cell your Shouts of Triumph rung: = 
J heard with Pleaſure ; but I thought 'em long. K 


Mor. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely ſhare, . 
And Kings the Rudenels of their Joys muſt bear: 2 


But >! 


BZ put I made haſte to ſet my Captive free: 
And thought that Work was only worthy me, 
EZ The Fame of ancient Matrons you purſue ; 
And ftand a blameleſs Pattern to the New. 
have not Words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe : 
But take my Heart, and mold it as you pleaſe. 
Mel. A Tryal of your Kindneſs I muſt make, 
Though not for mine ſo much as Virtue's ſake. 
Tze Queen of Calſimeer —— 

Mor. — No more, my Love; 

That only Suit I beg you not to move. 

That ſhe's in Bonds for Aureng-Zebe I know, 
And ſhould, by my Conſent, continue fo, 

The good old Man, I fear, will Pity ſhow. 

My Father dotes, and let him ſtill dote on; 

e buys his Miſtreſs dearly with his Throne. 
Mel. See her; and then be cruel if you can. 
4 Mor. Tis not with me as with a private Man. 
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| 
: MW Such may be ſway'd by Honour, or by Love; 


But Monarch's only by their Int'reſt move. 
Mel. Heav'n does a Tribute for your Pow'r demand > 
He leaves th' Oppreſt and Poor upon your Hand, 
And thoſe who Stewards of his Pity prove, 
rat, He bleſſes, in return, with publick Love. 
In his diſtreſs ſome Miracle is ſhown : 
If exil'd, Heav'n reſtores him to his Throne. 
He needs no Guard, while any Subject's near: 
„da. Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in Fear: 
ont No Plots tht Alarm to his Retirements give: 
is all Mankind's Concern that he ſhould live. 
Mor. You promis'd Friendſhip in your low Eſtate; 
And ſhould forget it in your better Fate 
Such Maxims are more plauſible than true; 
But ſome what muſt be given to Love and you. 
fe I'll view this Captive Queen, to let her. ſee, 
Pray'rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. [pleas'd,. 
ng: Mel. Vi] bear the News: Heav'n knows how much Pm: 
That, by my Care, th' Afflicted may be cas'd. 
= As ſhe is going if, enter Indamora. 
©. Ind. I'll ſpare your Pains, and venture out alone, 
but Since you, fair Princeſs, my Protection own. 


F 5 But 


* 
TAN 
0 


AURENG-ZEBR. 129 


— - — WE. = * — 
e 


— 
fie A 


* * 5 
Per oa rater 


——— 2 2 pet — — — 1 
2 8 2 ; : - 2 — 
ä — — — ES _ i 
—— ; 
— 
— 


2 
2 
* 


130 Au RENOG-Z EB x. 


But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt find; 
5 [To Morat #nee/ing, who takes ber 1 

In ſaving me, you would but half be kind: 

An humble Suppliant at your Feet I he ; 

You have condemn'd my better Part to die. 

Without my Aureng- Zebe I cannot live; 

Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 

Mel. H Meleſinda in your Love have part, 

Which, to ſuſpe&, would break my tender Heart: 
If Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead, 

By the chaſte Pleaſures of our Nuptial Bed, 

By all the Int'reſt my paſt Suff rings make, 

And all I yet would ſuffer for your ſake ;-. 

By you yourſelf the laſt and deareſt 'Tie —— 

Mor. You move in vain ; for Aureng-Zebe muſt die, 

Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ? 
Nature herſelf is ſentenc'd in your Doom. 

Piety is no more, the ſees her Place 

Uſurp'd by Monſters, and a ſavage Race. 

From her ſoft Eaftern Climes you drive her forth, 
To the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. 

How can our Prophet fuffer you to reign, E 
When he looks down, and fees your Brother ſlain? Z a 
Avenging Furies will your Life purſue: 5 
Think there's a Heav'n, Morat, though not for you. 

Mel. Her Words imprint a Terror on my Mind. 

What if this Death, which is for him deſign'd, 
Had been your Doom, (far be that Augury !)- 
And you, not Aaureng-Zebe, condemn'd to die? 
Weigh well the various 'Turns of human Fate, 

And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure your State. 

Ind. Had Heav'n the Crown for Aureng- Lebe deſign'h Wi 
Pity, for you, had pierc'd his generous Mind, IM 
Pity, does with a noble Nature ſuit : z 
A Brother's Life had ſuffer'd no Diſpute. E: 
All things have Right in Life, our Prophet's Care 
Commands the Beings ev'n cf Brutes to ſpare. Z 
Though Int'reſt his Reſtraint has juſtify'd, E: 
Can Life, and to a Brother, be deny'd? 35 

Mor. All Reaſons, for his Safety urg'd, are weak: WW 
Anl. yet, methinks, "tis Heay'n to hear , | 
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Nel. Tis part of your own Being to invade 
Mor. Nay, if ſhe fail to move, would you perſuade? 
| Turning to Inda. 
My Brother does a glorious Fate purſue. 
] envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been baſe, had he releas'd his Right : 
For ſuch an Empire none but Kings ſhould fight, 
If with a Father he diſputes this Prize, 
My Wonder ceaſes when J ſee theſe Eyes. 
Mel. And can you then deny thoſe Eyes you praiſe ?? 
Can Beauty Wonder, and not Pity raiſe ? 
Mor. Your Interceſſion now is needleſs grown: 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. | 
{Melefinda retires, weeping, to the fide of the Theatre, 
Queen, that you may not fruitleſs Tears employ, 
[Taking Indamora's Hand. 


l bring you News to fill your Heart with Joy: 


Your Lover King of all the Eaſt ſhall reign :. 
For Hureng-Zebe To-morrow ſhall be ſlain. 
Ind. The Hopes you rais'd, you've blaſted with a. 


Breath : [ Starting back. . 


With Triumphs you began, but end with Death. 
Did you not ſay my Lover ſhould be King:? 
Mor. I, in Morat, the beit of Lovers bring. 
For one forſaken both of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a nobler Choice have giv'n: 
My Father, while I pleaſe, a King appears; 
His Pow'r is more declining than his Years.. 
An Emperor and Lover, but in ſhow : 
But you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your Eyes, and Form Divine, 
Submit the Fate of all th' Imperial Line; 
So was it order'd by its wiſe. Decree, . 
That you ſhould find 'em all compriz'd in me. 
Ind. If, Sir, 1 ſeem not diſcompos'd with Rage, 
Feed not your Fancy with a falſe Preſage. 
Farther to preſs your Courtſhip is but vain: 
A cold Refuſal carries more Diſdain. 
Unſettled Virtue ſtormy may appear; 
Honour, like mine, ſerenely is ſevere; 
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132 Au RRNO-Z E BE. 
To ſcorn your Perſon, and reje& your Crown, 
Diſorder not my Face into a Frown. [Turns from hin 
Mor. Your Fortune you ſhould reverently have usd: 
Such Offers are not twice to be refus d. 
I go to Aureng-Zebe, and am in haſte 
For your Commands, they're like to be the laſt. 
Ind. Tell im, 
With my own Death I would his Life redeem ; 
But leſs than Honour both our Lives eſteem, 
Mor. Have you no more? 
Ind. —-———— What ſhall I do or ſay ? 22 
He muſt not in this Fury go away. 
Tell him, I did in vain his Brother move; 
And yet he falſly ſaid, he was in Love. 
Falſly; for had he truly lov'd, at leaſt 
He would have giv'n one Day to my Requeſt. 
Mor. Alittle Vielding may my Love advance: 
She darted from her Eyes a ſidelong Glance, 
fuſt as ſhe ſpoke ; and, like her Words, it flew : 
Seem'd not to beg, what yet ſhe bid me do. 
A Brother, Madam, cannot give a Day; [To her, 
A Servant, and who hopes to merit, may. 
Mel. If, Sir —— [ Coming to hin, 
Mor. No more—lſet Speeches, and a formal Tale, 
With none but Stateſmen and grave Fools prevail. 
Dry up your Tears, and practiſe every Grace, 
That firs the Pageant of your Royal Place. Exil. 
Mel. Madam, the ſtrange Reverſe of Fate you iee: 
Zo Indamora. 
I pity'd you, now you may pity me. [Exit after hin 
Ind. Poor Princeſs ! thy hard Fate I could bcmoan, 
Had I not nearer Sorrows of my own. 
Beauty is ſeldom fortunate, when great: 
A vaſt Eſtate, but overcharg'd with Debt. 
Like thoſe whom Want to Baſeneſs does betray, 
I'm forc'd to flatter him I cannot pay: | 
O would he be content to ſcize the Throne: 
I beg the Life of Jureng-Zebe alone. 
Whom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 
And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. 81 
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Iſtruſt, and Darknefs, of a future State. 

5 Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate. 
th in itfelf, is nothing; but we fear 

To be we know not what, we know not where. 


74s, 


This is the Ceremony of my Fate: 
A parting Treat; and I'm to die in State. 
They. lodge me, as | were the Perſian King: 
And with luxuriant Pomp my Death they bring. 

To him, Nourmahal. 
Nour, T thought, before you drew your lateſt Breath, 
To ſmooth your Paſſage, and to ſoften Death; 
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er, For | would have you, when you upward move, 
| Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above: 
im Nor name me there th' Occaſion of your Fate; 
; Or what my Intereſt does, impute to Hate. 
| Aur. 1 ask not for what End your Pomp's defign'd ; 
Waether Vinſult, or to compoſe my Mind: 
xi I mark'd it not; 
8 5. knowing Death would ſoon th Aſſault begin, 
"7a, Stood firm collected in my Strength within: 
in. E To guard that Breach did all my Forces guide, 
an, And left unmann'd the quiet Senſes fide. 


D Nour. Becauſe Morat from me his Being took, 
: All I can ſay will much ſuſpected look: 

is little to confeſs, your Fate I grieve; 

x ver more than you would eaſily believe. 

| Aur. Since my inevitable Death you know, 

| You ſafely unavailing Pity ſhow : 

| Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 

= Her. You made my Liberty your late Requeſt ; 
* no Return due from a grateful Brealt ? 
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I grow impatient, till I find ſome way 
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Great Offices, with greater, to repay. | 

Hur. When I conſider Life, 'tis all a Cheat; 
Yet, fool'd with Hope, Men favour the Deceit ; 
Truſt on, and think 'To-morrow will repay : 

To- morrow's falſer than the former Day; 

Lies worſe ; and while it ſays, We ſhall be bleſt 
With ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 
Strange Cozenage! none would live paſt Years agai, 
Yet all hope Pleaſure in what yet remain; 

And, from the Dregs of Life, think to receive 
What the firſt ſprightly Running could not give. 
I'm tir'd with waiting for this Chymick Gold, 
Which fools us young, and beggars us when old. 

Neur. Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue ; 

It pays our Hopes with ſomething ſtill that's new: 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd before; 

Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
Did you but know what Je your Way attend, 
You would not hurry to your journey's End. 

Aur. I need not haſte the End of Life to meet; 
The Precipice is juſt beneath my Feet. 

Nour. Think not my Senſe of Virtue is ſo ſmall : 
I'll rather leap down firit, and break your Fall. 

My Aureng-Zebe (may J not call you fo ? 

[Taking him by the Hail, 
Behold me now no longer for your Foe ; 
I am. not, cannot be your Enemy: 
Look, is there any Malice in my Eye? 
Pray fit [ Buth fit 
That Diſtance ſhews too much ReſpeR; or Fear, 
Yow'll find no Danger in approaching near. 

Aur. Forgive th' Amazement of my doubtful State: 
This Kindneſs from the Mother of Morat“ | 
Or is't ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 

Who takes that Shape, to make my Wonder more! 
Neur. Think me your better Genius in Diſguiſe; 
Or any thing that more may charm your Eyes. 
Your Guardian Angel never could excel = 
In Care, nor could he love his Charge ſo well. 
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Aur, Whence can proceed ſo wonderful a Change ? 
Nour. Can Kindneſs to Deſert, like yours, be ſlrange ? 


W kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty'd ; 
Por noble Souls in Nature are ally'd. 


6: | ſaw with what a Brow you brav'd your Fate; 
vet with what Mildneſs bore your Father's Hate. 


= 


My Virtoe, like a String, wound up by Art. 
To the ſame Sound, when yours was touch'd, took part, 
E At diftance ſhook, and trembled at my Heart. 


gur. Il not complain, my Father is unkind, 


5 Since ſo much Pity from a Foe | find. 
& Juſt Heav'n reward this AQ. 


Maur. Tis well the Debt no payment does demand, 


Vou turn me over to another Hand. 
But happy, happy ſhe, | 


and. 


ate! 
ore! 
Fl ut : 


And with the Bleſs'd above to be compar'd, 

> Whom you yourſelf would, with yourſelf, reward: 
Ihe greateſt, nay, the faireſt of her Kind, 
Would envy her that Blifs which you deſign'd. 


Aur, Great Princes thus, when Favourites they raiſe, 


To jukity their Grace, their Creatures praiſe. 


Neur. As Love the nobleſt Paſſion we account, 
So to the higheſt Object it ſnould mount. 
It ſhows you brave when mean Deſires you ſhun. 
An Fagle cnly can behold the Sun: 
And ſo muſt you; if yet Preſage Divine 
There be in Dreams, or was't a Viſion mine? 
Aur. Of me ? 
Nour, 


Oſicious Cupidas, hov'ring o'er your Head, 
9 S 


Held Myrtle Wreaths; beneath your Feet were ſpread 


What Sweet ſoe'er Sabean Springs diſcloſe, 
Our [ndian Jaſmine, or the Syrian Roſe ; 

The wanton Miniſters around you ſtrove 

For Service, and. inſpir'd their Mother's Love: 
Cloſe by your ſide, and languiſhing, ſhe lies, 


Wich bluſhing Cheeks, hort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes; 


Upon your Breaſt ſupinely lay her Head, 
Wale, on your Face, her famiſh'd Sight ſhe fed. 


Then. 


And who could elſe employ my Thought? 
T cream'd, your Love was by Love's Goddeſs ſought; 
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Then, with a Sigh, into theſe Words ſhe broke, 
(And gather'd humid Kiſſes as ſhe . 
Dull, * ingrateful ! muſt [ offer Love? 
Deſir'd of Gods, and envy'd ev'n by Joe 
And doſt thou Ignorance or Fear pretend ? 
Mean Soul! and dar'ſt not glorioully offend ? 
Then, preſſing thus his Hand 
Ning uy, 


Aur. I'll hear no more. 
*Twas impious to have underſtood before: 
And I, *till now, endeavour'd to miſtake 
Th“ inceſtuous Meaning, which too plain you make. 
Neur. And why this Niceneſs to that Pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her Joys in one; 
Gives all ſhe can, and lab'ring ſtill to give, 
Makes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live: 
So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 
And Thought itſelf does, for the time, lie dead; 
Till, like a String ſcrew'd up with eager Haſte, 
It breaks, and is too exquiſite to laſt ? 
Aur. Heav'ns! can you this, without juſtVengeancehex? 
When will you thunder, if it now be clear? 
Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſeize: 
J, too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. 
Neur. Cuſtom our native Royalty does awe ;. 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law: 
For whoſoever the firft Lovers were. 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecoad Pair, 
And doubled, by their Love, their Piety. 
Aur. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous Climate fly, 
Which only Brutes in human Form does yield, 
And Man grows wild in Nature's common Field, 
Who eat their Parents, Piety pretend ; 
Yet there no Sons their ſacred Bed aſcend. 
To vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chuſe; 
And, in your Inceſt, your Adult'ry loſe, 
Nour. In vain this baughty Fury you have ſhown. 
How I adore a Soul ſo like my own | 
You muſt be mine, that you may learn to live ; - 


Know Joys, which only ſhe who loves can give. 1 
Ner 
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For think that Action you upbraid, fo ill: 
am not chang'd; I love my Huſband ſtill; 
Pot love him as he was, when youthful Grace, 
and the firſt Down began to ſhade his Face: 
Erhat Image does my Virgin- flames renew, 
and all your Father ſhines more bright in you. 
Aur. In me a Horror of myſelf you raiſe; 
1. Cors'd by your Love, and blaſted by your Praiſe, 
boo find new ways to proſecute my Fate; 
and your leaſt-guilty Paſſion was your Hate. 
our. I beg my Death, if you can Love deny. 
by (Offering him a Dagger. 
Aur. TIl grant you nothing; no, not ev'n to die. 
Mur. Know then, you are not half ſo kind as J. 
. [Stamps with her Feor. 
EFner Mutes, ſome with Swords drawn, one with a Cap. 
rou've choſen, and may now repent too late. 
Behold th' Effect of what you wiſh'd, my Hate. ; 
3 [Taking the Cup to preſent bim. 
his Cup, a Cure for both our Ills has brought: 
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 
= Aur, All muſt be Poiſon which can come from thee ; 


vn, 


ar? 


Y [ Receiving it from her. 
But this the leaſt, T' immortal Liberty 

Tais firſt I pour — like dying Socrates ; 

3 [Spriling a Artle of its 
© Grim though he be, Death pleaſes when he frees. 

1 As he is going to arink, Enter Morat attended. 


% r. Make not ſuch haſte, you muſt my Leiſure ſtay: 
N Tour Fate's deferr'd, you ſhall not die To-day. 
„ | [Taking the Cup from bim. 
Mur. What fooliſh Pity has poſſeſs'd your Mind, 
To alter what your Prudence once deſign'd ? 
er. What if I pleaſe to lengthen out his Date 
A Day, and take a Pride to cozen Fate? 
our. "Twill not be ſafe to let him live an Hour. 
Mor. VIldo't, to ſhow my Arbitrary Pow'r. 
H Nour, Fortune may take him from your Hands again, 
N I And you repent th' Occation loſt in vain, 


1 
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Mor. I ſmile at what your Female Fear foreſees: 
I'm in Fate's Place, and diate her Decrees. . 
Let Arimant be call'd. [ Exit ene of his Attendm 

Aur. Give me the Poiſon, and PII] end your Strife: 
I hate to keep a poor precarious Life. 
Would I my Safety on bafe Terms receive, 
Know, Sir, I could have liv'd without your Leave, 
But thoſe T could accuſe, I can forgive: 
By my diſdainful Silence, let 'em live. 

Nour, What am I, that you dare to bind my Har) 

[To Mor. 
So low, I've not a Murder at command! 
Can you not one poor Life to her afford, 
Her who gave up whole Nations to your Sword ? 
And from th' Abundance of whoſe Soul and Heat, 
TH O'erflowing ſerv'd to make your Mind ſo great! 

Mor. What did that Greatneſs in a Woman's Mind 
III lodg'd, and weak to act what is deſign'd? 
Pleaſure's your Portion, and your ſlothful Eaſe: 1 
When Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe. in 
Soften his angry Hours with ſervile Care, F 
And when he calls, the ready Feaſt prepare. 
From Wars, and from Affairs of State abſtain ; 
Women emaſculate a Monarch's Reign ; 
And murmuring Crouds, who ſee *em ſhine with Gold 
That Pomp, as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold, 

Neur. Rage choaks my Words: Tis Womanly to 

weep : Alt. 
In my ſwoll'n Breaſt my cloſe Revenge I'll keep; 
I'll watch his tender'ſt Part, and there ſtrike deep. Exit. 

Aur. Your ſtrange Proceeding does my Wonder mot 
Yet ſeems not to expreſs a Brother's Love. 
Say to what Cauſe my reſcu'd Life 1 owe. Kon 

Mor. If what you aſk would pleaſe, you ſhould 
But ſince that Knowledge, more than Death, will gie 
Krow, Indamora gain d you this Reprieve. [Chang 

Aur, And whence had the the Pow'r to work el 

Mor. The Pow'r of Beauty is not new or ſtrange. 
Should ſhe command me more, I could obey; 
But ber Requeſt was bounded with a Day, 1 
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le that; and, if you'll ſpare my farther Crime, 1 
kind, and grieve to Death againſt your Time. | ö | 
ndan, | | Enter Arimant. \ 
nf: N emove this Pris'ner to ſome ſafer Place: #4 
Ne has, for Indamora's ſake, found Grace: 1 
nd from my Mother's Rage muſt guarded be, 1 
rin you receive a new Command from me. hi 
uin. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtill, 4 
| ud make me Slave to every Rival's Will. LAlide. F 
Tand! Air. How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy 
Mora Vith your Contempt, and her Inconſtancy ! 
For a few Hours my whole Content 1 pay: 
BY ou ſhall not force on me another Day. 
E I Exit avith Arimant. 
| U Enter Melefinda. 
a WT / 1 have been ſeeking you this Hour's long ſpace, 
Mind] W nd fear'd to find you in another Place; 
But fince you're here, my Jealouſy grows leſs: 
WY ou will be kind to my Unworthineſs. 
What hall I fay ? J love to that degree, 
ach Glance another way is robb'd from me. 
Abſence, and Priſons, I could bear again; 
Put fink, and die, beneath your leaſt Diſdain. 
Gall = Mor. Why do you give your Mind this needleſs Care, 
and for yourſelf, and me, new Pains prepare! 
1 be er approv'd this Paſſion, in Exceſs ; 
ö F Bt you would ſhow your Love, diftruſt me leſs, 
jt hate to be purſu'd from Place to Place: 
_. | leet, at each turn, a ſtale domeſtick Face. 
* ' Approach of Jealouſy Love cannot bear, 
oY Hle's wild, and ſoon on wing, if watchful Eyes come near. 
1 Mel. From your lov'd Preſence how can 1 depart ? 
14 0 . ly Eyes purſue the Object of my Heart. 
ner Mor, You talk as if it were our Bridal Night; 
a. ondness is ſtill th Effect of new Delight; 
en nd Marriage but the Pleaſure of a Day: 
5 be Metal's baſe, the Gilding worn away. 
% . | fear Pm guilty of ſome great Offence, 
nc that has bred this cold Indifference. | 
mo Mor. The greateſt in the World to Fleſh and Blood: 
ou fondly love much longer than you oOuld. 
4 Mel. 
1 — _ 
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Mel. If that be all which makes your Diſcontent, WE 
Of ſuch a Crime I never can repent. | 

Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I ſhy: 
And bring coarſe Fare, when Appetite 1s gone ? 

Mel. Why did I not in Priſon die, before 
My fatal Freedom made me ſuffer more ? 

I had been pleas'd to think I dy'd for you, 
And doubly pleas'd, becauſe you then were true: 
'Then I had Hope; but now, alas, have none. 

Mor. You ſay you love me; let that Love be ſhow 
*T is in your Power to make my Happineſs. 

Mel. Speak quickly: To command me is to blek, 

Mor. To Indamera you my Suit mult move: 
You'll ſure fpeak kindly of the Man you love. 

Mel. Oh! rather let me periſh by your Hand, 
Than break my Heart, by this unkind Command: 
Think 'tis the only one I could deny; 

And that 'tis harder to refuſe than die. 

Try, if you pleaſe, my Rival's Heart to win; 
Fit bear the Pain, but not promote the Sin. 
You own whate'er Perfections Man can boat, 
And if ſhe view you with my Eyes, ſhe's Tot. 

Mor. Here I renounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties: 

 Henceforward live a Stranger to my Eyes: 

When I appear, fee you avoid the Place, 

And haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 
Mel. Hard as it is, I this Command obey, 

And haſte, while I have Life, to go away: 

In pity ſtay ſome Hours, till I am dead, 

That blameleſs you may court my Rival's Bed. 
My hated Face l'il not preſume to ſnow; 

Yet I may watch your Steps where-e'er you go. 
Unſeen, I'll gaze; and with my lateſt Breath | 
Bleſs, while I die, the Author of my Death, [Fen 

Enter Emperor. 


Emp. When your Triumphant Fortune high appeits W 
What Cauſe can draw theſe unbecoming Tears! Y 
Let Chearfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, T 


And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. 1 
Mel. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately ſmile 
doubt a Foe ſo newly reconcil'd. va 
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u ſaw but Sorrow in its waning Form, 
W working Sea remaining from a Storm; 
ben the now weary Waves roul o'er the Deep, | 
Bd faintly murmur ere they fall aſleep. | 
nb. Your inward Griefs you ſmother in your Mind; | 
at Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind. 1 
Ir. Let Fame be buſy where ſfie has to do: | 

ell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show. 1 
ET of Tales are fit to fill the People's Ears; 1 
lonarchs, unqueſtion'd, move in higher Spheres, ig 
Mel. Believe not Rumour, but yourſelf; and ſee 4 
ne Kindneſs 'twixt my plighted Lord and me. 1 
5 King Morat. | ; 


his is our State; thus happily we live; 
ET heſe are the Quarrels which we take and give. 

had no other way to force a Kiſs. [ide to Morat. 
Porgive my laſt Farewel to you and Bliſs. [ Exit, 
En. Your haughty Carriage ſhows too much of Scorn, 
And Love, like hers, deſerves not that Return. 

Ir. You'll pleaſe to leave me Judge of what I do, 
And not examine by the outward Show. 

our Uſage of my Mother might be good: 

adg'd it not. 

Enp. — — Nor was it fit you ſhould. 

= Mr, Then, in as equal Balance weigh my Deeds, 

= Enp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds, 
Poppoſe (what 11 not grant) Injuſtice done; 

Bs judging me the Duty of a Son? | 

Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor: 

BY ou cancell'd Duty when you gave me Pow'r. 

your own Actions on your Will you ground, 

line ſhall hereafter know no other Bound. 

N hat meant you when you call'd me to a Throne? 
Vas it to pleaſe me with a Name alone: 

np. Twas that Ithought your Gratitude would know 
hat to my partial Kindneſs you did owe: 1 
bat what your Birth did to your Claim deny, . 
our Merit of Obedience might ſupply. propoſe; | 
= or. To your own Thoughts ſuch Hopes you might | 
at! took Empire not on Terms like thole. | > A! 
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Of Buſineſs you complain'd ; now take your Eaſe; 
Enjoy whate'er decrepid Age can pleaſe: 

Eat, ſlee p, and tell long "Tales ot what you were 

In Flow'r of Youth, it any one wall hear. [ſurpriy 

Emp. Pow'r, like new Wine, does your weak But 
And its mad Fumes, in hot Diſcourſes, riſe ; 

But Time theſe giddy Vapours will remove; 
Mean while I'll taſte the tober Joys of Love. 

Mor. You cannot love, nor Pleaſures take, or give; 
Bur Life begin, when 'tis too late to live. 
On a tir'd Courſer you purſue Delight, 

Let ſlip your Morning, and ſet out at Night. 
If you have liv'd, take thanktully tae paſt: 
Make, as you can, the ſweet Remembrance laſt. 
If you have not enjoy'd what Youth could give, 


But Life ſunk through you like a leaky Sieve, ad 
Accuſe yourſeif you liv'd not while you might; o 
But, in the Captive Queen reſign your Right. 3 
I've now relclv'd to fill your uſeleis Place; 3 
Fll take that Poſt, to cover your Diſgrace, s 
And love her, for the Honour of my Race. War 
Emp. Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear, Wy. 
Nor art that Monſter which thou wouldit appear: i 
But do not wantonly my Paſſion move; he 
I pardon nothing that relates to Love. Phe 
My Fury does, like jealous Forts, purſue N 
With Death, ev'n Strangers who but come to view. Wt 7 
Mor. I did not only view, bu: will invade : Wc: 


Could you ſhed Venom from your reverend Shade, 
Like Irces, beneath whoſe Arms *tis Death to ſlcep; 
Did rolling Thunder your fenc'd Fortreſs keep, 

'i hence would I inatch my Semele, like Jove, 

And 'midſt the dreadful Wrack enjoy my Love. 
Emp. Have I for this, ungratetul as thou art, 
When Right, when Nature, ſtruggled in my Heart; 
When Heav'n call'd on me for thy Brother's Claim, 

Broke all, and ſully'd my unſpotted Fame ? 

Wert thou to Empire, by my Baſeneſs, brought, 
And would'it thou raviſh what fo dear 1 bought? 
Dear! for mv Conſcience and its Peace 1 gave: 


Why was my Reaſon made my Paſſion's Slove ? 
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ce Heav'n's Juſtice; thus the Pow'rs Divine 

F ay Crimes with Crimes, and puniſh mine for thine, 
ler. Crimes let them pay, and puniſh as they pleaſe ; 
bat Pow'r makes mine, by Pow'r J mean to ſeize. 
ice tis to that they their own Greatneſs owe 

Above, why ſhould they queſtion mine below? [ Exit. 
En. Prudence, thou vainly in our Youth art ſought, 
And with Age purchas'd art too dearly bought: 13 4.18 
B/c're paſt the uſe of Wit, for which we toll; 7 
Nate Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil. | 
y Stock of Fame is Javiſh'd and decay'd ; 

No Profit of the vaſt Profuſion made. 

Woo late my Folly I repent; I know 

iy Aureng-Lebe would ne'er have us'd me ſo, 

Put, by his Ruin, I prepar'd my own: 

And, like a naked Tree, my Shelter gone, 

No Winds and Winter- ſtorms muſt ſtand expos'd alone. 
3 [ Ext. 


ivez 


3 


Euter Aureng-Zebe and Arimant. 

& Zim, Give me not Thanks, which I will ne'er deſerve; 
. . . 

But know, tis for a noble Price I ſerve. 

By Indamora's Will you're hitherbrought: 

all my Reward in her Command I ſought. 

The reſt your Letter tells you. See, like Light, i 
Phe comes, and I muſt vaniſh, like the Night. { Exzr, 1 
3 Enter Indamora. 4 


Ind. Tis now, that I begin to live again: mt 


Wicav'ns, I forgive you all my Fear and Pain: : | 
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ince | behold my Aureng-Jebe appear, 

W couid not buy him at a Price too dear. 
lis Name alone afforded me Relief, 111 
Ekepeated as a Charm to cure my Grief. 4 
I that lov'd Name did, as ſome God, invoke, | 1 
And printed Kiſſes on it while I ſpoke. 4 
& £ur. Short Eaſe ; but long, long Pains from you J find: 6 0 
Iealth, to my Eyes; but Poiſon, to my Mind. 
Why are you made ſo excellently fair? 1 
So much above what other Beauties are, 9 
That, ev'n in Curſing, you new form my Breath ; \ 

Aud make me bleſs thole Eyes which give me —_—_ 7 I! 
5 tk 5 1 . 
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Ind. What Reaſon for your Curſes can you find: 
My Eyes your Conqueſt, not your Death, deſignud. nt! 
If they offend, 'tis that they are too kind. . 

Aur. The Ruins they have wrought, you will not ſee 
Too kind they are, indeed, but not to me. 

Ind. Think you, baſe Intereſt Souls like mine, en 
Or that, for Greatneſs, I can Love betray ? 1 
No, Aureng-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 

And l'm too Noble but to give a Part. 

Your Father, and an Empire! Am I known 
No more ? Or have ſo weak a Judgment ſhown, 
In chuſing you, to change you for a Throne ? 

Aur. How, witha Truth, you woulda Falſhood —_ 
"Tis not my Father's Love you have deſign'd; 
Your Choice 1s fix'd where youth and Pow'r are join'd.\ 

Ind. Where Youth and Pow'rare join'd ! has hea Nane! 

Aur. You would be told; you glory in your Shane: 
There's Muſick in the Sound; and to provoke. 
Your Pleaſure more, by me it mult be ſpoke. 
Then, then it raviſhes, when your pleas'd Ear 
The Sound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
Morat's the Name your Heart leaps up to meet, 
While Aureng-ZLebe lies dying at your Feet. 

ind. Who told you this? 5 

Aur. Are you ſo loſt to Shame ? 
rat, Murat, Morat You love the Name 
So well, your ev'ry Queſtion ends in that; 

You force me ſtill ro anſwer you, Morat. 
rat, who beſt could tell what you reveal'd ; 
Morat, too proud to keep his Joy conceal'd. 

Ind. Howe'er unjuſt your Jealouſy appear, 

It ſhows the Joſs, of what you love, you fear; 
And does my Pity, not my Anger move : 

Fil fond it, as the froward Child of Love. 

Jo ſhow the Truth of my unalter'd Breaſt, 

Know, that your Life was giv'n at my Requeſt : 
At leaſt repriev'd. When Heav'n deny'd you Aid, 
She brought it; ſhe, whoſe Falſhood you upbraid. 

Aur. And" tis by that you would your Falſhood hic: 
Had you not a:k'd, How happy had I dy'd ! 


ä 


Accuri 
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; q Accurſt Reprieve! not to prolong my Breath, 
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i, id brought a ling'ring, and more painful Death. 


— 
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f have not liv'd ſince firſt J heard the News; 
Z The Gift the guilty Giver does accuſe. 
W You knew the Price, and the Requeſt did move, 


n That you might pay the Ranſom with your Love. 
wa 7:4. Your Accuſation muſt, I ſee, take place; 


And am I guilty, infamous, and baſe? _ 

Ar. If you are falſe, thoſe Epithets are ſmall ; 
W You're then the Things, the Abſtract of em all. 
And you are falſe : You promis'd him your Love. 
No other Price a Heart fo hard could move. 

Do not I know him? Could his brutal Mind 

he wrought upon? Could he be uſt, or kind ? 


W 
F 


N 


* 
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'4.) E infultingly, he made your Love his Boaſt; 
ame! Gare me my Life, and told me what it coſt. 
ame; Speak; anſwer. I would fain yet think you true: 


Five ; and I'll not believe myſelf, but you. 
Tell me you love; I' pardon the Deceit, 


R 


FL 


And, to be fool'd, myſelf aſſiſt the Cheat. 

ud. No; 'tis too late: I have no more to ſay. 

it you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. 

aur. I would not; but your Crimes too plain appear: 
E Nay, ev'n that 1 ſhould think you true, you fear. 

3 Did U not tell you, I would be deceiv'd ? 

lad. I'm not concern'd to have my Truth beliey'd. 

E You would be cozen'd ! would affiſt the Cheat! 

hut I'm too plain to join in the Deceit: 

Im pleas'd you think me falſe 
And, whatfoe'er my Letter did pretend, 

made this Meeting for no other End. 

I Aur. Kill me not quite, with this Indifference, 
When you are guiltleſs, boaſt not an Offence. 

=! know you better than yourſelf you kn.] : 

ww Heart was true, but did ſome F railty ſhow : 

a promis'd him your Love, that I might live: 

Bat promis'd what you never meant to give. 

bead, was't not fo ? confeſs ; I can forgive. 

= 1:4. Forgive! what dull Excuſes you prepare! 

* It your Thoughts of me were worth my Care. 

4 Vol. IV. (3 Aur. 
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Aur, Ah, Traitreſs! Ah Ingrate ! Ah faithle Mau 
Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind! | Þ 
Nature took care to dreſs you up for Sin: 
Adorn'd, without; unfinifh'd left, within. 
Hence, by no judgment you your Loves direct; 
Talk much, ne'er think, and ſtill the Wrong affeq, 
So much Self-love in your Compoſure's mix'd, 
That Love to others ſtill remains unfix'd: 
Greatneſs, and Noiſe, and Show, are your Delight; 
Vet wiſe Men love you, in their own deſpight: 
And, finding in their native Wit no Eaſe, 
Are forc'd to put your Folly on, to pleaſe, 
Ina. Now you ſhall know what Cauſe you have to Ray, 
But to increaſe your Fury, not aſſuage: f 
1 found the Way your Brother's Heart to move, 
Yet promis'd not the leaſt Return of Love. 
His Pride and brutal Fierceneſs I abhor ; 
But ſcorn your mean Suſpicions of me more. 
] ow'd my Honour and my Fame this Care: 
Know what your Folly loſt you, and deſpair. 
[Turning from lin 
Aur. Too cruelly your Innocence you tell; 
Show Heav'n, and damn me to the Pit of Hell. 
Now I believe you; *tis not yet too late: 
You may forgive, and put a Stop to Fate: 
Save me, juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe : | She froun 
How can you look with ſuch relentleſs Eyes ? 
Or let your Mind by Penitence be mov'd, 
Or I'm reſolv'd to think you never lov'd. 
You are not clear'd, unleſs you Mercy' ſpeak ; 
V1} think you took th* Occaſion thus to break. 
Ind. Small Jealouſies, 'tis true, inflame Deſire; 
Too great, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire: 
Vet I did love you, till ſuch Pains I bore, 
That I dare truſt myſelf and you no more. 
Let me not love you; but here end my Pain, 
Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. 
Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 
And ſafely can unlade my Breaſt of Love; 
Quiet, and calm: Why ſhould I then go back, 
Jo tempt the ſecond Hazard of a Wrack? 
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Au. Behold the ſe dy ing Eyes, ſee their ſubmiſſive Awe; 

Vrpeſe Tears, which fear of Death could never draw: 

leard you that Sigh ? from my heav'd Heart it paſt, 

WA nd ſaid, if you forgive not, tis my laſt. | 

Love mounts, and rolls about my ſtormy Mind, 

WT ike Fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind, 

WOh, I could ſtifle you, with eager Haſte ! 5 

WDevour your Kiſſes with my hungry Taſte! 

ER uh on you! eat you! wander o'er each Part, 

Raving with Pleaſure, ſnatch you to my Heart! 

Then hold you off, and gaze! then, with new Rage, 
Wnvade you, till my conſcious Limbs preſage , 

Rave . orrents of Joy, which all their Banks o'erflow ! 

So loſt, ſo bleſt, as I but then could know! 

nd. Be no more jealous. [Giving him her Hand, 

ur. Give me Cauſe no more: 

be Danger's greater after, than before, 

If L relapſe; to cure my Jealouſy, 

et me (for that's the eaſieſt parting) die. 


Id. My Life! | 
n in, Aur. My Soul! 
a. My All that Heav'n can give! 
EDcath's Life with you; without you, Death to live. 
. Te them, Arimant, haſtily, 
E 4rim. Oh, we are loſt, beyond all human Aid! 
rows. Khe Citadel is to Morat betray'd. | 
El ic Traitor, and the Treaſon, known too late; 
he falſe 4bas deliver'd up the Gate; 
un, while I ſpeak, we're compaſs'd round with Fate; 
he Valiant cannot fight, or Coward fly ; | 
hut doth in undiſtinguiſh'd Crouds muſt die. 
3 WW. 4 Then my Prophetick Fears are come to paſs : 
Wlorat was always bloody; now, he's baſe : 
And has ſo far in Uſurpation gone, 
ile will by Parricide ſecure the Throne. 
3 To them, the Emperor. 
Emp. Am I fotfaken, and betray'd, by all? 
Not one brave Man dare, with a Monarch, fall? 


Linh 


1 hen, welcome Death, to cover my Diſgrace; 
[ would not live to reign o'er ſuch a Race. 
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My Aureng-Zebe ! [Seing Aurenp.2t, 

But thou no more art mine: my Cruelty 

Has quite deſtroy*d the Right I had in thee. 

; .ve been baſe, 

.aſe ev'n to him from whom ] did receive FH 

A!] taat a Son could to a Parent give: n 

8chold me puniſh'd in the ſelf- ſame kind, I 

Th' Ungrateful does a more Ungrateful find, 

Aur. Accuſe yourſelf no more ; you could not he 
Ungrateful: Could commit no Crime to me: 

J only mourn my yet uncancell'd Score: 

You put me paſt the Pow'r of paying more : 

That, that's my Grief, that I can only grieve, 

And bring but Pity, where I would relieve; 

For had I yet ten thouſand Lives to pay, 

The mighty Sum ſhould go no other way, 

Emp. Can you forgive me ? *tis not fit you ſhould, 
Why will you be fo excellently good? : 
*T'will ſtick too black a Brand upon my Name: ©) 
The Sword is needleſs ; I ſhall die with Shame. 4 
What had my Age to do with Love's Delight, 

Shut out from all Enjoyments but the Sight? 

Arim. Sir, you forget the Danger's imminent; 
This Minute is not for Excuſes lent. 

Emp. Diſturb me not 
How can my lateſt Hour be better ſpent ? 

To reconcile myſelf to him is more, 

Than to regain all I poſſeſs'd before. 

Empire, and Life are now not worth a Pray'r; 

His Love, alone, deſerves my dying Care. 
Aur. Fighting for you, my Death will glorious it 
Ind. Seek to preſerve yourſelf, and live for me. 
Arim. Loſe then no farther Time, 

Heav'n has inſpir'd me with a ſudden Thought, 

Whence your unhop'd for Safety may be wrought, 

Though with the Hazard of my Blood 'tis bought, 

But, ſince my Life can ne'er be fortunate, 

*Tis ſo much Sorrow well redeem'd from Fate. 

You, Madam, muſt retire ; 

Your Beauty is its own Security, 
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Ind leave the Conduct of the reſt to me. 

WGlory will crown my Life, if I ſucceed ; 

r not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. [Alde. 
Air. My Father's kind; and, Madam, you forgive; 
Were Heav'n fo pleas'd, I now could with to live. 
And, I ſhall live. | | 

With Glory and with Love, at once, I burn: 

feel th' inſpiring Heat, and abſent God return, [Ex. 
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I HE Night ſeems doubled with the Fear fhe brings, 
1 And o'er the Citadel new ſpreads her Wings. 
be Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 

And all her early Fires again go out. 

E Shouts, Cries and Groans, firſt pierce my Ears, and then 
A Flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 

Y And ſhows me Arms. and Wounds, and dying Men. 
Ah, ſhould my Aureng-Zebe be fighting there, 

And envious Winds diſtinguiſh'd to my Ear 

His dying Groans, and his laſt Accents bear! 
= To Her, Morat, attended. 

Mor. The bloody Bus'neſs of the Night is done, 

I And, in the Citadel, an Empire won, : | 
Our Swords ſo wholly did the Fates employ, 38; 
That they, at length, grew weary to deſtroy : +1} 
3 Refus'd the Work we brought; and, out of breath. 1 
lade Sorrow and Deſpair attend for Death, 19 
Y But what of all my Conquett can I boaſt ? | 
My haughty Pride, before your Eyes, is loſt : 
. And Victory but gains me to preſent | 1 
bat Homage, Which our Eaſtern World has (ent, | 
= Und. Your Victory, alas, begets my Fears: 4 
Can you not then triumph without my Tears 2 
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150 Au RENG-Z ERBE. 
Reſolve me; (for you know my Deſtiny FE 
In Aureng-Zebe's) ſay, Do I live, or die? ao 


Mor, Urg'd by my Love, by Hope of Empire 6 Wh: C 
"Tis true, I have perform'd what both requir'd : F; 
What Fate decreed ; for when great Souls are giv'n, 
They bear the Marks of Sov'reignty from Heav'n, 5 
My elder Brothers my Fore-runners came; oo 
Rough-draughts of Nature, ill deſign'd, and lame: ro 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms never made to bear; Mea 
Till I came, finiſh'd ; her laſt- labour'd Care. * 
Ind. This Prologue leads to your ſocceeding Sin: Ibo. 
Blood ended what Ambition did begin. 3 
Mor. Twas rumor'd, but by whom I cannot tel, Wu 


. 1: 


My Father's *ſcap'd'from out the Citadel ; 8 / 
My Brother too may live. Wi + 
Ind. — He may! Ane 
Mar. —————— He muſt: Th 


I kill'd him not: And a leſs Fate's unjuſt, 
Heav'n owes it me, that I may fill his Room; 
A Phœnix-Lover, riſing from his Tomb. 
In whom you'll loſe your Sorrows for. the Dead ; 
More warm, more, fierce, and fitter for your Bed. E 
Ind. Should I from Aureng-Zebe my Heart divide, ), . 
To love a Monſter, and a Parricide ? | .- 
Theſe Names your ſwelling Titles cannot hide. V 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe; MW 
But to our Thoughts, what Edict can give Law: Ar 
Ev'n you yourſelf, to your own Breaſt, ſhall tell 
Your Crimes; and your own Conſcience be your Hell 
Mor. What Bus'neſs has my Conſcience with a Crown! 
She ſinks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth ſhould fail, I'Il buſy her with Cares: 
Silence her clamorous Voice with louder Wars: | 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright her from the Throne A 


As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab'ring Moon. V 

Ind. Repell'd by theſe, more eager ſhe will grow; Wm 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bow: We 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait; au 
Examine how you came by all your State ; . 


Upbraid your impious Pomp; and, in your Ear, 
Will hellow, Rebel, Tyrant, Murderer, y 
| Ou! 
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ur ill got Pow'r wan Looks and Care ſhall bring: 
own but by Diſcontent to be a King. 

e Crouds afraid, yet anxious when alone: 

Fou'll ſit and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 

W 1/7, Birth-right's a vulgar Road to Kingly Sway; 
en dull-gor elder Brother's way. 

WD:opt from above, he lights into a Throne; 

Pros of a Piece with that he fits upon, | 
eav'n's Choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 
at who by Force a Scepter does obtain, | 

Shows he can govern that which he could gain. 

Right comes of courſe, whate'er he was before ; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. | | 
Ind. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make, 
As ev'ry ſtronger Pow'r has right to take: 

and Parricide will ſo deform your Name, 

ET hat diſpoſſeſſing you will give a Claim. 

EW ho next Uſurps, will a juſt Prince appear; 

Po much your Ruin will his Reign endear. 

Mor. I without Guilt, would mount the Royal Scat; 
hut yet 'tis neceſſary to be Great. 

Ind. All Greatneſs is in Virtue underſtood: 

Lis only neceſſary to be Good. 

ell me, what is't at which great Spirits aim, 

What moſt yourſelf defire ? 

Mor. —— Renown and Fame, : 
And Pow'r, as uncontroll'd as is my Will. 
nd. How you confound Deſires of Good and III! 
For true Renown is ſtill with Virtue join'd ; 

| Bat Luſt of Pow'r let's looſe th'unbridl'd Mind. 
Yours 1s a Soul irregularly Great, 

Which wanting Temper, yet abounds with Heat: 
o ſtrong, yet ſo unequal Pulſes beat. | 

% Sun which does, through Vapours, dimly ſhine ; 
= What Pity 'tis you are not all Divine! 


New moulded, thorough light'ned, and a Breaſt 
80 pure, to bear the laſt ſevereſt Teſt; 
Fit to command an Empire you ſhould gain 


* Virtue, and without a Bluſh to reign, 
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Mor. You ſhow me ſomewhat I ne'er learnt before; 
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Doubtful in Mifts ; which, like inchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, beſore tis fully found. 

Ind. Dare to be Great, without a Guilty Crown; 
View it, and lay the bright Temptation down: 
Tis baſe to ſeize on all, becauſe you may: 
That's Empire, that which I can. give away: 
There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
When you bid Fortune carry back her Bribe: 

A Joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte; 
A fame, which will to endleſs Ages laſt. 

Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain, I courted long 
And full purſu'd 'em, though directed wrong. 
In Hazard, and in Toils, J heard they lay; 
Sk1l'd farther than the Coaſt, but miſs'd my Way: 
Now you have giv'n me Virtue for my Guide; 
And, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pride. 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue; 
] quit all other Claims but thoſe to you. 

Ind. Oh be not juſt by halves! pay all you owe: 
Think there's a Debt to Meleſinda too. 
To leave no Blemiſh on your After-Life, 
Reward the Virtue of a ſuff ring Wife. 


Mor. To Love, once paft, I cannot backward move; 


Call Yeſterday again, and I may love. 
*T'was not for nothing 1 the Crown reſign'd; 
J till muſt own a mercenary Mind: 
J, in this Venture, double Gains purſue, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you, 
To them, Aſapa Chan. 
Now, what Succeſs ? does Aureng-Zebe yet live 
Aſaph. Fortune has giv'n you all that ſhe can pire, 
Your Brother —— | 
Mor. Hold; thou ſhow'ſt an impious Joy, 
And think'& I ſtill take Pleaſure to deitroy : | 
Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him fla, 
Aſaph. *Tis paſt; and you deſire his Life in vain. 
He, prodigal of Soul, ruſh'd on the Stroke 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke : 
In ſcorn of Night, he would not be conceal'd; 
His Soldiers, where he tought, ais Name reveal'd: 
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£ AURENG-ZEBE. 153 
n thickeſt Crouds, ſtill Aureng-Zebe did found : 
Vue vaulted Roofs did Aureng-Zebe rebound, 

rill late, and in his Fall, the Name was drown'd. 
EZ 7,1. Wither that Hand which brought him to his Fate, 
and blaſted be the Tongue which did relate. 


W 42h. His Body — 
= 1/4, — Ceaſe to inhance her Miſery : 
Pity the Queen, and ſhow Reſpect to me. 
Tis ev'iry Painter's Art to hide from ſight, 
And caſt in Shades, what ſeen would not delight. 
Voor Grief in me ſuch Sympathy has bred, [To Ber. 
E7 mourn : and wiſh I could recall the Dead. 
Love ſoftens me: and blows up Fires, which paſs 
Through my tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn Maſs. 
Ind. Break, Heart; or choak, with Sobs, my hated 
I Breath; i 
Do thy own Work : Admit no foreign Death. 
Alas! why do I make this uſeleſs Moan ? 
I'm dead already, for my Soul is gone. 
I To them, Mir Baba. 
Mir. What Tongue the Terror of this Night can tell, 
Within, without, and round the Cittadel 1! 
EA new-form'd Faction does your Pow'r oppoſe ; 
© The Fight's confus'd, and all who meet are Foes: 
A ſecond Clamour, from the Town, we hear; 
And the far Noiſe ſo loud, it drowns the near. 
E 45as, who ſeem'd our Friend, is either fied ; 
Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head: 
our frighted Soldiers ſcarce their Ground maintain. 
Mar. | thank their Fury; we ſhall fight again: 
They rouſe my Rage; I'm eager to ſubdue; 
is fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you. 
E: [ Exit with the tavo Omrabss 
9 Enter Meleſinda. 
el. Can Miſery no Place of Safety know ? 
Ide Noiſe purſues me whereſoe'er I go, 
As Fate ſought only me, and where I fled, 
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Aim'd all its Darts at my devoted Head. 
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and let it; I am now paſt Care of Life; 
be laſt of Women; an abandon'd Wife. 
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154 AURENG-ZEBE, 

Ind. Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here,) Ml 
Tiftand oblig'd to Fortune, or to Fear: And 
Weak Women ſhould, in danger, berd like Deer. 4 
But ſay, from whence this new Combuſtion ſprings? 
Are there yet more Morass? more fighting Kings? I 

Mel. Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes diri In) 


And now her Arms the cruel Strife decide. And 

Ind. What ſtrange Misfortunes my vext Life atten! 80 
Death will be kind, and all my Sorrows end. Ane 
If Nourmabal prevail, I know my Fate. = 

Mel. I pity, as my own, your hard Eſtate ; 8 
But what can my weak Charity afford ? = - 
J have no longer Int'reſt in my Lord: = 


Nor in his Mother, he: She owns her Hate : 
Aloud, and would herſelf uſurp the State. = 
Ind. I'm ſtupify'd with Sorrow, paſt Relief Wh 
Of Tears; Parch'd up, and wither'd with my Grief, Io 
Mel. Dry Mourning will Decays more deadly bring, An. 
As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring. 1 
Give Sorrow vent, and let the Sluices go. ; 
Ind. My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not floy, Be 
Mel. Have Comfort; yield not to the Blows of Fate, i 


Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after Death, comes late. ne 
Name not ſo vain a Word; my Hopes are fled: Bu 
Think your Morat were kind, and think him dead. 3 

Mel. I can no more ous q Th 


Can no more Arguments, for Comfort, find: 

Your boding Words have quite o'erwhelm'd my Mind. 

[ Clattering of Weapons within 

Ind. The Noiſe increaſes, as the Billows roar, 
When rowling from afar they threat the Shore. 
She comes; and feeble Nature now I find 

Shrinks back in Danger, and forſakes my Mund. 


F wiſh to die, yet dare not Death endure; 1 
Deteſt the Med' cine, yet defire the Cure. I 
J would have Death; but mild, and at Command: 3 H 
I dare not truſt him in another's Hand. E A 
In Nourmahal's he would not mine appear ; * 
But arm'd with Terror, and diſguis'd with Fear. + 
Mel. Beyond this Place you can have no Retreat: 1 


Stay here, and I the Danger will repeat. 
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bear not Death, becauſe my Life I hate: 
nd covious Death will ſhun th' Unfortunate. 0 
1 Ind. Vou muſt not venture. | 1 | 
: F 
„lere f may do 

Myſelf a Kindneſs, in obliging you. _ { 
In your lov'd Name, PII ſeek my angry Lord; i Wa 
nd beg your Safety from his conqu'ring Sword: 441 
so his Protection all your Fears will eaſe, is 120 
and I ſhall ſee him once, and not diſpleaſe. Exit. 1 
Ind. O wretched Queen ! what Pow'r thy Life can ſave? 1 
WA Stranger, and Unfriended, and a Slave! 

Enter Nourmahal, Zayda, and Abas, with Soldiers. 


KN 


Alas, ſhe's here!. 5 
Iundarora avithdraws to the inner part of the Scene. 
E Nour, Heartleſs they fought, and quitted ſoon their 
While ours with eaſy Victory were crown'd. [Ground, 
Jo you, 4bas, my Life and Empire too, 

And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, I owe. 

Abas. The vain Morat, by his own Raſhneſs wrought,, 
Too ſoon diſcover'd his ambitious Thought; 

heliev'd me his, becauſe 1 ſpoke him fair, 

And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare: 

Hence 'twas I did his Troops at firſt admit; 

But ſuch, whoſe Numbers could no Fears beget; 

hy them the Emp'ror's Party firſt I ſlew, i Bl 

& Then turn'd my Arms the Victors to ſubdue. =. 
E Nour, Now let the head-ftrong Boy my Will controll: Watt 
Pirtue's no Slave of Man; no Sex confines the Soul: il 
1 for myſe'f, th' Imperial Seat will gain, 14 
And he ſhall wait my Leiſure for his Reign. 
bot Aureng Lebe is no where to be found. - 
And now, perhaps, in Death's cold Arms he lies: ; 


0 
>; 


1 fought, and conquer'd, yet have loſt the Prize. 


d. The Chance of War determin'd well the Strife, | | 
That rack'd you, *twixt the Lover and the Wife. 


o 


, And made you Empreſs of the World in vain. | 
8 Nour. No; I my Pow'r and Pleaſure would divide: 41 
The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had dy'd. Mt 


He's dead, whoſe Love had ſully'd all your Reign, 9 


E - rage, to think without that Bliſs I live; W 
hat I could wiſh what Fortune would not give: | 1h) 
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But, what Love cannot, Vengeance muſt ſupply; 
She, who bereav'd me of his Heart, ſhall die. 
Zayd. I'll ſearch: Far diſtant hence ſhe cannot be, 


| \ D 
Neur. This wondrous Maſter- piece I fain ML. X * 


This fatal Helen, who can Wars inſpire, 
Make Kings her Slaves, and ſet the World on fire. 
My Huſband lock'd his Jewel from my View; 
Or durſt not ſet the Falſe one by the Vrne. 
Re-enter Zayda, leading Indamora. 
Zayd. Your trighted Captive, ere ſhe dies, receive; 
Her Soul's juſt going elfe, without your Leave. 
Neur. A fairer Creature did my Eyes ne*er ſee! 
Sure ſhe was form'd by Heav'n in ſpite to me! 
Some Angel copy'd, while I ſlept, each Grace, 
And moulded ev*ry Feature from my Face. 
Such Majeſty does from her Forehead rife, 
Her Cheek fuch Blufhes caſt, ſuch Rays her Eyes, 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a Blemiſh find; 
The Palzce is, without, too well deſign'd: 
Conduct me in, for J will view thy Mind. [To her, 
Speak, it thou haſt a Saul, that I may ſee 
II Heav'n can make throughout another Me. 
lad. My Tears and Miſeries muſt plead my Cauſe; 
| [ Kneeling, 
My Words, the Terror of your Preſence awes : 
Mortals, in fight of Angels, mute become; 
The nobler Nature ſtrikes th' Inferiour dumb. . 
Acur. The Palm is, by the Foe's Confeſſion, mine; Wi 
But I diſdain what bafe y you refign. 
Heav'n did, by me, the outward Model build: 
Its inward Work, the Soul, with Rubbiſh fill'd. 
Yet, oh! th' imperfe& Viece moves more Delight; 
| Tis gilded ofer with Yoath, to catch the Sight. 
The Gods have poorly robb'd my Virgin Bloom, 
And what I am, by what I was, o'ercome. 
Traitreſs, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms, 
Ner ſteal my Conqueſt with my proper Arms. 
lad. What have ] done, thus to inflame your Hate! 
Jam rot Guilty, but Unfortunate. 
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fake all my Hearts, and all my Eyes away! 

* My Huſband firſt ; but that I could forgive: 

W He only mov'd, and talk'd, but did not live. 
u Aureng-Zebe, for I dare own the Name, 

W The glorious Sin, and the more glorious Flame; 1 
Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes miſled, ; 7 1h 
and ſtarv'd the Joys of my expected Bed, 1 


3 O had I Courage but to meet my Fate; 
That ſhort dark Paſſage to a future State; 


8 
£8 


I 


— ——_ 


IJ That melancholy Riddle of a Breath. 


N Take this, and teach thyſelf. [ Giving a Dagger, 


& Diſhonour not the Vengeance J deſign'd : 

E A Queen, and own a baſe Plebeian Mind! 
Let it drink deep in thy moſt vital Part: 
Strike home, and do me reaſon in thy Heart. 


At my full Guft, without the Drudgery. 

love a Foe, who dares my Stroke prevent, 

E Who gives me the full Scene of my Content, 
Shows me the flying Soul's convulſive Strife, 
And all the Anguith of departing Life: 

& Diſdain my Mercy, and my Rage defy ; 

= Curſe me with thy laſt Breath; and make me ſee 
As Spirit worthy to have rival'd me. 


4 Give me ſome: Refpite, Il diſcharge the Debt, 
|. Without my Aureng-Zebe I would not live. [ Fate, 


I And put me paſt the tedious Forms of Hate, 
ll kill thee with ſuch Eagerneſs and Haſte, 
As Fiends, let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 


* 
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q Nour. Not Guilty, when thy Looks my Pow'r b etray, 
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Ind. His Love ſo ſought, he's happy that he's dead. 


Nour. That ſomething, or that nothing, after Death: 


Ind. Alas! | 
Nour, —— Why doft thou ſhake ? 


Ind, I dare not. 
| Neur, Do't, while I ftand by and ſee, 


Ind. Oh, I defire to die; but dare not pet: 


Nour, Thine, Traitrefs ! thine ! that Word has win gd thy 


Indamora runs back : As Nourmahal is ranning 10 
zer, Claſbing of Swords is heard within, 
Sold. 
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Sold. Yield, y'are o'erpower'd : Reſiſtance is in vai, 
. | [ Within, 
Mor. Then Death's my Choice: Submiſſion I diſdain. 
Within, 
Neur. Retire, you Slaves: Ah, whither Joe! he run 
ET [ At the Day, 
On pointed Swords? Diſarm, but ſave my Son. 
Enter Morat flaggering, and upheld by Soldier, 
Mor. She lives! and I ſhall ſee her once again ! 
T have not thrown away my Life in vain, 
Cate bes hold of Indam. Gown, and falls by her : She fu. 
J can no more; yet, ev'n in Death, I find 
My fainting Body byaſs'd by my Mind: 
I fall ward you; ſtill my contending Soul 
Points to your Breaſt, and trembles to its Pole. 
To them, Meleſinda, haftily, caſting ber/elf on th 
other fide of Morat. 
Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of Woes I find! 
Live till: Oh live; live e'en to be unkind, 
With half-ſhut Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful Day; 
But, Ah! he bends his Sight another way. 
He faints! and in that Sigh his Soul is gone; 
Yet Heav'n's unmov'd, yet Heav'n looks careleſs on. 
Nour. Where are thoſe Powers which Monarchs ſhould 
Or do they vain Authority pretend defend! 
O'er human Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow, 
Which cannot guard their Images below? 
If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 
They ought to have reſpected him as mine. 
I'll waken them with my Revenge; and ſhe 
Their Indamora ſhall my Victim be, 
And helpleſs Heav'n ſhall mourn in vain, like me. 
[A, foe is going to flab Indamora, Morat raijes 
Bimſelf, and holds ber Hand. 
Mor. Ah, what are ve,. 
Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched Striſe, 
Puft with the Pride of Heav'n's own Gift, frail Life! 
That Blaſt which my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held! 
J only ſtay to fave the Innocent: 
Oh envy not my Soul its laſt Content. 
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n J.. No, let me die; I'm doubly ſummon'd now; 
„irt, by my Aureng-Lebe ; and, ſince, by you. 

n, y Soul grows hardy, and can Death endure: 

„ our Convoy makes the dang'rous Way ſecure. 


Ju. Let me, at leaſt, a Fun'ral Marriage crave ; 
Nor grudge my cold Embraces in the Grave, 

have too juſt a Title in the Strife: 

By ne, vnhappy me, he loſt his Life: 

@ | call'd him hither ; *twas my fatal Breath; 

And I the Screech-Owl. that proglaim'd his Death. 

Z | [ Shout avithin, 
Al. What new Alarms are theſe? I'll haſte and fee, [ Ex. 
E Nour. Look up, and live. An Empire ſhall be thine, 
Mor. That I contemn'd, ev'n when I thought it mine. 
Ob, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtinies, [To Ind. 
E And-muſt for ever ceaſe to ſee your Eyes. 

Miel. Ah turn your Sight to me, my deareſt Lord! 
Can you not one, one parting Look afford ? 

Ev'n ſo unkind in Death? but 'tis in vain; 

Iloſe my Breath, and to the Winds complain: 

Vet 'tis as much in vain your cruel Scorn; 

Still I can love, without this laſt Return. 


th 


the 


d 

d: Ahoſt, I'll haunt your Ghoſt; and, where you go, 
Wich mournful Murmurs fill the Plains below. 
Mor. Be happy, Meleſinda, ceaſe to grieve, 

E And, for a more deſerving Huſband, live: 

Can you forgive me? 
Miel. Can I! Oh ny Heart! 

Hare I heard one kind Word before I part? 

I can, | can forgive: Is that a Taſk 

To Love, like mine? Are you ſo good to aſk ! 

One Kiſs—Qh 'tis too great a Bleſſing this: [Kies Aim, 
I would not live to violate the Bliſs. | 

3 Re-enter Abas. | 
bas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet moxe : 
Ihe Fort's revolted to the Emperor; | 
be Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn; 
And Deluges of Armies from the Town 

Come pouring in: I heard the mighty Flaw, 
When firſt it broke: the crowding Enſigns ſaw, 
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And, ſpight of Fortune, make a glorious End. 


To ſtagger; but II] prop myſelf within. 
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Which choak'd the Paſſage; and, (what leaſt I fear, 
The waving Arms of Aureng-Zebe appear'd, 
Diſplay'd with your Aora!'s: _ 
In either's Flag the golden Serpents bear 
Erected Creſts alike, like Volumes rear, 
And mingle friendly Hiſſings in the Air. 
Their Troops are join'd, and our Deſtruction nigh, 
Nour. Tis vain to fight, and I diſdain to fly. 
Pl mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend; 


In pois'nous Draughts my Liberty P11 find: 
And from the nauſeous World ſet free my Mind, IB, 
At the other end of the Stage, enter Aureng-Zebe, 
Dianet, and Attendants, Aureng-Zebe, turn 
p back, and ſpeaks, entring, * | 

Ant. The Lives of all, who ceaſe from Combat, ſpare; 
My Brother's be your moſt peculiar Care: 4 
Our impious Uſe no longer ſhall obtain; of 
Brothers no more, by Brothers, ſhall be ſlam. Warr: 
[ Seeing Indamora and Mont. Re. 

Ha! do I dream? is this my hop'd Succeſs ? 3 
I grow a Statue, ſtiff, and motionleſs. . 
Look, Dzianet : For 1 dare not truſt theſe Eyes; 80 

They dance in Miſts, and dazzle with Surprize. AF 
Dia. Sir, *tis Morat; dying he ſeems, or dead: 

And [ndamora's Hand —— . 
Supports his Head. [Siphing. e 


= 


Aur. 
Thou ſhalt not break yet, Heart, nor ſhall ſhe know t# 
My inward Torments, by my outward Show: 3 
To let her ſee my Weakneſs, were too baſe; Ii 
Diſſembled Quiet fit upon my Face: 3 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no Paſfage find, | I 
But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind. A 
Falfhood ſhall want its Triumph: J begin If 


The ſpecious Tow'r no Ruin fhall diſcloſe, 
Till down, at once, the mighty Fabrick goes. 
Mor. In fign that I die yours, reward my Love, 

{To Ind, 
And ſeal my Paſsport te the Bleſs'd above. 
[Kiſſing her my 
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Id. Oh ſtay ; or take me with you when you go: 


ET here's nothing now worth living for below. 


Ihr. I leave you not; for my expanded Mind 
Grows up to Heav'n, while it to you is join'd : 

Not quitting, but enlarg'd ! A blazing Fire, 

red from the Brand. [ Dies. 


Mel. Ah me! he's gone! I die! [ Szv00nss 


= 7:4, —— Oh diſmal Day 


Fate, thou haſt raviſh'd my laſt Hope away. 


NV > 
7 
n 


[She turns, and ſees Aureng-Zebe landing by her, 
$ and darts. 
0 Heav'n ! my Aureng-Zebe — What ſtrange Surprize | 
or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes, 
And ſhows the Figure always preſent there? 
Or liv'ſt thou? am I bleſs'd, and ſee thee here? 
Aur. My Brother's Body ſee convey'd with Care, 
Z [Turning from her, to his Aitendantss 
Where we may Royal Sepulture prepare. 


3 
* 


Wich ſpeed to Meleſinda bring Relief: 


Recall her Spirits, and moderate her Grief —— 
I . _ [Half turning to Indamoras 
Igo, to take for ever from your View 
E Both the lov'd Object, and the hated too. 

[Going away after the Bodies, which axe carried offs 
Ind. Hear me; yet think not that I beg your ſtay: 
8 . | | [Laying hold of bim. 
ill be heard, and after take your Way. 
Go; but your late Repentance ſhall be vain : 
1 He ftruggles fill: She lets him go. 
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dur. Madam, I know whatever you can ſay : 


q You might be pleas*d not to command my Stay. 
All things are yet diforder'd in the Fort; f 


ind. 
224. 


I | muſt crave leave your Audience may be ſhort. 


Ind. You need not fear I ſhall detain you long; 


E Yet you may tell me your pretended Wrong. 


Aur, Is that the Bus'neſs? then my Stay is vain. 
lad. How are you injur'd ? Ty 
Aur. —— When did [ complain ? 


i2d, Leave off your forc'd Reſpect 
* * And 


III never, never ſee your Face again. [Turning agua. 
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And ſhow your Rage in its moſt furious Form: Wo; hi 
I'm arm'd with Innocence to brave the Storm. Ss Yi 
You heard, perhaps, your Brother's laſt Deſire ; How 
And after ſaw him in my Arms expire : Mad 
Saw me, with Tears, ſo great a Loſs bemoan : I've 


Heard my complaining my laſt Hopes were gone. 


Aur. © Oh ſtay, and take me with you when you oo, Wi 
There's nothing now worth living for below. You! 
Unhappy Sex-! whoſe Beauty is your Snare: Tho 
Expos d to Trials; made too frail to bear. Wer 


1 grow a Fool, and ſhow my Rage again: 

Tis Nature's Fault; and why ſhould I complain? 
Ind. Will you yet hear me? | f 
Aur. — Yes, till you relate | You 

What pow rful Motives did your Change create. 

You thought me dead, and prudently did weigh 

Tears were but vain, and. brought but Youth's Decay, 


Then, in Morat, your Hopes a Crown deſign'd; It P 
And all the Woman work'd within your Mind, 117 
I rave again, and to my Rage return, Th 
T'o be again ſubjected to your Scorn. 1 
Ind. ] wait till this long Storm be over- blown. A. 
Aur. V'm conſcious of my Folly: I have done. 1e 
cannot rail; dut ſilently I'll grieve. be 
How did I truſt ! and how did you deceive !- | * 
Oh, Arimant, would I had dy'd for thee ! ay 
I dearly buy thy Generoſity. | ö An 
Ind. Alas, is he then dead? * 
Aur. Unknown to me, Ln 


He took my Arms: and, while I forc'd. my Way I 
Through Troops of Foes, which did our Paſſage ftay, z, 


My Buckler o'er my aged Father caſt, | - 
Still fighting, till defending as I paſt, P 


The noble Arimant uſurp'd my Name; 
Fought, and took from me, while he gave me, Fame. WW " 
To Aureng-Zebe, he made his Soldiers cry, F 
And ſeeing not, where he heard Danger nigh, ä 
Shot, like a Star, through the benighted Sky, 
A ſhort, but mighty Aid: At length he fell. 0 
My own Adventures 'twere loſt time to tell; 0 1 


\ 
n 
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or how my Army entring in the Night, 4 
ſCurpriz d our Foes; The dark diſorder'd Fight: 1 
How my Appearance, and my Father ſhown, 115 
lade Peace; and all the rightful Monarch own. 
re ſumm'd it briefly, ſince it did relate 0-4 
Th! unwelcome Safety of the Man you hate. ; | 
, Ind, As briefly will I clear my Innocence: i 
voor alter'd Brother dy'd in my Defence. © 
Thoſe Tears you ſaw, that Tenderneſs I ſhow'd, | 1 | 
were juſt Effects of Grief and Gratitude, it 
He dy'd my Convert. ſ; 


8 Aur. But your Lover too: 

heard his Words, and did your AQtions view; 

vou ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead: 

My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you ſhed, 

But worſt of all, | 

Vour Gratitude for his Defence was ſhown : 

It prov'd you valu'd Life, when I was gone. 

Ind. Not that I valu'd Life; but fear'd to die: 
Think that my Weakneſs, not Inconſtancy. | 
Aur. Fear ſhow'd you doubted of your own Intent: 
And ſhe who doubts, becomes leſs Innocent. 

Tell me not you could fear; 

Fear's a large Promiſer; who ſubject live 

To that baſh Paſſion, know not, what they give. 

No Circumſtance of Grief you did deny 

And what could ſhe give more, who durſt not die; 
Ind. My Love, my Faith. | 

| ur. —— Both ſo adult'rate grown, 

| When mixt with Fear, they never could be known. 

$1 wiſh no Ill might her 1 love befal; - 

But ſhe ne'er lov'd, who durſt not venture all. 

4 Her Life and Fame ſhould my Concernment be; 

| But ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. 

Lud. My Heart was yours; but, Oh, you left it here, 
Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear: 

| If they forc'd from me one kind Look, or Word, 

| Could you not that, not that ſmall Part afford? 

| 4ur. If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could call; 
| Giving the leaſt of mine, you gave him all. 
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True Love's a Miſer; ſo tenacious grown, 
He weighs to the leaſt Grain of what's his own, 
More delicate than Honour's niceſt Senſe : 
Neither to give nor take the leaſt Offence. 


With, or without you, 1 can have no Reft : 1 3 
What ſhall I do? you're lodg'd within my Breaſt: 3 1 ha 
Your Image never will be thence difplac'd; Tu: 
But there it lies, ſtabb'd, mangled, and defac'd ; 10 
Ind. Vet, to reſtore the Quiet of your Heart, o 
There's one Way left. | ; 11 
Aur. Oh name it. ; Am 


Ind. — *T's to part. 
Since perfect Bliſs with me yon cannot prove, 
I ſcorn to bleſs by Halves the Man J love. | 
Aur. Now you diſtract me more: Shall then the Da 
Which views my Triumph, ſee our Loves decay? 


N 4 
Mutt I new Bars to my own Joy create? | Cor 
Refuſe, myſelf, what I had forc'd from Fate? E 1 
What though I am not lov'd? 80 
Reaſon's nice Taſte does our Delights deſtroy: tt 
Brutes are more bleſs'd, who groſly feed on Joy. Bu 
Ind. Such endleſs ſealouſies your Love purſue, BY 
J can no more be fully bleſs'd than you. E'T1 
therefore go, to free us both from Pain: EW 
I priz'd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain. Ve 
Nay, ev'n my own | 1 
J give it you; for ſince I cannot call 1 
Your Heart my Subject, I'll not reign at all. Tait, 
Aur. Go: Though thou leav'ſt me tortur'd on the Rack, 
Twixt Shame and Pride, I cannot call thee back. ET 
She's Guiltleſs, and I ſhould ſubmit; but Oh! v. 
When ſhe Exacts it, can I ſtoop ſo low ? P.: 
Yes; for ſhe's Guiltleſs ; — but ſhe's Haughty too, B 
Great Souls long ſtruggle ere they own a Crime: ; 
She's gone; and leaves me no repenting Time. A 
I'll call her now; ſure, if ſhe loves, ſhe'll ſtay ; Bf 
Linger at leaft, or not go far away. B 


[ Looks to the Door, and returi. 
For ever loſt, and I repent too late. 
My fooliſh Pride would ſet my whole Eſtate, 
Till, at one Throw, I loſt all back to Fate. 


Jy, 


C 
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9 7, lin the Emperor, drawing in Indamora : Attendants. 


Enp. It muſt not be, that he, by whom we live, 


Should no Advantage of his Gift receive. 


onhould he be wholly wretched ? he alone, 

In this bleſs'd Day, a Day ſo much his own ? [To Ind, 
I have not quitted yet a Victor's Right: 

Tu make you happy in your own Deſpight. 

love you ſtill; and if I ftruggle hard 

© To give, it ſhows the Worth of the Reward. 


Ind. Suppoſe he has ofercome ; mnt I find Place 


Among his conquer'd Foes, and ſue for Grace? 
he pardon'd, and confeſs I lov'd not well? 
© What though none live my Innocence to tell, 


Iknow it: Truth may own a generous Pride: 
I clear myſelf, and care for none beſide. 


Aur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my Heart! 


| Could you reſolve, on any Terms, to part? 


I thought your Love eternal: Was it ty'd 


So looſely, that a Quarrel could divide ? 


I grant that my Suſpicions were unjuſt ; 


But would you leave me, for a ſmall Diſtruſt? 
Forgive thoſe fooliſh Words — [ Kneeling to her, 
They were the Froth my raging Folly mov'd, 


When it boil'd up: I knew not then I lov'd ; 


Yet then lov'd moſt. 
Ind. [To Aur.] You would but half be bleſt! 
| [Giving her Hand, ſmiling. 
Aur, —— Oh do but try 
My eager Love: I'll give myſelf the Lye. 
The very Hope 1s a full Happineſs ; 
Yet ſcantly meaſures what I ſhall poſſeſs. 
Fancy itſelf, ev'n in Enjoyment, is 


hut a dumb Judge, and cannot tell its Bliſs. 


Emp. Her Eyes a ſecret Yielding do confeſs, 


| And promiſe to partake your Happineſs. 
May all the Joys I did myſelf purſae, 
| Be rais'd by her, and multiply'd on you. 


A Proceſſion of Priefts, Slaves following, and laſt 
Meleſinda i» White. 

Ind. Alas! what means this Pomp ? 4 

| | 449 
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Aur. Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow, 
When fatally their Virtue they approve ; 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love. 
Ind. Oh my foreboding Heart! th' Event I fear; 
And ſee! ſad Meleſinda does appear. | 
Mel. You wrong my Love; what Grief do 1 betray) 
This is the Triumph of my Nuptial Day. 
My better Nuptials ; which, in ſpight of Fate, 
For ever join me to my dear Morat. 
Now I am pleas'd; my Jealouſies are ofer :- 
He's mine; and I can loſe him now no more. 
Emp. Let no falſe Show of Fame your Reaſon blind, 
Ind. You have no Right to die; he was not kind. 
Mel. Had he been kind, I could no Love have ſhoyn' 
Fach vulgar Virtue would as much have done. 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no Return; 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. 
Rich in itſelf, like Elemental Fire, 
Whoſe Pureneſs does no Aliment require. 
In vain you would bereave me of my Lord ; 
For I will die : Die is too baſe a Word, 
I'll feek his Breaft, and kindling by his Side, 
Adorn'd with Flames, I'll mount a glorious Bride. [Exit 
Enter Nourmahal di/traed, with Zayda. 
Zay. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt ! but why do I complain 
For her, who generouſly did Life diſdain ! 
Poiſon'd, ſhe raves 
Th” invenom'd Body does the Soul attack; 
THY invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. 
Nour. I burn, I more than burn; I am all Fire: 
See how my Mouth and Noſtrils Flame expire. 
II not come near myſelf 
Now I'm a burning Lake, it rolls and flows; 
Vi] ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pull, pull that reverend Piece of Timber near : 
Throw't on — tis dry — 'twill burn — 
Ha, ha! how my old Huſband crackles there! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 
I Know him, he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. 
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| | Fan me, you Winds: what, not one Breath of Air ? 
ll burn em all, and yet have Flames to ſpare. 


gench me: Pour on whole Rivers, *Tis in vain : 


Morat ſtands there to drive em back again: 
with thoſe huge Bellows in his Hands, he blows 
New Fire into my Head: My Brain-pan glows. 


See, ſee, there's Aureng-Zebe too takes his Part; 


But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 


Aur, Alas, what Fury's this ? 
Neur. That's he, that's he! 
[Staring upon him, and catching at him. 


© 1 know the dear Man's Voice: 

And this my Rival, this the curſed She. 

| They kiſs; into each others Arms they run: 

| Cloſe, cloſe, cloſe! muſt I ſee, and muſt have none! 
Thou art not hers : Give me that eager Kiſs. 

© Ingrateful | have I loſt Morat for this? 

Will you? — before my Face? — poor helpleſs I 

dee all, and have my Hell before I die! [Sinks down, 


Emp, With thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes conteſt x 


Farewel; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, Reſt. 
hut you, my Son, receive it better here: 


[ G:zving him Indamora's Hand. 


The juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. 
Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſerv'd; 
Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſerv'd. 

Take you the Reins, while I from Cares remove, 
And ſleep within the Chariot which I drove. 


[ Exeunt omnes 
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Pretty Taſe and fo I told the Fool, 
WW ho needs awould undertake to pleaſe by Rule: 


He thought that, if his Characters were good, 
Te Scenes entire, and freed from Noiſe and Blood; 
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Aur. Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow, Pl 
When fatally their Virtue they approve; 0⁰ 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love. = 1M» 
Ind. Oh my foreboding Heart! th* Event I fear; W. 
And ſee! ſad Meleſinda does appear. | Ne 
Mel. You wrong my Love; what Grief do I betry) | See 
This is the Triumph of my Nuptial Day. Bu 
My better Nuptials; which, in ſpight of Fate, a 
For ever join me to my dear Morat. 3 
Now I am pleas'd; my Jealouſies are oer: 
He's mine; and I can loſe him now no more. I 
Emp. Let no falſe Show of Fame your Reaſon blind, Ar 
Ind. You have no Right to die; he was not kind, I. 
Mel. Had he been kind, I could no Love have ſhown: Cl. 
Fach vulgar Virtue would as much have done. KL 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no Return; In; 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. SW 
Rich in itſelf, like Elemental Fire, = Oe 


Whoſe Pureneſs does no Aliment require. 

In vain you would bereave me of my Lord ; 

For I will die : Die is too baſe a Word, 

I'll feek his Breaft, and kindling by his Side, 

Adorn'd with Flames, I'll mount a glorious Bride. [Exit 

Enter Nourmahal diftraed, with Zayda. 

Zay. She's loft, ſhe's loſt! but why do I complain 

For her, who generouſly did Life diſdain ! 

Poiſon'd, ſhe raves 

Th” invenom'd Body does the Soul attack; 

Th invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. 
Nour. I burn, I more than burn; I am all Fire: 

See how my Mouth and Noſtrils Flame expire. 

Fll not come near myſelf 

Now I'm a burning Lake, it rolls and flows; 

Pl] ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 

Pull, pull that reverend Piece of Timber near: 

Throw't on — tis dry — 'twill burn — 

Ha, ha! how my old Huſband crackles there ! 

Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 

I Know him, he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. 
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Fan me, you Winds: what, not one Breath of Air? 
yl burn 'em all, and yet have Flames to ſpare. 

© Quench me: Pour on whole Rivers. Tis in vain : 
rat ſtands there to drive em back again: 

with thoſe huge Bellows in his Hands, he blows 
New Fire into my Head: My Brain- pan glows. 
Gee, ſee, there's Aureng-Zebe too takes his Part; 
But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 

F Aur, Alas, what Fury's this? 

Mur. — That's he, that's he! 

, [Staring upon him, and catching at him. 
I know the dear Man's Voice: * 


ad. And this my Rival, this the curſed She. 
| MW They ki; into each others Arms they run: 
un Cloſe, cloſe, cloſe! muſt I ſee, and muſt have none? 


© Thou art not hers : Give me that eager Kiſs. 

© Ingrateful ! have I loſt Morat for this ? 

Will you? — before my Face? — poor helpleſs I 

bee all, and have my Hell before I die! | Sinks down, 
En. With thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes conteſt : 
E Farewel; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, Reſt. 
But you, my Son, receive it better here: 

5 [ Giving him Indamora's Hand. 
The juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. 

E Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſerv'd; 

Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſerv'd. 

Take you the Reins, while I from Cares remove, 

And ſleep within the Chariot which I drove. 
3  [Exeunt omnes 
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Pretty Taſh ! and fo I told the Fool, 

; I} ho needs awould undertake to pleaſe by Rule © 
He thought that, if his Characters were goed, 


q The Scenes entire, and freed from Noiſe and Blood; 
"2h | The 
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EPILOGHS 


The Aion great, yet circumſcrib'd by Time, 

1 The Words not ford, out ſliding into Rhyme, 

1 The Paſſions rais'd, and caim'd by juſt Degrees, 

i As Tides are ſwell d, and then retire to Seas; 

[ He thought, in hitting theje, his Bus neſi done, 
1 Though be, perhaps, has fuilid in ev'ry one © 
$4103 But, after all, a Poet muſt confeſs, 

7 :1Y? His Art's like Phyfick, but a happy Gueſs. 

1 Your Pleaſure on your Fancy muſt depend. 

The Lady's pleas'd, juſt as foe likes her Friend. 
No Song! no Dance ! ns Show ! be fears you'll fay : 
You lowe all raked Beauties, but a Play. 

He much miſtakes your Methods to delight 

And, like the French, abhors our Target fight : 
But thoſe damn'd Dogs can never bei th Right, 
True Engliſh hate your Monfieurs paltry Arts. 

For you are all Silk-weavers, in your Hearts, 
Bold Britons, at a brave Bear-Garden Fray, 

Are rouz'd : And clatt ring Sticks, cry, Play, play, plar, 
Mean time, your filthy Foreigner will flare, | 
And mutter to himſelf, Ha Gens Barbare'! 

And, Gad, tis well he mutters ; well for him; 
Our Butchers elſe would tear him Limb from Limb, 
'Tis true, the Time may come, your Sons may be 
Tufected with this French Ciwility< 

But this in After- Ages will be done 

Our Poet aurites an hundred Years too ſoon, 

This Age comes on too flow, or he too faſt : 

And early Springs are ſubject to a Blaſt ! 

Who would excel, when few can make a Teſt 
Betwixt indiff reut Writing and the beſt ? 

For Favours cheap and common, who wou'd flrive, 
Which, like abandon'd Proſtitutes, you give ? 

Yu ſcatter'd here and there I ſome behold, 

Who can diſcern the Tinfel from the Gold 

To theſe he writes; and, if by them allow'd, 

Tis their Prerogaiive to rule the Crowd. 

For he more fears (like a preſuming Man) 

Their Votes who cannot judge, than theirs who cat, 
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TT HAT Flecbs of Criticks hover here To-day, 
\ As Vultures wait on Armies for their Prey, 
Ail gaping fer the Carcaſe of a Play ! 

With croaking Notes they bode ſome dire Event, 
And follow dying Poets by the Scent, 

Ours gives himſelf for gone; you've watch'd your Time 
He fights this Day unarm d; without his Rhyme, 
And brings a Tale which often has been told; 

A: ſad as Dido's ; and almoſt as old. 

His Hero, wwhom you Wits his Bully call, 

Bates of his Mettle 3 and ſcarce rants at all- 

He's ſomewhat Jewd ; but a well-meaning Mind; 
Weeps much 3 fights little ; but is wondrous kind. 
In jhort, a Pattern, and Companion fit, 

For all the keefing Tonies of the Pit. 

I could name more? a Wife, and Miftreſs too; 
Both (to be plain) too good for moſt of you : 

The I ife wvill-natur'd, and the Miſtrejs true. 

New, Poets, if your Fame has been his Care, 

lic him all the Candour you can ſpare. 

A brave Man ſcorns 10 quarrel once a Day; 

Lice Hectors, in at every petty Fray. 

Let thoje find Fault whoſe Wit's fo very ſmall, 

1 bey*wve nced to ſhow that they can think at all; 
Errors like Strays upon the Surface flux 3 

He auh would ſearch for Pearls, maſt dive below, 
Fips may hawe leuwe to level all they can 

Hs Pigmies would be glad to lep a Mar. 

Half-awits are Fleas ; ſolliit e and ſo lig bt, 

e ſcarce could know they live, but that they bite. 
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PROLOGUE 


But, es the Rich, wvhen tir d with daily Feafis, 

For change, become their next poor Tenant's Gueſts ; 
Drink hearty Draughts of Ale, from plain brown Hcaoli, 
Ard ſnateh the home'y Rajher from the Coals : 

So 362, retiring from much better Cheer, 

For once, may venture to do Penauce here. 


And fince that plenteous Autumn noxw is paſt, 


I hoſe Grapes and Peaches have indulg'd yeur T afte, 


T ane in good Part, from our poor Pott's Board, 
Such rivelPd Fruits as Winter can afford. 


1 
* W Ma. 4 * . 
. 28 AGED —_ — * — 8 * ** 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN, 


Mae Antony. Mr. Barry, 

Ventidius, 57% General. Me. Holland; 
Dolabella, his Friend. Mr. Aickin. 
Alexas, the Queen's Eunuch. Mr. Packer, 
Serapion, Prizft of Iſis. Mi.. Branſby. 


Romans. 0 M.. Ackman. 


Mr. Strange. 
Servants to Antony. 


WOMEN. 


Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. Mrs. Dancer, 


Octavia, Antony's Vie. Mrs. Hopkins. 
Charmion | 8 % Simſon. 
n 1 Cleopatra's Mais. ö Mrs. Hippilley, 
Antony's zawo little Daughters, 
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ACT Il. 
S EN E, The Temple of Iſis 


Enter Serapion, Myris, Pri:/fts of Iſis. 


S R „ KN 


That they have loſt their Name. Our fruitful Nile 

Flow'd ere the wonted Seaſon, with a Torrent. 
So unexpected, and ſo wondrous fierce, 
That the wild Deluge overtook the Haſte | 
Er'n of the Hinds that watch'd it: Men and Beaſts 
Were borne above the Tops of Trees, that grew 


On th* utmoſt Margen of the Water-mark. 


Preis and Prodigtes, are grown ſo frequent, 


Then, with ſo ſwift an Ebb, the Flood drove backward, 


It ſlipt from underneath the Scaly Herd: 


FO. | Here 


* 
* 


8 ALI for Lo vz: Or, 
Here monſtrous Phocæ panted on the Shore; 
Forſaken Dolybins there, with their broad Tails 
Lay laſhing the departing, Waves: Hard by 'em, 
V7 wad Horſes flonndring in the flimy Mud, 

- Foes: up their Heads, and daſh'd. aa Ooze about em 


75 Enter Alexas behind them, 


1055 1. Art theſe Omens, Heaven. 
| 525 Laſt Night, between the Hours of twelve andone, 
In a lone Iſle o'the Temple while J walk'd, 
A Whirlwind roſe, that, with a violent Blaſt, 
Shook all the Dome: The Doors around me clapt; 
The Iron Wicket, that defends the Vault, 
Where the long Race of Plolemies is laid, 
Burit open, and difclos'd the mighty Dead. 
From out each Monument, in order plac'd, 
An armed Ghoſt itarts up: The Boy-King laft 
Rear'd his inglorious Head. A Peal of Groans 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voice 
Cry'd, Zpypr is no more. My Blood ran back, 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock'd ; 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, 
And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene, 
Alex, And, dream'd you this? or, did invent the Story, 
Sheawing himſelf. | 
To frighten our Ægyptian Boys withal, 
And train 'em up betimes in fear of Prieſthood ? 
Serap, My Lord, I ſaw you not, 
Nor meant my Words ſhould reach your Ears; but whit 
I utter*'d was moſt true, 
Alex. A fooliſh Dream, 
Bred from the Fumes of indigeſted Feaſts, 
And holy Luxury. 
Serap. I know my Duty: 
This goes no farther. 
Feed 'T'1s not fit it ſhould. 
Nor would the Times now bear it, were it true. 
All Southern from yon Hills, the Roman Camp 
Hangs o'er us black and threatning, like a Storm 
Juſt breaking on our Heads, 
| | | Scraps 
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Szrap.* Our faint Agyptians pray for Antony ; 
But in their ſervile Hearts they own Ofaws. 

Myr. Why then does Antony dream out his Hours, 
And tempts not Fortune for a noble Day, 
Which might redeem what Actium loſt? 

Aux. He thinks *tis paſt Recovery. 

Strap, Yet the Foe 
Seems not to preſs the Siege. 

Alex. O, there's the Wonder, 

Mecænas and Agrippa, who can moſt | 
With Cæſar, are his Foes, His Wife Octavia, 
Driv'n from his Houſe, ſolicits her Revenge; 
And Dolabella, who was once his Friend, 

Upon ſome private Grudge, now ſeeks his Ruin : 
Yet ſtill War feems on either Side to ſleep. 

Serap. *Tis ſtrange that Antony, for ſome Days paſt, 
Has not beheld the Face of Cleopatra ; 

But here, in Vs Temple, lives retir'd, 
And makes his Heart a Prey to black Deſpair. 

Alex. Tis true; and we much fear he hopes by Abſence 
To cure his Mind of Love. 

Scrap. If he be vanquiſh'd, | 
Or make his Peace, Zgypr is doom'd to be 
A Roman Province; and our plenteous Harveſts 
Muſt then redeem the Scarceneſs of their Soil. 

While Antony ſtood firm, our Alexandria 
RivaPd proud Rome (Dominion's other Seat) 
And Fortune ſtriding, like a vaſt Colofus, 
Could fix an equal Foot of Empire here. 

Alex. Had I my Wiſh, theſe Tyrants of all Nature, 
Who lord it o'er Mankind, ſhould periſh, periſh, 
Lach by the other's Sword; but, fince our Will 
Is lamely follow'd by our Pow'r, we muſt 
Depend on one; with him to riſe or fall. 

Serap. How ſtands the Queen affected? 
4lex. O ſhe dotes, 
She dotes, Serapion, on this vanquiſh'd Man, 
And winds herſelf about his mighty Ruins ; 
Wtom would ſhe yet forſake, yet yield him up, 
This hunted Prey, to his Purſuer's Hands, 
A She 
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She might preſerve us all: but 'tis in vain ——— 
This changes my Deſigns, this blaſts my Counſels, 
And makes me uſe all means to keep him here, 
Whom I could with divided from her Arms 
Far as the Earth's deep Center, Well, you know 
The State of Things; no more of your ill Omens, 
And black Prognolticks ; labour to confirm 
The People's Hearts. 
Enter Ventidius, talking aſide with a Gentleman of 
Antony's. 
Serap. Theſe Romans will o'er-hear us. 
But, who's that Stranger? By his warlike Port, 
His fierce Demeanor, and erected Look, 
He's of no vulgar Nate. 
Alex. O *tis Ventidius, 
Our Emperor's great Lieutenant in the Eaſt, 
Who firſt ſhow'd Rome that Parthia could be conquer's, 
When Antony return'd from Syria laſt, 
He left this Man to guard the Roman Frontiers. 
Serap. You ſeem to know him well. 
Alex. Too well. I ſaw him in Celicia firſt, 
When Cleopatra there met Antony : 
A mortal Foe he was to us, and .Zgypr. 
But, let me witneſs to the Worth I hate, 
A braver Roman never drew a Sword. 
Firm to his Prince; but, as a Friend, not Slave, 
He ne'er was of his Pleaſures; but preſides 
O'er all his cooler Hours, and Morning Counſels:: E 
In ſhort, the Plainneſs, Fierceneſs, rugged Virtue 1 
Of an old true-ſtampt Roman lives in him. . 
His Coming bodes I knew not what of III a 
To our Affairs. Withdraw, to mark him better; 
And I'll acquaint you why I fought you here, 
And what's cur preſent Work. 
8 | [7 hcy withdraw to a Carner of the Stage; and Ven- 
'Þ tidius, evith the other, comes foravard's io the Fro. : 
1 Feit. Not fee him, ſay you? E 1 
* 1 jay, I muft, and will. BY 
1 Gent, He has commanded, |  - 


On Pain of Death, none ſhould approach his Preſence. 1 ; 
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Vent. | bring him Nes will raiſe his drooping Spirits. 
Give him new Life. 
Cent. He ſees not Cleopatra. 
Vent, Would he had never ſeen her. 
Cent. He eats not, drinks not, fleeps not, has no uſe 
Of any thing, but thought; or, if he talks, 
'Tis to himſelf, and then 'tis perfect Raving: 
Then he defies the World, and bids it pals ; 
Sometimes he gnaws his Lip, and curſes loud 
The Boy Ofawtus ; then he draws his Mouth 
Into a Scornful Smile and cries, Take all, 
The World's not worth my Care. 
Vent. Juſt, juſt his Nature. 
Virtue's his Path; but ſometimes 'tis too narrow 
For his vaſt Soul; and then he ſtarts out wide, 
And bounds into a Vice that bears him far 
From his firſt Courſe, and plunges him in Ills : 
But, when his Danger makes him find his Fault, 
Quick to obſerve, and full of ſharp Remorſe, 
He cenſures eagerly his own Miſdeeds, 
judging himſelf with Malice to himſelf, 
and not forgiving what as Man he did, 
becauſe his other Parts are more than Man. 
He muſt not thus be loft. 
| [ Alexas and the Prieſts come fer cr d. 
Jex. You have your full Inſtructions, now advance; 
Proclaim your Orders loudly. 3 
Serap. Romans, Al. gyptians, hear the Queen's Command. 
Thus Cleopatra bids, Let Labour ceaſe, 
19 Pomp and Triumphs give this happy Day, 
That gave the World a Lord: Tis Antony's. 
Live, Antony ; and Cleopatra live. 
Be this the general Voice ſent up to Heav'n, 
And ev'ry publick Place repeat this Echo. 
Vent. Fine Pageantry ! 
Serap. Set out before your Doors 


LA lde. 


| The mages cf all your {leeping Fathers, 


With Laurels crown'd; with Laurels wreath your poſts, 

aud row with Fiow'rs the Pavement ; let the Prieſts 

Do preſent Sacrifice; pour out the Wine, 
And 
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And call the Gods to join with you in Gladnef;, 

Vent. Curſe on the 1 ongue that bids this general ſoy 
Can they be Friends of Antony, who revel mY 
When Antony's in Dauger ? hide, for ſhame, 

You Romans, your Great Grandſires Images, 
For fear their Souls ſhould animate their Marbles, 
To bluſh at their degenerate Piogeny. 

Alex, A Love which knows no Bounds to Antom, 
Would mark the Day with Honours ; when all Heav'n 
Labour'd for him, when each propitious Star 
Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 
And ſhed his better Influence, Her own Birth-day 
Our Queen neglected, like a vulgar Fate, 

That paſs'd obſcurely by. 

Vent. Would it had flept, 

Divided far from his; till ſome remote 
And future Age had call'd it out, to ruin 
Some other Prince, not him, 

Alex. Your Emperor, 

'Tho' grown wokind, would be more gentle, than 
'T* upbraid my Queen, for loving him too well, 

Vent. Does the mute Sacrifice upbraid the Prici? 

He knows him not his Executicner, - 

Q, the has deck'd his Ruin with her Love, 

Led him in golden Bands to gaudy Slaughter, 

And made Perdition pleaſing: She has left him 
The Blank of what he was; 

] tell thee, Eunuch, ſhe has quite unmann'd him: 
Can any Reman fee, and know him now, 

Thus aiter'd from the Lord of half Mankind, 
Unbent, unſinew'd, made a Woman's Toy, 

Shrunk from the vaſt Extent of all his honours, 
And crampt within a Corner of the World ? 

O, Antony! | 

Thou braveſt Soldier, and thou beſt of Friends! 
Bounteous as Natnre; next to Nature's God! ſ'em, 
Could'ũ thou but make new Worlds, ſo wauld'ſt thou give 
s Bounty were thy Being. Rough in Pattle 
As the firſt Romans, when they went to War; 
Yet, after Victory, more pitiful, 
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Than all their praying Virgins left at home! 
Alex. Would you could add to thoſe more ſhining 
Virtues 
His Truth to her who loves him, 
Vent. Would I could not. 
But, wherefore waſte I precious Hours with thee ? 
Thou art her darling Miſchief, her chief Engine, 
Autony's other Fate. Go, tell thy Queen, 
Ventidius is arriv'd, to end her Charms. 
Let your Egyptian Timbrels play alone; 
Nor mix effeminate Sounds with Roman Trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Antony; go pray, 
And keep your Cowards holy-day in Temples. 
Re-enter the Gentleman of M. Antony. 
2 Gent, The Emperor approaches, and commands, 
On pain of Death, that none preſume to ſtay. 
1Gent,l dare not difobey him. [Going cut with the other, 
Vert. Well, I dare. 
But il obſerve him firſt unſeen, and find 
Which way his Humour drives: the ret 1'll venture, 
| [Vitbdraaus. 
Enter Antony, walking with a diflurb'd Motion before 
he ſpeaks. 
Ant. They tell me, 'tis my Birth-day, and Þ!I keep it 
With double Pomp of Sadneſs. 
"Tis what the Day deſerves, which gave me Breath. 
Why was I rais'd the Metcor of the World, 
Hung in the Skies, and blazing as I travell'd, 


BOTH} all my Fires were ſpent ; and then caſt downward 


To be trod out by Cefar ? 
Vent. | Afide, } On n:y Soul, 
Tis mournful, wondrous mournful! 
ant, Count thy Gains. 
Now, Antony, would'it thou be born for this? 
lutton of Fortune, thy devouring Youth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting Age. | 
Vent. How Sorrow ſhakes him! [ A/iges 
So now the Tempeſt tears him up by th' Roots, 
And on the Ground extends the noble Ruin, 
Au. 


| Exeunt Alex. Serap. 
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Aut. [ Having thrown himſelf down. ] Lie there, thou 
| Shadow of an Emperor; 
The Place thou preſſeſt on thy Mother Earth 
Is all thy Empire now: Now it contains thee; 
Some few Days hence, and then *twill be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow Urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold Aſhes; then Ofauwia, 
(For Cleopatra will not hve to fee it) 
OXawia then will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow'd Hand to Cæſar; 
Cæſar will weep, the Crocodile will weep, 
To ſee his Rival of the Univerſe 
Lie {till and peaceful there. PI think no more on't, 
Give me {ome Muſick ; look that it be ſad; 
II footh my Melancholy, till I ſwell, 
And burſt myſelf with Sighing 
FTis ſome what to my Humour: Stay, I fancy 
Pm now turn'd wild, a Commoner of Nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forfaking all; 
Live in a ſtracy Forcit's Sylvan Scene, 
Stretch'd at n; Length beneath ſome blaſted Oak, 


T lean my Hcad upon the moſſy Bark, 
And look juſt of a Piece, as I grew from it: 
My uncomb'd Locks, matted like Miſleto, 
Hang o'er my hoary Face; a murm'ring Brook 
Runs at my Foot. 
Vent. Methinks I fancy 
Mytelf there too. 
Aut. The Herd come jumping by me, 
And fearleſs, quench their Thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their Fellow-Citizen. 
More of this Image, more; it lulls my Thoughts. 
| [ Sof7 DMuftcs ag Ons 
Vent. I muſt difturb him; I can hold no longer, 
[ Stands before bin. 
Ant. flarting up. Art thou Ventidius? 
Vent. Are you Antony ? 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him 
J left you laſt. 
Ant, I'm angry, 
Fent. So am J. 


855 


427. 


HE 
4 fl N. 


> i 


57% 


The WORLD well Los r. 13 


— 


Ait. I would be private: Leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 
| Ant. Will not leave me? 
Where have you learnt that Anſwer? Who am I? 

Jent. My Emperor; the Man I love next Heav'n: 
Tf I ſaid more, I think *twere fcaree a Sin: 

You're all that's good, and god-like. 

Ant. All that's wretched. 

You will not leave me then ? 

Vent. Twas too preſuming 
To ſay I would not; but I dare not leave you: 

And, 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
$0 ſoon, when I ſo far have come to ſee you. 

Aut. Now thou haſt ſeen me, art thou ſatisfy'd ? 
For, if a Friend, thou haſt beheld enough; 

And, if a Foe, toe much. | 
Fent. Look, Emperor, this is no common Dew, 
[IF ceping, 
T have not wept this Forty Years ; but now 
My Mother comes afre into my Eyes; 
cannot help her Soſtnels. 

Aut. By Heav'n, he weeps, poor good old Man, he weeps! 
The Big round Drops courſe one another down 
The Furrows of his Cheeks. Stop 'em, Jentidd us, 

Or I ſhall bluſh to Death: They fet my Shame, 
That caus'd 'em, full before me. 

Vert. I'll do- my beſt. 

Ant. Sure there's Contagion in the Tears of Friends: 
Se, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
for my own Griefs, but thine Nay, Father. 

Vent. Emperor! 

Ant, Emperor! Why, that's the Stile of Victory 
The conqu'ring Soldier, red with unfelt Wounds, 
dalutes his General ſo: but never more 
dhall that Sound reach my Ears, 

Vent. J warrant you. 

Ant. Aﬀtium, Aftinm ! Oh 

Vent, It fits too near you. 1 

Aut, Here, here it lies; a Lump of Lead by Day, 

And, 
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And, in my ſhort, diſtracted, nightly Slumbers, „ 


The Hag that rides my Dreams Of w 
Vent. Out with it; give it vent. And, 
Aut. Urge not my Shame. of 
I loſt a Battle. uo 
Vent. So has Julius done. _— Core 
Ant. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half thou 4, 
For Julius fought it out, and loſt it fairly: [think't, WF 7: 
But Antony 11 
Vent. Nay, ſtop not. : 7. 
Ant. Antony, A 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a Coward, fled, Give 
Fled while his Soldiers fought ; fled firſt, Ventidius, V, 
Thou long'it to curſe me, and I give thee leave, A 
I know thou cam'ft prepar'd to rail. 7 
Vent, I did. A 
Ant. Fl help thee—l have been a Man, Ventidius. Wit 
Vent. Ves, and a brave one; but Bey: 
Ant. I know thy Meaning. And 
But, I have loſt my Reaſon, have diſgrac'd 80 þ 
The Name of Soldier, with inglorious Eaſe. The 
In the full Vintage of my flowing Honours, 4 
Sate ſtill, and ſaw it preſt by other Hands. He” 
Fortune came ſmiling to my Youth, and woo'd it, You 
And purple Greatneſs met my ripen'd Years, Hol 
When firſt I came to Empire, I was borne 1 
On Tides of People, crouding to my Triumphs; BB; 
The Wiſh of Nations, and the willing World But 
Receiv'd me as its Pledge of future Peace; E To 
] was ſo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 14 
Fate could not ruin me; till I took Pains 3 
And work'd againſt my Fortune, chid her from me, In d 
And turn'd her looſe; yet ſtill ſhe came again. bp, 
My careleſs Days, and my luxurious Nights, Ane 
At length have weary'd her, and now ſhe's gone, Ile 
Gone, gone, divorc'd for ever. Help me, Soldier, Dos 
To curſe this Mad- man, this induſtrious Fool, Tu 
Who labour'd to be wretched: Pr'ythee curſe me. þ Thi 
Vent. No. The 
Ant. Why ? | Th; 


Fant 
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F vent. You are too ſenſible already 
of what you've done, too conſcious of your Failings, 


— 
1 


And, like a Scorpion, whipt by others firſt 


Jo Fury, ſting yourſelf in mad Revenge. 
E 1 would bring Balm, and pour it in your Wounds, 
Core your diſtemper'd Mind, and heal your Fortunes. 
E A417, I know thou would'ſt. | 
Vent, J will. 
3 Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Pient. You laugh. 
Ant. Ido, to ſee officious Love 
© Give Cordials to the Dead. 
E Y:nt. You would be loſt then? 

Ant, J am. 

Vent. J ſay you are not. Try your Fortune. 
Ant. Ihave, to th' utmoſt. Doſt thou think me deſperate 
Without juſt Cauſe? No, when ] found all loſt 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the World, 

And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now Ido 
© So heartily, I think it is not worth 
| The coſt of keeping. 
Vent, Czar thinks not ſo : 
He'll thank you for the Gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd, like Tally, would you? do, 
Hold out your Throat to Ce/ar, and die tamely. 
Ant. No, I can kill myſelf; and ſo reſolve, 
Vent. I can die with you too, when time ſhall ſerve; 
But Fortune calls upon us now to live, 
To Fight, to Conquer. 
Ant, Sure thou dream'ſt, FVentidius. 
Vent. No; 'tis you dream; you fleep away your Hours 
In deſperate Sloth, miſcall'd Philolophy, 
Up, up, for Honour's ſake; twelve Legions wait you, 
And long to call you Chief: By paintul Journeys, 
I led 'em, patient, both of Heat and Hunger, 
Down from the Paris iam Marches, to the Nie. 
Twill do you good to fee their Sun-burnt Faces, 
Their ſcarr'd Cheeks, and chopt Hands: there's Virtue in 
They'lh ſell thoſe mangled Limbs at dearer Rates ['em. 
Phan von trim Rands can buy. 
Ant, 
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Ant, Where left you them ? 
Vent. | ſaid, in lower Syria. 3 
Ant. Bring *em hither ; e. 
There may be Life in theſe. 3 


_- 
= 


Fent. They will not come. by 
Ant. Why didſt thou mock my Hopes with promis! Who 
To double my Deſpair? They're Mutinous. ai, be 
Vent. Moſt firm and loyal. Och. 
Ant. Vet they will not march A8 t 
To ſuecour me. O Trifler! | With 
Fent, They petition „ Fe 
You would make haſte to head 'em. E You 
Aut. I'm beſieg'd. C Ai 
Vent. There's butoneWayſhutup : Howcamel hither? . 
Aut. Iwill not tir, bit 
Vent. They would perhaps deſire wo 
A better Reaſon, | 1 1 nec 
Ant. I have never us'd L Com 
My Soldiers to demand a Reaſon of C ky 
My Actions. Why did they refuſe to march ? Th 
Vent. They ſaid they would not fight for Clgcpatra. WF - 1 
Ant, What was't they ſaid ? l - 
Vent. They ſaid, they would not fight for Cleuparra, Wi F 
Why ſhould they fight indeed, to make her conquer, WWF 4 
And make you more a Slave? to gain you --5 Ah 7 8 
Which, for a Kiſs, at your next midnight Feaſt, [ p as 
You'l! fell to her? then ſhe new names her Jewels, 1 Sons 
And calls this Diamond ſuch or ſuch a Tax, E ” 
Rach Pendant in her Ear ſhall be a Province. J Try 
Ant. Ventidins, Lallow your Tongue free Licenc? WE dog 
On all my other Faults ; but, on your Life, ; Of. 
No word of Cleopatra: She deſerves It 
More Worlds than I can loſe. 3 or 
Vent. Behold, you Pow'rs, N Nor 


To whom you have intruſted Humankind ; "mY 
See Europe, Africh, Afra put in Balance. | 


W 
And all weigh'd down by one light worthleſs Women! as 
I think the Gods are Antories, and give, 4 8% | 
Like Prodigals, this nether World away | At 
To none but waſteful Hands. ae 
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41, You grow preſumptuous. | 
Vent. | take the Privilege of plain Love to ſpeak. 
41. Plain Love! plain Arrogance, plain Inſolence! 
Thy Men are Cowards ; thou, an envious Traitor; 
Who, under ſeeming Honeſty, hath vented 
The Burden of thy rank o'erflowing Gall. 
O that thou wert my Equal; great in Arms 


E As the firſt Cæſar was, that I might kill thee 
& Without a ſtain to Honour ! 


Vent. You may kill me: ; 


j You have done more already, call'd me Traitor. 


Ant, Art thou not one? 
Vent. For ſhowing you yourſelf. 


© Which none elſe durſt have done; but had I been 
E That Name, which I diſdain to ſpeak again, 

U needed not have ſought your abje& Fortunes, 
Come to partake your Fate, to die with you. 
What hinder'd me to've led my conqu'ring Eagles 
To fill OZawia's Bands ? I could have been 

A Traitor then, a glorious happy Traitor, 

And not have been ſo call'd. | 


Ant. Forgive me, Soldier: 


1 l've been too paſſionate. 


F:nt, You thought me falſe z 


ö Thought my old Age betray'd you: Kill me, Sir; 
Pray Kill me; yet you need not, your Unkindneſs 
Has left your Sword no Work. 


Ant. ] did not think ſo; 


; Ifaid it in my Rage: Pr'ythee forgive me: 
E Why did'ſt thou tempt my Anger, by Diſcovery 
] Of what I would not hear, . 


Vent. No Prince but you 


Could merit that Sincerity 1 us'd, 
Nor duſt another Man have ventur'd it; 


But you, ere Love miſ-led your wand'ring Eye 


Were ſure the Chief and Beſt of human Race, 

Fram'd in the very Pride and Boaſt of Nature; 

So perfect, that the Gods who form'd you wonder'd 
At their own Skill, and cry'd, A lucky Hit 

las mended our Deſign. Their Envy hindred, 
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Elſe you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 
When Heav'n would work for Oſtentation ſake, 
To copy out again. 
Ant. But Cleopatra —= 
Go on; for I can bear it now. 
Vent. No more. 
Ant. Thou dar'ſt not truſt my Paſſion; but thoumay', 
Thou only ſov'ſt: the reſt have flatter'd me. Word. 
Vent. Heav'n's Bleſſing on your Heart, for that kind 
May I believe you love me? ſpeak again. 
Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and thi; 
- [ Hugging hin, 
Thy Praiſes were unjuſt ; but, I'll deſerve 'em, 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wilt; 
Lead me to Victory, thou know'ſt the Way. 
Vent. And, will you leave this 
Ant. Pr'ythee do not curſe her, 
And I will leave her; though, Heav*®n knows, I love 
Beyond Life, Conqueſt, Empire; all, but Honour: 
But I will leave her. | 
Vent. That's my Royal Maſter, 
And, ſhall we fight? | 
Ant, I warrant thee, old Soldier, 
Thou ſhalt behold me once again in Iron, 
And at the Head of our old Troops, that beat 
1 he Parthians, cry aloud, Come follow me. 
Lent. O now I hear my Emperor! in that Word 
Octavia fell. Gods, Jet me tee that Day, 
And, if I have ten Years behind, take all; 
I'll thank you for th* Exchange. 
Ant. Oh Cleopatra 
Vent. Again ? 
Ant. I've done: In that laſt Sigh, ſhe went. 
Ce/ar ſhall know what *tis to force a Lover 
From all he holds moſt dear. 
Vent, Methinks you breathe 
Another Soul: Your Looks are more Divine; 
You ſpeak a Hero, and you move a God. 
Ant. O, thou haſt fir'd me: my Soul's up in Arms, 
And mans each Part about me; Once again, 


That 


8 


| The WoRLD well Los r. 21 
That noble Eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz'd me; 

© That Eagerneſs, with which I darted upward 

o Caſiu“ Camp: In vain the ſteepy Hill 


. 


Oppos d my Way; in vain a War of Spears 
Jung round my Head, and planted all my Shield; 
I won the Trenches, while my foremoſt Men 

E 1agg'd on the Plain below. 8 

Vent. Ye Gods, ye Gods, 

For ſuch another Hour! 

Ait. Come on, my Soldier! 

© Our Hearts and Arms are ſtill the ſame: I lon 

q Once more to meet our Foes ; that Thou and ], 


May tate Fate to em; Mow 'em out a Paſſage, 
And, entring where the foremoſt Squadrons yield, 


Ac T l. 


Enter Cleopatra, Iras, and Alexas. 


1977 HAT ſhall I do, or whither ſhall T tu n? 

[ Ventidias has o'ercome, and he will go. 

Alx. He goes to fight for you. 

Cee. Then he would ſee me, ere he went to figl t: 

| Flatter me not: If once he goes, he's loſt ; 

And all my Hopes deſtroy'd. | 

Alx. Does this weak Paſſion 

| become a mighty Queen? 

E Clo, Iam no Queen; | 

Is this to be a Queen, to be beſieg'd 

by yon inſulting Roman; and to wait | 

bach Hour the Victor's Chain? Theſe Tis are ſmall; 
For Antony is lo, and ! can mourn = 

For nothing elſe bur him. 
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Like Time and Death, marching before our Troor 3, 


begin the noble Harveſt of the Field. [ Exe: nt. 
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Has taught my Mind the Fortune of a Slave. 
Tras. Call Reaſon to affiſt you. 
Cleo. J have none, | 
And none would have: My Love's a noble Madnef: 
Which ſhows the Cauſe deſerv'd it. Moderate Sorry 
Fits vulgar Love; and for a vulgar Man: 
But I have lov'd with ſuch tranſcendant Paſſion, 
I ſoar'd, at firſt, quite out of Reaſon's View, 
And now am loſt above it. — No, I'm proud 
*T1s thus: Would Antony could fee me now; 


Think you he would not ſigh? though he muſt leave ne, 


Sure he would figh : for he is noble-natur'd, 
And bears a tender Heart: I know him well. 
Ah, no, I know him not; I knew him once, 
But now *tis paſt. 

Iras. Let it be paſt with you: 
Forget him, Madam. 

Cleo. Never, never, Iras. 

He once was mine; and once, though now tis gone, 
Leaves a faint Image of Poſſeſſion ſtill. 

Alex. Think him Unconſtant, Cruel, and Ungratefu!, 

Cleo I cannot: If I could, thoſe Thoughts were vain; 
Faithleſs, Ungrateful, Cruel, though he be, 

I fill muſt love him. | 

Enter Charmion, 
Naw, what News, my Charmion ? 
Will he be kind? and, will he not forſake me? 
Am I to live or die? nay, do I live? 
Or am I dead? for when he gave his Anſwer, 
Fate took the Word, and then I liv'd or dy'd. 

Char. I found him, Madam —— 

Cleo. Along Speech preparing ? 

If thou bring'ſt Comfort, haſte, and give it me; 
For never was more need. 

Iras. I know he loves you. 

Cleo. Had he been kind, her Eyes had told me ſo. 
Before her Tongue could ſpeak it: Now ſhe ſtudies, 
To ſoften what he ſaid ; but give me Death, 
Juſt as he ſent it, Charmion, undiſguis'd, 
And in the Words he ſpoke, 
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| Char. J found him then 

E jncompaſs'd round, I think, with Iron Statues, 

do mute, fo motionleſs his Soldiers flood, 

E while awfully he caſt his Eyes about, 

And ev'ry Leader's Hopes and Fears ſurvey'd: 

E Methought he look*d reſolv'd, and yet not pleas'd. 
When he beheld me ſtruggling in the Crowd, 

He bluſh'd, and bade, make way. 

Alex. There's Comfort yet. 

F Char. Ventidius fixt his Eyes upon my Paſſage 

E Severely, as he meant to, frown me back, 

And fallenly gave place: I told my Meſſage, 

juſt as you gave it, broken and diſorder'd; 

| number'd in it all your Sighs and Tears, 

And while I mov'd your Pitiful Requeſt, 

That you but only begg'd a laſt Farewel, 

He fetch'd an inward Groan, and ev'ry time 
nam'd you, ſigh'd, as if his Heart were breaking, 
But ſhun'd my Eyes, and guiltily look'd down; 

u. te ſeem'd not now that awful Antony 18 
© E Who ſhook an arm'd Aſſembly with his Nod, 
WE But making ſhow as he would rub his Eves, 
Diſguis'd and blotted out a falling Tear, 
Cleo. Did he then weep? and was I worth a Tear? 
If what thou haſt to ſay be not as pleaſing, 
Tell me no more, but let me die contented. 
Char, He bid me ſay, He knew himſelf fo well 
He could deny you nothing, if he ſaw you; 
And therefore . 
E Clo. Thou would'ſt fay, he would not ſee me ? 
E Char. And therefore beg'd you not to uſe a Power, 
© Which he could ill reſiſt; yet he ſhould ever 
Reſpect you as he ought. 
Cleo. Is thac a Word 
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And without Pow'r to give 'em? 

Alex. You misjudpe 
You ſee through Love, and that deludes your Site: 
As, what is ſtraight, ſeems crooked through the Water; 
But I, who bear my Reaſon undiſburb'd, 
Can ſee this Antony, this dreaded Man, 
A fearful Slave, who fain would run away, 
And ſhuns his Maſter's Eyes; if you purlue him, 
My life on't, he ſtill drags a Chain along, 
That needs muft clog his Flight, 

Cleo. Could I believe thee ! | 

Alex. By ev'ry Circumſtance I know he loves, 
True, he's hard preſt, by Int'reſt and by Honour: 
Yer he but doubts, and parlies, and caſt out 
Many a long Look for Succour. 

Cleo. He ſends word, 
He fears to ſee my Face, 

Alex. And would you more ? 
He ſhows his Weakneſs who declines the Combat; 
And you muſt urge your Fortune. Could he ſpeat; 
More plainly ? To my Ears, the Meſſage ſounds 
Come to my Reſcue, Cleopatra, come; 
Come, free me from Ventidius; from my Tyrant: 
See me, and give me a Pretence to leave him. 
1 hear his Trumpets. This way he muſt paſs. 
Pleaſe you, retire a while; I'II work him firſt, 
That he may bend more eaſy. 

Cleo. Vou ſhall rule me; 
But all, 1 fear, in vain. 

Alex. | fear ſo too; 


'Though I conceal'd my Thoughts, to make her bold: 


But tis our utmoſt Means, and Fate befriend it. 
2 

Enter Lictors with Faſces; one bearing the Eagle : Ther 

enter Antony with Ventidius, followed by other Con. 

manders. 

Ant. OXkaowius 1s the Minion of blind Chance, 
But holds from Vartue nothing. 

Vent. Has he Courage / | 

Aut. But juſt enough to ſeaſon him from Coward, 
O, *tis the coldeſt Youth upon a Charge, ths 
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Tue moſt deliberate Fighter ! if he ventures 
3 (as in lilyria once they ſay he did 
o form a Town) 'tis when he cannot chuſe, 
| When all the World have fixt their Eyes upon him: 
And then he lives on that for ſeven Years aſter, 
bat at a cloſe Revenge he never fails. 
Mint. I heard you challeng'd him, 
Ant. I did, Ventidius, 


| What chink? thou was his Anſwer? 'T was fo tame. 


Ile ſaid he had more Ways than one to die; 

© : had not. ? 
Vent. Poor! 

Ant. He has more Ways than one; 

Bot he would chuſe 'em all before that one. 

Vent. He firſt would chuſe an Ague, or a Fevet. 
Aut. No: It mult be an Ague, not a Fever: 

He has not Warmth enough to die by that. 

VUunt. Or old Age and a Bed. 

Ait. Ay, there's his Choice. 

Ile would live, like a Lamp, to the laſt Wink, 

And crawl upon the utmoſt Verge of Life: 

O Hercules“ Why ſhould a Man like this, 

Who dares not traſt his Fate for one great Action, 

| Be all the Care of Heav'n? Why ſhould he Lord it 

| O'cr fourſcore thouſand Men, of whom each one 

Is braver than himſelf? 

ent. You conquer'd for him: 

| P::1;pp7 knows it; there you ſhar'd with him 

That Empire, which your Sword made all your own, 
Ast. Fool that I was, upon my Eagle's Wings 
I bore this Wren, 'till I was tir'd with Soaring, 

And now he mounts above me. 

Good Heav'ns, is this, is this the Man who braves me? 
ho bids my Age make way? Drives me before him, 
| i0the World's Ridge, and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh? 
Vent. Sir, we loſe time; the Troops are mounted all, 
| Ant. Then give the Word to march: 

. long to leave this Priſon of a Town, 

J join the Legions; and, in open Field, 

Oace more to ſhow my Face. Lead, my Deliverer. 
; Enter 
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Enter Alexas. 3 

Alex. Great Emperor, W 
In mighty Arms renown'd above Mankind, Bec 
But, in ſoft Pity to th' Oppreſt, a God: I 
This Meſſage ſends the mournful Cleopatra n 
To her departing Lord. Not 
Vent. Smooth Sycophant ! ut 
Alex. A thouſand Wiſhes, and ten thouſand Pray'r; Ide 
Millions of Bleſſings wait you to the Wars, he 
Millions of Sighs in Tears ſhe ſends you too, 4 
And would have ſent Ve 
As many dear Embraces to your Arms, 4. 
As many parting Kiſſes to your Lips; V5 
But thoſe, ſhe fears, have weary'd you already. A 
Vent. | Aſide.] Falſe Crocodile! | 4 
Alex. And yet ſhebegsnot now, youwould notleaveher, * . 
4 


That were a Wiſh too mighty for her Hopes, Love, 
And too preſuming (ſor her lo Fortune, and your ebbing 
That were a Wiſh for her moſt proſp'rous Days, 
Her blooming Beauty, and your growing Kindneſs, 
Ant. | Afr. ] Weill, I muſt Man it out; What would 
the Queen? 
Alex. Firſt to theſe noble Warriors, who attend 
Vour daring Courage in the Chaſe of Fame, 
(Too daring, and too dang'rous for her Quiet) 
She humbly recommends all ſhe holds dear, 
All her own Cares and Fears, the Care of you. 
Vent. Yes. witneſs Aium. 
Au. Let him ſpeak, Fentidius, bd 
Alex. You whenhismatchleſs Valourbearshimforward, 
With Ardour too Heroick, his Foes, | 
Fall down, as {he would do, tefore his Feet; 
Lie in his Way, and ſtop the Paths of Death; 
Tell him, this God is not invulnerable, 
That abſent Cleopatra bleeds in him; 
And, that you may remember her Petition, 
She begs you wear theſe 'Trifles, as a Pawn, 
Which, at your wiſht Return. ſhe will redeem 
Gives Feels to the Commanders 
With all the Wealth of Z's ypr- Ti 
2 


Vent. Tell her PII none on't; 
pm not aſham'd of honeſt Poverty: 
Not all the Diamonds of the Eaſt can bribe 
Vnriduus from his Faith. I hope to ſee 
E Theſe, and the reſt of all her ſparkling Store, 
pere they ſhall more deſervingly be plac'd. 
Ait. And who mult wear 'em then? | 
Vert, The wrong'd Ocravia. 
Hat. You might have ſpar'd that Word, 
:xt, And ſhe that Bribe, | 
Aut. But have I no Remembrance? 
Alex. Yes, a dear one; 
EYour Slave, the Queen ——— 
Art. My Miſtreſs. 
Aer. Then your Miſtreſs, | 
our Miſtreſs would, ſhe ſays, have ſent her Soul, 
Put that you had long ſince; ſhe hambly begs 
Tus Ruby Bracelet, ſet with bleeding Hearts, 
(The Emblems of her own) may bind your Arm, 
i [ Pre/entins a Bracelet, 


For Manhood's ſake, and for your own dear Safety, 
Fl ouch not theſe poiſon'd Gifts, 

Infected by the Sender, touch 'em not 

Moriads of blueſt Plagues lie underneath 'em, 

And more than Aconite has dipt the Silk. 

dit, Nay, now you grow too Cynical, Yentidins : 
Lady's Favours may be worn with Honour, 

Bhat, to refuſe her Bracelet! On my Soul, 

When lie penfive in my Tent alone, 

Tuill paſs the wakeful Hours of Winter Nights, 
Lo tell ſome pretty Beads upon my Arm, 

To count for every one a ſoft Embrace, 

melting Kiſs at ſuch and ſuch a Time; 

Erd now and then the Fury of her Love. 

en — And what Harm's in this ? 
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Vent. Now, my beſt Lord, in Honour's Name, I aſk you, 
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Alex. None, none, my Lord, 


But what's to her, that now 'tis paſt for ever, * 
Ant. [Going to tie it.] We Soldiers are fo aukward- nt 
help me tie it. 3 

Alex. In faith, my Lord, we Courtiers too are aukna II 


In theſe Affairs: So are all Men indeed: 160 
Ev'n I, who am not one. But ſhall J ſpeak? ; 

Ant. Yes, freely. 

Alex. Then, my Lord, fair Hands alone 
Are fit to tie it; ſhe, who ſent it, can. 

Vent. Hell, Death! this Eunuch Pandar ruins yoy, 
You will not ſee her? 

[ Alexas whiſpers an Attendant, who goes out, 


Ant. But to take my Leave. 4 

Fent. Then I have waſh'd an Z2hicpe. Y*are undone; An 
Y'are in the Toils; y*are taken; y'are deſtroy'd: a 
Her Eyes do Cæſar's Work. 1 

Ant. Vou fear too ſoon. Fre 
I'm conftant to myſelf: I know my Strength: s | 
And yet ſhe ſhall not think me barbarous neither, 1 
Born in the Depths of Africk I'm a Roman, : Er 
Bred to the Rules of ſoft Humanity. TT 
A Gueſt, and kindly us'd, ſhould hid farewel. - * 

Vent. You do not know | Er 
How weak you are to her, how much an Infant; ö An 
Vou are not proof againſt a Smile, or Glance; | Yo 
A Sigh will quite diſarm you. 11 

Ant. See, ſhe comes! . Ce 
Now you ſhall find your Error. Gods, I thank you: WW Ply 
I form'd the Danger greater that it was. BE 
And now *tis near, *tis leſſen'd. | » 


Vent. Mark the End yet. | 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmion and lras, 

Ant. Well, Madam, we are met. 

Cleo. Is this a Meeting? 

Then, we muſt part? 

Ant. We muſt. 

Cleo. Who ſays we muſt? 

Ant. Our own hard Fates. 

Cleo. We make thoſe Fates ourſelves. 
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tn. Ves, we have made 'em; we have lov'd each other 


nto our mutual Ruin. 


Clio. The Gods have ſeen my Joys with envious Eyes; 


: | have no Friends in-Heav'n; and all the World, 


(As 'twere the Bus'neſs of Mankind to part us) 


ls arm'd againſt my Love: Ev'n you yourſelf 


Join with the reſt; you, you are arm'd againſt me- 
Ant, I will be juitify'd in all I do 


To late Poſterity, and therefore hear me. 

if [ mix a Lye ; | 
| With any Truth, reproach me freely with it; 
| Elie, favour me with Silence. 


Clio. You command me, 


And I am dumb. 


Vent. 1 like this well: He ſhows Authority. 
Ant. That I derive my Ruin 


| From you alone 


Clu, O Heav'ns! J ruin you! 


Ant. You promis'd me your Silence, and you break: it 


Ere [ have ſcarce begun. 

Cleo, Well, I obey you. 

Ant. When I beheld you firſt, it was in .Zg ypt, 
Ere Cz/ar ſaw your Eyes; you gave me Love, 


And were too young to know it; that I ſettled 


Your Father in his Throne, was for your ſake, 
I left thi Acknowledgment for Time to ripen. 
Ce/ar ſtept in, and with a greedy Hand | 
Pluck'd the green Fruit, ere the firſt Bluſh of Red, 
Yet cleaving to the Bough. He was my Lord, 
And was, befide, tao great for me to rival. 
Bot, I deſerv'd you firſt, tho? he enjoy'd you. 
When, after, I beheld you in Cilicia, 
An Enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 
Cleo. I clear'd myſelf 
Ant. Ag ain you break your Promiſe. 
I lov'd you Kill, and took your weak Excuſes, 
Took you into my Boſom, ſtain'd by Ce/ar, 
And not half mine: I weat to Egypt with you, 
And hid me from the Bus'neſs of the World, 
Shut out enquiring Nations from my Sight, 
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To give whole Years to you. 
Fent. Yes, to your Shame be't ſpoken. 22 
Ant. How I lov'd 
Witneſs ye Days and Nights, and all ye Hours, 
That danc'd away with down upon your Feet, 
As all your Bus'neſs were to count my Paſſion. 
One Day paſt by, and nothing faw but Love: 
Another came, and ſtill *twas only Love: 
The Suns were weary'd out with looking on, 
And I untir'd with loving. 
ſaw you ev'ry Day, and all the Day; 
And ev'ry Day was ſtill bat as the firſt : 
So eager was I fill to ſee you more. 
Fent. Tis all too true. 
Ant. Fulvia, my Wife, grew jealous, 
As ſhe indeed had reaſon, rais'd a War 
In Italy, to call me back. 
Vent. But yet 
You went not. l 
Ant. While within your Arms I lay, | E To 
The World fell mouldring from my Hands each Hour, But 
And left me ſcarce a Graſp (I thank your Love for't.] I]. 
LVint, Well puſh'd: That laſt was home. Inte 
Cleo. Vet may I ſpeak ? i 
Ant. If I have urg'd a Falſhood, yes; elſe, not. | Th 
Your Silence ſays I have not. Fulwia dy'd; E Fo: 
(Pardon, you Gods, with my Unkindneſs dy'd.) V. 
To fet the World at Peace, I took Octavia. 4 


This Cæſar's Siſter ; in her pride of Youth, | To 
And flow'r of Beauty did I wed that Lady, ST 
Whom bluſhing I mult praiſe, becauſe J left her. An 
You call'd; my Love obey'd the fatal Summons: 3 
This rais'd the Reman Arms; the Cauſe was yours. A 


T would have fought by Land, where I was ftronger; WP 10 
You hinder'd it: Yet, when I fought ar Sea, = 


Forſook me fighting; and (oh ſtain to Honour! Ut 
Oh laſting Shame!) 1 knew not that I fled; : 
But fled to follow you. | (4 


Vent. What haite ſhe made to hoiſt her purple Sais; E. 
And, to appear magnificent in Flight, 2 | 


— 
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ö Drew half our Strength away. 


Ant. All this you caus'd. 


And, would you multiply more Ruins on me? 
tis honeſt Man, my beſt, my only Friend, 

E Has gather'd up the Shipwrack of my Fortunes ; 

E Twelve Legions I have left, my laſt Recruits, 

And you have watch'd the News, and bring your Eyes 
Jo ſee them too. If you have ought to anſwer, 
Now ſpeak, you have free Leave. 


Alex. [ Aſide.] She ſtands confounded : 


| Deſpair is in her Eyes. 


Vent. Now lay a Sigh i'th'way, to ſtop his Paſſage 3 


Prepare a Tear, and bid it for his Legions ; 
lis like they ſhall be fold. 


Co. How ſhall I plead my Cauſe, when you my judge 


Already have condemn'd me ? Shall I bring 

© The Love you bore me for my Advocate ? 

| That now is turn'd againſt me, that deſtroys me; 
For, Love once paſt, is, at the beſt, forgotten; 
Hut oſtner ſoars to Hate: *rwill pleaſe my Lord 
To ruin me, and therefore [ll be guilty. 
But, could I once have thought it would have pleas'd you, 
| That you would pry, with narrow ſearching Eyes 
Into my Faults, ievere to my Deſtruction, 

And watching all Advantages with Care, 

bat ſerve to make me wtetched ? Speak, my Lord, 


For I end here. Though I deſerve this Uſage, 


Was it like you to give it ? 


Ant. O you wrong me, | 


To think 1 ſought this Parting, or deſir'd 


T accuſe you more than what will clear myſelf, 
And juſtify this Breach. | 
Cleo. Thus low I thank you 
And, ſince my Innocence will not offend, 
{ ſhall not bluſh to own it. | 
Vent, After this 
[ think ſhe'll bluſh at nothing. 
Cleo. You ſeem griev'd, 
(And therein you are kind). that Cæſur firſt 
£00y'4 my Love, though you deſerv'd it better: 
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If as a Lover, Stay. If you muſt periſh: i 
Tis a hard Word; but ſtay. 


I grieve for that, my Lord, much more than yoy., 3 8 
For, had 1 firſt deen yours, it would have ſav'd gu 
My ſecond Choice: I never had been his, w. 
And ne*er had been but yours. But Cæfſar firſt, An. 
You ſay, poſſeſs'd my Love. Not ſo, my Lord: E ( 
He &6rit poſſeſs'd my Perſon ; you my Love: 1 
Ca. ſur lov'd me; but I lov'd Auionv. E Co 
If Ll endur'd him after, *twas becauſe FyY 
T judg'd it due to the firſt Name of Men; Pro 
And, half conſtrain'd, I gave, as to a Tyrant, * 
What he would take by Force, Ik 
Ven. O Syren! S ren! | You 
Yet grant that all the Love ſhe boaſts were true, An 
Hus the not ruin'd you? I {ill urge that, | See 
The fatal Conſequence. An 
Cleo. The Conſequence indeed, So, 
For I dare challenge him, my greateſt Foe, An 
To ſay it was deſign'd: Tis true, I lov'd you, | 
And kept you far from an uneaſy Wiſe, E Yo 
(Such Fulvia was.) Ind 
Yes, but he'll ſay, you left Oœavia for me ;— Th 
And, can you blame me to receive that Love, For 
Which quitted ſuch Deſert, for worthleſs Me ? But 
How often have I wiſh'd ſome other Cz/ar, p Is t 
Great as the firſt, and as the ſecond Young, = 
Would court my Love, to be refus*d for you! ob 
Vent. Words, Words; but 4#ium, Sir, remember 
Adtium. El 
Cleo. Ev*n there, Idare his Malice. True, I counſcl!' fe, 
To fight at Sea; but, I betray'd you not. W. 
] Red, but not to th' Enemy. *Twas Fear; 60 
Would 1 had been a Man, not to have fear'd, 1 
For none would then have envy'd me your Friencihip, Pu 
Who envy me your Love. An 
Ant. We're both unhappy : | Dre 
If nothing elſe, yet our ill Fortune parts us. T 
Speak; Would you have me periſh, by my Stay! An 
Cleo. If as a Friend you aſk my judgment, Go; | 10 
As 


7 ui 


ef 


. 


Could I have borne 
A Life or Death, a Happineſs or Woe 
Prom yours divided, this had giv'n me Means. 


8s | bad never been. 


' F,rt. See now the Effects of her ſo boaſted Love! 


ohe ſtrives to drag you down to Ruin with her; 
© But, could ſhe ſcape without you, oh how ſoon 

E Would ſhe let go her Hold, and haſte to ſhore, 

And never look behind! 


Clo, Then judge my Love by this. 
| [ Giving Antony a Writing, 


Ant. By Hercules, the Writing of Oavius / 


I know it well: 'tis that proſcribing Band, 

| Young as it was, that led the way to mine 

And left me but the ſecond Place in Murder: 
dee, ſee, Ventiaius ! here he offers Ægypt, 

And joins all Syria to it, as a Preſent, 

© So, in requital, ſhe forſakes my Fortunes, 

And join her Arms with his. | 


Cleo. And yet you leave me! 


You leave me, Antony; and yet I love you, 
Indeed Ido: I have refus'd a Kingdom, 
That's a Trifle; 

For I could part with Life, with any thing, 
But only you. O let me die but with you! 
Is that a hard Requeſt ? | 


Ant, Next living with you, 


is all that Heav'n can give. 


Alex. He melts ; we conquer. Alle. 
Cleo. No: You ſhall go: Your Int'reſt calls you hence; 


Les; your dear Int'reſt pulls too ſtrong, for theſe 
| Weak Arms to hold you here 
| Go; leave me, Soldier; 
kor you're no more a Lover :) leave me dying: 
| Fuſh me all pale and panting from your Boſom, 
And, when your March begins, let one run after 
Breathleſs almoſt for Joy; and ery, ſhe's dead: 


[Takes his Hand. 


The Soldiers ſhout; you then perhaps may figh, 
And muſter all your Roman Gravity ; 
Feidivs Chides 3 and. trait your Brow clears up, 
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Ant. Gods, *tis too much; too much for Man to bear. 


Cleo. What is' t for me then, 


A weak forſaken Woman: and a Lover? 
Here let me breathe my laſt? Envy me not 
This Minute in your Arms: I'll die apace : 
As faſt as e'er I can; and end your Trouble. 

Ant. Die! Rather let me periſh : Looſen'd Nature 
Leap from its Hinges, fink-the Props of Heav'n, 
And fall the Skies to cruſh the nether World. 


My Eyes, my Soul ; 


Vent, And what's "this Toy, 


my All! 


[ Embraces her. 


In Balance with your Fortune, Honour, Fame ? 
Ant. What is't, Ventidius? it out-weighs 'em all; 
Why, we have more than conquer'd Cz/ar now: 
My Queen's not only Innocent, but loves me. 
This, this is ſhe who drags me down to Ruin! 
But, could ſhe ſcape without me, with what haſte 
Would ſhe let ſlip her Hold, and make to Shore, 
And never look behind ! 
Down on thy Knees, Blaſphemer as thou art, 
And aſk Forgiveneſs of wrong'd Innocence. 


FYent, I'll rather die, than take it. 
Ant, Go! Whither? 


Will you go; 


Go from all that's Excellent! 


Faith, Honour, Virtue, all good Things forbid, 
That 1 ſhould go from her, who ſets my Love 


Above the Price of Kingdoms. 
Give to your Boy, your Cæſar, 


Give, you Gods, 


This Rattle of a Globe to play withal, | 
This Gu-gau World, and put him cheaply off: 
JI not be pleas'd with leſs than Cleopatra, 
Cleo. She's wholly yours. My Heart's ſo full of Joy, 
That J ſhall do ſome wild Extravagance 


Ot Love, in publick ; 


and the fooliſh World, 


Which knows not Tenderneſs, will think me Mad. 
Nu, O Women ! Women! Women! all the Gods 


Have not ſuch Pow'r of doing good to Man, 


As ycu of doing harm. 


Ant. Qur Men are 


arm'd. 


Unbar the Gate that looks to Cæſar's Camp; 


I would revenge the Treachery he meant me: 


And 


[Exit, 
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And long Security makes Conqueſt eaſy. 

Fm eager to return before I go; 

For all the Pleaſures I have Known, beat thick 

On my Remembrance: How I long for Night! 

That both the Sweets of mutual Love may try, 

And Triumph once o'er Cæſar ere we die. [| Exeunt. 


$38SSS9SS888888888888 
ACT III... L 


It one Door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, 
a Train of Egyptians: At the other: Antony and Ro- 
mans. The Entrance on both Sides is prepar' d by Muſick ;. 

the Trumpets firſt ſounding on Antony's Part : Them, 
anſwer'd by Timbrels,.&Cc. on Cleopatra's. Charmion 
aud Iras hold a Laurel Wreath betwixt them. A 
Dance of Egyptians. After the Ceremony, Cleopatra 
Crowns Antony. 


Ant. Thought how thoſe white Arms would fold me in, 

And ſtrain me cloſe, and melt me into Love; 
So pleas'd with that ſweet Image, I ſprung forwards, 
And added all my Strength to every Blow.. 

Clio. Come to me, come, my Soldier, to my Arms, 
You've been too long away from my Embraces ; 
But, when I have you faſt, and all my own, 

With broken Murmurs, and with amorous Sighs, 
PIifay, you were unkind, and puniſh you, 
And mark you red with many an eager Kiſs. 

Ant. My brighter Venus / 

Cleo. O my greater Mars“ 

Ant. Thou join'ſt us well, my Love! 


4 Suppoſe me come from the Phlegræan Plains, 


. 


Where gaſping Giants lay, cleft by my Sword :: 


And Mountain Tops par'd off each other Blow, 
Jo bury thoſe I flew : Receive me, Goddeſs : 
Let Cz/ar ſpread his ſubtile Nets, like Vulcan, 


| 1 thy Embraces I would be beheld. 


By: 
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n „ 


36 ALL fer Love: Cr, 


By Heav'n and Earth at once; 
And make their Envy what they meant their Spoit. 
Let thoſe who took us bluſh; I would love on 
With awful State, regardleſs of their Frowns, 
As their ſuperior God. 
There's no Satiety of Love, in thee; 
Enjoy'd, thou ſtill art new; perpetual Spring 
Is in thy Arms; the ripen'd Fruit but falls, 
And Bloſſoms riſe to fill its empty Place; 
And I grow rich by Giving. 

Enter Ventidius, and flands apart. 

Alex. O, now the Danger's paſt; your General comes, 
He joins not in your joys, nor minds your Triumphs; 
But, with contracted Brows, looks frownang on, 
As Envying your Succeſs. 

Ant. Now, on my Soul, he loves me; truly loves me; 
He never flatter'd me in any Vice, 


But awes me with his Virtue: Ev'n this Minute 


Methinks he has a Right of chiding me. 

Lead to the Temple: Til avoid his Preſence ; 

It checks too ſtrong upon me. [ Exeunt the rift 
[ Antony 7s going, Ventidius pulls him by the Rite, 
Vent. Emperor! 
Ant. Tis the old Argument; I pr'ythee ſpare me. 

| [ Looking back, 
Ye; t. But this one Hearing, Emperor. 
Ant. Let go 

My Rabe; or, by my Father Herculer=——— 
Vert. By Hercules's Father, that's yet greater, 

] brirg you ſomewhat you would wich to know, 
Ant. Thou fee'ſt we are obſerv'd; attend me heie, 
And 1] return. | Exit 
Vent. lm waning in his Favour, yet I love hin; 

I love this Man, who runs to meet his Ruin; 

And, ſure the Gods, like me, are fond of him: 

His Virtyes lie ſo mingled with his Crimes, 

As would confound their Choice to puniſh one, 

And not reward the other. 

Enter Antony. 
Ant. We can conquer, 
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vou ſee, without your Aid. 
E we have diſlodg'd their Troops, | 
E They look on us at Diſtance, and, like Curs 
E Scap'd from the Lion's Paws, they bay far off, 
And lick their Wounds, and faintly threaten War, 
| Five thouſand Romans with their Faces upward 
lie breathleſs on the Plain. 
| Yet. Tis well: And he 
F Who loſt 'em, could have ſpar'd ten thouſand more, 
| Yet if, by this Advantage, you could gain 
An eaſier Peace, while Cæſar doubts the Chance 
Of Arms! 
Ant. O think not on't, FVentidius; 
The Boy purſues my Ruin, he'll no Peace; 
His Malice is conſiderate in Advantage; 
O, he's the cooleſt Murderer, ſo ſtanch, 
He kills, and keeps his Temper. 
Vent. Have you no Friend 
In all his Army, who has Power to move him; 
| MMecenas, or Agrippa might do much. 
Ant. They're both too deep in Cæſar's Intereſts, 
We'll work it out by dint of Sword, or perith. 
Vent. Fain L would find ſome other. 
Art. Thank thy Love. 
Some four or five ſuch Victories as this 
Will fave thy farther Pains. 1 | 
Vert, Expect no more; Ca/ar is on his Guard: 
{ know, Sir, you have conquen'd againſt odds; 
But ſtill you draw Supplies from one poor Town, 
And of Zgyptrans: He has all the World, 
And, at his — 1 Nations come pouring in, 
To fill the Gaps you make. Pray think again. 
Aut. Why coſt thou drive me from myſelf, to ſearch 
For foreign A:ds? to hunt my Memory, 
And range all o'er a waſte and barren Place 
To find a Friend? The wretched have no Friends 
Yet I had one, the braveſt Youth of Rome, 
Whom Cz/ar loves beyond the Love of Women, 
He could reſolve his Mind, as Fire does Wax, 


From that hard rugged Image melt him down 
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I read your Aniwer in your Eyes you would. 


Art thou return'd at laſt, my better Halt ; 


38 Ar L for Loves: Or, 
And mould him in what ſofter Form he pleas'd. N 
Vent. Him would I ſee; that Man of all the Word: WW Col 
Juſt ſuch a one we want, Let 
Ant. He lov'd me too, | If: 
T was his Soul; he liv'd not but in me: W. 
We were ſo clos'd within each other's Breaſts, 3 
The Rivets were not found that join'd us firſt. = 
That does not reach us yet: We were ſo mixt, : Lil 
As meeting Streams, both to ourſelves were loſt; b 
We were one Maſs; we could not give or take, 
But from the ſame; for he was I, I he. 
Vent. He moves as I would wiſh him. 
Ant. Aſter this, B 
I need not tell his Name : : Tas Delabella. J Th 
Vent. He's now in Cæſar's Camp. | 
Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's Sight; 
Becauſe I fear'd he lov'd her: He confeſt | 
He had a Warmth, which, for my ſake, he ſtifled; 
For *twere impoſſible that two, ſo one, 
Should not have lov'd the ſame. When he departed, 
He took no leave; and that confirm'd my Thought. 
Vent. It argues that he lov'd you more than her, 
Elſe he had ſtaid; but he perceiv'd you jealous, 
And would not grieve his Friend: I know he loves you. 
Ant. I ſhould have ſeen him thea ere now. 
Vent. Perhaps 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your Peace. 
Ant. Would he were here. 
Jent. Would you! believe he lov'd you? 


Not to conceal it longer, he has ſent 
A Meſſenger from Cz/ar's Camp, with Letters. 
Ant. Let him appear. 
Vent. I'll bring him inſtantly. 
Exit Ventidius, aud re-enters immediately withDolabella 
Ant. *Tis he himſelf, himſelf, by is Friendſhip! 


[ Runs to embrace bim. 


Come, 


tt, 


5 


How thou upbraid'it my Love : The Queen has Eyes, 
And 


The WoRLD well Los r. 39. 


© Come give me all myſelf. 

Let me not live, 

le the young Bridegroom, longing for his Night, 
© Was ever half ſo fond. 


Dola. I muſt be filent, for my Soul is buſy 


About a nobler Vork: She's new come home; 
E Like a long abſent Man, and wanders o'er 
Fach Room, a Stranger to her own, to look 
If all be ſafe. 


Ant. Thou haſt what's left of me. 


Ffror Jam now ſo ſunk from what I was, 

Thou find'ſt me at my loweſt Water-mark. 

| The Rivers that ran in, and rais'd my Fortunes, 
Are all dry'd up, or take another Courſe : 

© What I have left is from my native Spring; 

Poe ill a Heart that ſwells, in Scorn of Fate, 
And lifts me to my Banks. | 


Dola. Still you are Lord of all the World to me 
Ant. Why, then 1 yet am ſo; for thou art all. 
If I had any Joy when thou wert Abſent, 


| I grudg'd it to myſelf ; methought I robb*d 


Thee of thy Part. But, Oh my Delabella / 
Thou haſt beheld me other than I am. 
Haſt thou not ſeen my Morning Chambers fill'd 
With Scepter'd Slaves, who waited to ſalute me ? 
With Eaſtern Monarchs, who forgot the Sun, 
To worſhip my Upriſing ? Menial Kings 
Ran courfing up and down my Palace-yard, 
Stood filent in my Preſence, watch'd my Eyes, 
And, at my leaſt Command, all ftarted out 
Like Racers to the Goal. 
Vola. Slaves to your Fortune, | 
Ant. Fortune is Cæſar's now; and what am I? 
Verl. What you have made yourſelt; Lwill not flatter. 
Ant. Is this friendly done ? 
Doin, Yes, when his End is fo, I muſt join with him; 
Indeed ] mutt, and yet you mult not chide : 
Why am 1 elſe your Friend ? 
Aut. Lake heed, young Man. 
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And thou too haſt a Soul. Canſt thou remember 
When, ſwell'd with Hatred, thou beheld'ft her firſt 
As_acceflary to thy Brother's Death ? 


D:1a. Spare my Remembrance; 'twas a guilty Day, 


And ſtill the Bluſh hangs here. 

A. To clear herſelf, 
For ſending him no Aid, ſhe came from Egypt, 
Her Galley down the Silver Syanes row'd, 
The Tackling Silk, the Streamers wav'd with Gold, 
The gentle Winds were lodg'd in purple Sails: 
Her Nymphs,likeNere:d;,round her Couch were plact; 
Where ſhe, another Sea-born Venus, lay. 

Dola. No more: I would not hear it. 

Ant. O, you muſt! 
She lay, and leant her Cheek upon her Hand, 
And caſt a Look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 
As if, ſecure of all Beholders Hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take 'em: Boys, like Capi, 
Stood fanning with their painted Wings, the Winds 
That play'd about her Face: But if ſhe ſmil'd, 
A darting Glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad: 
That Mens defiring Eyes were never weary'd ; 
But hung upon the Object: To ſoft Flutes 
The Silver Qars kept time; and while they plaid, 
The Hearing gave new Pleaſure to the Sight; 
And both to Thought.” TwWas Heav'n, or ſomewhat more; 
For ſhe ſo charm'd all Hearts that gazing Crowds 
Stood panting on. the Shore, and wanted Breath 
To give their welcome. Voice, 
Then, Dolabella, where was then thy Soul? 
Was not thy Fury quite diſarm'd with Wonder? 
Didſt thou not ſhrink behind me from thoſe Eyes, 
And whiſper in my Ear, Oh tell her not | 
That I accus'd her of my Brother's Death ? 

Do/a. And ſhould my Weakneſs be a Plea for yours! 
Mine was an Age when Love might be excus'd, 


When kindly Warmth, and when my ſpringing Vouth 


Made it a Debt to Nature. Vours - 
Vent. Speak boldly. 


Yours, he would ſay, in your declining Age, 
When 


han — — inn yt — 
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E When no more Heat was left but what you ſorc'd, 
When all the Sap was neediul for the Trunk, 


When it went down, then they conſtrain'd the Courſe, 


7 And robb'd from Nature, to ſupply Deſire; 


In you (I would not uſe ſo harſh a Word) 


3 Tis but plain Dotage. 


Aut. Ha 
Dela. Twas urg'd too home. 


| But yet the Loſs was private that I made; 


Twas but myſelf I loſt: I loſt no Legions ; 


] hal no World to loſe, no People's Love. 


Ant. This from a Friend? 

Dela. Yes, Antony, a true one; 

A Friend fo tender, that each Word I ſpeak 
Stabs my own Heart, before it reach your Ear. 
O, judge me not leſs kind becauſe I chide: 

To Cz/ar I excuſe you. 

Ant. O ye Gods! 

Have I then liv'd to be excus'd to Cez/ar ? 

Dola, As to your Equal. 

Ant, Well, he's but my Equal : 

While I wear this, he never ſhall be more. 

Dola. I bring Conditions from him. 

Ant, Are they Noble ? 

Methinks thou ſhould'ſ not bring 'em elſe ; yet he 
is full of deep Diſſembling; knows no Honour 
Divided from his Int'reſt, Fate miſtook him; 

For Nature meant him for an Uſurer, 

He's fit indeed to buy, not conquer Kingdoms. 

Veul. Then, granting this, | | 
What Pow'r was theirs who wrought ſo hard a Temper 
To honourable Terms ! 

Ant. It was my Dolabella, or ſome God. 

Dela. Nor J; nor yet Mecenas, nor Agrippa: 

They were your Enemies; and I a Friend 
Too weak alone; yet 'twas a Reman Deed. 

dnt, Twas like a Roman done: Show me that Man 
Who has preſerv'd my Life, my Love, my Honour; 
Let me but ſee his Face. 
N PFent, 
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Vent. That Taſk is mine, ] 
And, Heav'n, thou know'ſt how pleaſing. [ Exi: Vent. | 
Dela. You'll remember = BL 
To whom you ftand oblig'd ? K 
Ant. When ! forget it, — 
Be thou unkind, and that's my greateſt Curſe. 1 3A 
My Queen ſhall thank him too. | — 
Dola. I fear ſhe will not. EE 
Ant. But ſhe ſhall do't: The Queen, my Dolabella! 4 . 
Haſt thou not ftill ſome Grudgings of thy Fever ? | = 


Dota. T would not ſee her loſt. 1 
Ant. When I forſake her, | Tk, 
Leave me, my better Stars; for ſhe has Truth : 
Beyond her Beauty. Cæſar tempted her, 
At no leſs Price than Kingdoms, to betray me: | 
But the reſiſted all: And yet thou chid'ſt me 3 


For loving her too well. Could I do ſo? N — 
Dola. Ves, there's my Reaſon. ; Shi 
Re-enter Ventidius, auith Octavia, leading Antony's two WI 
little Daughters. | 
Ant. Where? — O&Xawvigr there! [ S:27t/17 bach. 
Vent. What is ſhe Poiſon to you? a Diſcaſe; 1 
Look on her, view her well; and hoſe the brings: | | 
Are they all Strangers to your Eyes ? has Nature | Ne 
No ſecret Call, no Whiſper they are yours ? | 
Dola. For Shame, my Lord, if noiforLove, receive em | Ri 
With kinder Eyes. If you confeſs a Man, BY 
Meet 'em, embrace 'em, bid 'em welcome to you. 14 
Your Arms ſhould open, ev'n without your Knowledge, 2. 
To claſp *em in; your Feet ſhould turn to Wings, 7, 
To bear you to 'em; and your Eyes dart out, Bf 
And aim a Kits ere you could reach their Lips. ; 
Ant. I ftood amaz'd to think how they came hither, | 
Vent. I ſent for 'em; I brought 'em in, untnown Bf 
To Clecpatra's Guards. 0 
Dola. Vet, are you cold? A. 
Oda. Thus long [ have attended for my Welcome; in 
Which, as a Stranger, ſure I might expect. Se 
Who am I? © Sh 
Ant. Ceſar's Siſter. 
Octav. 
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Oda. That's unkind ! 


Had | been nothing more than Cæſar's Siſter, 

| Know, I had fill remain'd in Cæſar's Camp; 

E But your Oavia, your much injur'd Wife, 

© Tho? baniſh'd from your Bed, driv'n from your Houſe, 
in ſpight of Cæſar's Siſter, ſtill is yours, 

fis true, I have a Heart diſdains your Coldneſs, 
And prompts me not ſeek what you ſhould offer; 
gat a Wife's Virtue ſtill ſurmounts that Pride: 
come to claim you as my own; to ſhow 

My Duty firſt, to aſk, nay beg, your Kindneſs : 

| Your Hand, my Lord; *tis mine, and I will have it. 


[Taking his Hand. 
Vent. Do, take it, thou deſferv'it it. 
Dola. On my Soul, 


And fo ſhe does: She's neither too ſubmiſſive, 
Nor yet too haughty; but ſo juſt a Mean 
Shows, as it ought, a Wife and Roman too. 


Ant. 1 fear, Ofavia, you have begg'd my Life. 
OZav. Begg'd it, my Lord? 
Ant. Yes, begg'd it, my Ambaſladreſs, 


ö Poorly and baſely begg'd it of your Brother. 


Ocav. Poorly and baſely I could never beg: 


Nor could my Brother grant. 
Ant. Shall I, who, to my kneeling Slave, could ſay, 
| Riſe up, and be a King; ſhall I fall down 
And cry, Forgive me, Ce/ar? fall I ſet 

t A Man, my Equal, in the Place of Jove? 

As he could give me Being? No; that Word, 
| Forgive, would choak me up, 

And die upon my Tongue. 


Dola. You ſhell not need it. 
Ant. Iwill not need it. Come, you've all betray'd me; 


My Friend too! To receive ſome vile Conditions. 

| Ny Wiſe has bought me, with her Prayers and Tears; 
And now I muſt become her branded Slave. | 
| Incv'ry peeviſh Mood ſhe will upbraid 
The Life ſhe gave: If I but look awry, 

| vie cries, Pl tell my Brother. 

av. My hard Fortune 
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Subjects me ſtill to your unkind Miſtakes, 
But the Conditions I have brought are ſuch 
You need not bluſh to take: I love your Honour, 
Becauſe *tis mine; it never ſhall be ſaid 
OZawia's Huſband was her Brother's Slave. 
Sir, you are free; free ev'n from her you loath ; 
For, tho' my Brother bargains for your Love, 
Makes me the Price and Cement of your Peace, 
T have a Soul like yours; I cannot take 
Your Love as Alms, nor beg what I deſerve. 
I'll tell my Brother we are reconcil'd ; 
He ſhall draw back his Troops, and you ſhall march 
To rule the Eaſt: I may be dropt at Athens; 
No matter where, I never wilt complain, 
But only keep the barren Name of Wife, 
And rid you of the Trouble. 
Vent. Was ever ſuch a Strife of ſullen Honour! 
Both ſcorn to be oblig'd. | 
Dola. O, ſhe has touch'd him in the tender'ſt Part; 
See how he reddens with Deſpight and Shame 
To be out-done in Generoſity! 
Vent. See how he winks ! how he dries up a Tear, 
That fain would fall! 
Ant. OXavia, I have heard you, and muſt praiſe 
The Greatneſs of your Soul; 
But cannot yield to what you have propos'd: 
For I can ne'er be conquer'd but by Love; 
And you do all for Duty. You would free me, 
And would be dropt at Athens; was't not ſo? 
OXav. It was, my Lord. 
Ant. Then ] muſt be oblig'd 
To one who loves me not, who, to herſelf, 
May call me thankleſs and ungrateful Man: 
Fl not endure it, no. 
Vent. I'm glad it pinches there. - 
02a Would you triumph o'er poorOFtawia's Virtue: 
That Pridg was all I had to bear me up; 
That you might think you ow'd me for your Lite, 
And ow'd it to my Duty, not my Love, 
I have been injur'd, and my haughty Soul 


Could 


rch 


1e! 


1c 


Could brook but ill the Man who lights my Bed. 


, ] ſhould not love you. 


1 To ſay ſhe loves; and yet ſhe lets you ſee it. 
Her Modeſty and Silence plead her Cauſe. 
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Ant. Therefore you love me not. 
O4av. Therefore, my Lord, 


Ant. Therefore you would leave me? 
02av. And therefore I ſhould leave you—if I could, 
Dela, Her Soul's too great, after ſuch Injuries, 


Aut. O Dolabella, which way ſhall I turn? 
| find a ſecret yielding in my Soul; 
But Cleopatra, who would die with me, 
Muſt ſhe be left? Pity pleads for Octavia; 
But does it not plead more for Cleopatra ? 
Vent. Juſtice and Pity both plead for Oauia; 
For Cleopatra, neither, 
One would be ruin'd with you; but ſhe firſt 
Had ruin'd you : The other, you have ruin'd, 
And yet ſhe would preſerve you. 
In ev'ry thing their Merits are unequal, 
Int. O my diſtracted Soul! 
Odad. Sweet Heav'n compoſe it. 
Come, come, my Lord, if 1 can pardon you, 
Methinks you ſhould accept it. Look on theſe; 
Are they not yours? or ſtand they thus neglected 
As they are mine? Go to him, Children, go; 
Kneel to him, take him by the Hand, ſpeak to him; 
For you may ſpeak, and he may own you too, 
Without a Bluſh ; and fo he cannot all 
His Children: Go, I ſay, and pull him to me, 
And pull him to yourſelves, from that bad Woman. 
You, Agrippina, hang upon his Arms; | 
And you, Antonia, claſp about his Waiſt 
If he will ſhake you off, if he will daſh you 
Againſt the Pavement, you muſt bear it, Children; 
For you are mine, and I was born to ſuffer. [1 
Here the Children go to him, &c. 
Vent. Was ever Sight ſo moving! Emperor! 1 
Dela, Friend! 
Otav, Huſband ! 


Both 


3 * 
wo „ 


n P 


| Soha 
— prone 


a * 
—— 
— yp 
4 * W 
1 - + 


— — 
EY — Pry boo. TIT an wm _ 
R ne 2 N TOI 
5 N þ 


2 * 2 4 8 
-” = a = 
ö 3 4 2 * ** * 8 1 4 
— * 4 —ͤͤ — . b- 
« 1 ul b 
19% 4 — - 


bed "AE S 8 wt 
* * _ * 
” y St 
os < * 
— N : 
* r „ 
* r 2 = 2 
— * 
ws ) 
———— — d 
" Wat — 
Sos or ns Rr 
8 8 ; my 


TIT. a A — 


Oh Madam, I have ſeen what blaſts my Eyes! 


— — 8 = 9 N 
1 9 . 4 . 
» % & o iy 11 * i] q 
* 4 8 — 
M _m 


46 ALL for Love: Or, 


Both Child. Father! 

Ant. 1 am vanquiſh'd : Take me, 
O via; take me, Children; ſhare meall.[ E mbracingthen, 
I've been a thriftleſs Debtor to your Loves, | 
And run out much, in Riot from your Stock; 

But all ſhall be amended, 

Oæav. O bleſt Hour! 

Dola. O happy Change! 

Vent. My Joy ſtops at my Tongue; 

But it has found two Channels here for one, 
And bubbles out above. wilt; 

Ant. toOctaw. This is thy Triumph; lead me where thou 
Ev'n to thy Brother's Camp. 

Octad. All there are yours. 

Enter Alexas haſtily. 

Alex. The Queen, my Miſtreſs, Sir, and yours — 

Ant. Tis paſt. Octavia, you ſhall ſtay this Night; 
To-morrow, Cæſar and we are one. 

[Ex. llading Octavia, Dol. and the Children folly, 

Fent. There's Nes for you; run, my officious Eunuch, 
Be ſure to be the firſt; haſte forward: 

Haſte, my dear Funuch, haſte. Exit. 

Alex. This downright fighting Fool, this thick-ſcu'ld 
This blunt unthinking Inſtrument of Death [Hero, 
With plain dull Virtue, has out-gone my Wit: 
Pleaſure forſook my early'ſt Infancy, 
The Luxury of others robb'd my Cradle, 
And raviſh'd thence the Promiſe of a Man; 
Caſt out from Nature, difinherited - 
Of what her meaneſt Children claim by Kind; 
Yet, Greatneſs kept me from Contempt : 'That's gone, 
Had Clespatra followed my Advice, 
Then he had been betray'd, who now forſakes. 
She dies for Love; but ſhe has known its Joys: 
Gods, 1s this juſt, that I, who know no Joys, 
Muit die, becauſe ſhe loves? 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, aud Train, 
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Cleo, Peace with that Raven's Note. 


know it too; and now am in 


The Pangs of Death. 

Alex. You are no more a Queen; 
Egypt is loſt. | 

Cleo, What tell'ſt thou me of Zgyptr ? 
My Life, my Soul is loſt! Octavia has him! 
O fatal Name to Cleopatra's Love! 
My Kiſſes, my Embraces now are hers ; 
While I But thou haſt ſeen my Rival; ſpeak, 
Does ſhe deſerve this Bleſſing? Is ſhe fair? 
Bright as a Goddeſs? and is all Perfection 
Confin'd to her? It 1s. Poor I was made 
Of chat Courſe Matter which, when ſhe was finiſh'd, 
The Gods threw by, for Rubbiſh. 

Alex, She is indeed a very Miracle. 

Cleo. Death to my Hopes, a Miracle ! 

Alex. A Miracle; [ Bewwing, 
mean of Goodneſs; for in Beauty, Madam. 
You make all Wonder ceaſe. 

Cleo. I was too raſh : | 
Take this in Part of Recompence. But, oh, 

[ Giving a Ring. 


| fear thou flattereſt me. 
Char. She comes! ſhe's here! 
Iras, Fly, Madam, Cæſar's Siſter! 
Cleo. Were the the Sifter of the Thund'rer Jeve, 
And bore her Brother's Lightning in her Eyes, 
Thus would I face my Rival. 
[Meets Octav. with Ventid. Octav. bears up to her. 
Their Trains come up on either Side. 
Odav. I need not aſk if you are Cleopatra, 
Your haughty Carriage 
Cleo, Shows | am a Queen: 
Nor need I aſk you who you are. 
Odad. A Roman : 
A Name that makes and can unmake a Queen. 
Cleo. Your Lord, the Man who ſerves me is a Roman. 
Otay, He was a Roman, till he loſt that Name 
To be a Slave in Egypt; but I come 


To 
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To free him thence. 

Cleo. Peace, peace, my Lover's Funa. 
When he grew weary of that Houſhold-Clog, 
He choſe my eafier Bonds. 

Octab. I wonder not | | 
Your Bonds ar: eaſy; you have long been practisd 
In that laſcivions Art: He's not the firſt 
For whom you ſpread your Snares: Let Cz/ar witneſ, 

Cleo. I lov'd not Ce/ar ; *twas but Gratitude 
I paid his Love: the worſt your Malice can, 

Is but to ſay the greateſt of Mankind 

Has been my Slave. The next, but far above him 
In my Eſteem, is he whom Law calls yours, 

But whom Lis Love made mine. 

OZav. | would view nearer | Coming up cloſe lo hey, 
That Face, which has fo long uſurp'd my Right, 
To find th? inevitable Charms, that catch 
Mankind ſo ture, that ruin'd my dear Lord. 

Cleo O, you do well to ſearch; for had you known 
But half theſe Charms, you had not loſt his Heart. 

Octa v. Far be their Knowledge from a Roman Lady, 
Far from a modeſt Wite. Shame of our Sex, 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to own thoſe black Endcarments 
T'bat make Sin pleaſing ? 

Cleo. You may bluſh, who want 'em. 
If bounteous Nature, if indulgent Heav'n 
Have given me Charms to pleaſe the braveſt Man; 
Should I not thank 'em? ſhould | be aſham'd, 
And not be proud? Jam, that he has lov'd me; 
And, when J love not him, Heav'n change this Face 
For one like thar, 

OXav. Thou lov'ſt him not ſo well. 

Cleo. I love him better, and deſerve him more. 

Oda. You do not; cannot: You have been his Rutn, 

Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra? 
Who made him ſcorn'd abroad, but Cleopatra? 
At Adtium, who betray'd him? Cleopatra. 
Who made his Children Orphans ? and poor me 


A wretched Widow? only Cleopatra, ol 
NI 


51 


en 


ce 


un. 


Is. 


The Wo RL D well Los r. 49 


Clo, Yet ſhe who loves him beſt is Cleopatra. 
If you have ſuffer' d, I have ſuffer'd more. 
You bear the ſpecious Title of a Wife, 
To gild your Cauſe, and draw the pitying World 


To favour it: The World contemns poor me; 


For I have loſt my Honour, loſt my Fame, 

| And ſtain'd the Glory of my Royal Houſe, 

| And all to bear the branded Name of Miſtreſs. 

| There.wants but Life, and that too I would loſe 


For him I love. 
Odav. Be't ſo then; take thy Wiſh. [Exit cum /uis. 
Cleo. And *tis my Wiſh, 


| Now he is loſt for whom alone I liv'd. 


My Sight grows dim, and every Object dances, 


| And ſwims before me, in the Maze of Death. 


My Spirits, while they were oppos'd, kept up; 


| They could not ſink beneath a Rival's Scorn : 
| But now ſhe's gone they faint. 


Alex. Mine haye had leiſure | 


To recollect their Strength, and furniſh Counſel, 
| To ruin her; who elſe muſt ruin you. 


Cleo. Vain Promiſer! 


| Lead me, my Charmion; nay, your Hand too, Tras. 
| My Grief has Weight enough to fink you both. 

| Conduct me to ſome ſolitary Chamber, 

And draw the Curtains round; 


Then leave me to myſelf, to take alone 
| My Fill of Grief : | 


There I till Death will his Unkindneſs weep : 
As harmleſs Infants moan themſelves aſlcep. 
| [ Exeunt, 
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Dola. W 


Ant. T cannot. 
J could pull out an Eye, and bid it go, 
And t'other ſhould not weep. Oh, Dolabella, 
How many Deaths are in this Word Depar! / 
I dare not truſt my Tongue to tell her ſo: 
One Look of hers would thaw me into Tears, 
And I ſhould melt till I were loſt again. 
Dola. Then let Ventidius; 
He's rough by Nature. 
Ant. Oh, he'll ſpeak too harſhly; . 
He'll kill her with the News: Thou, only thou. 
Dola. Nature has caſt me in ſo ſoft a Mould, 
That but to hear a Story feign'd for Pleaſure 
Of ſome ſad Lover's Death, moiſtens my Eyes, 
And robs me of my Manhood. 
So faintly ; with ſuch Fear to grieve her Heart, 
She'd not believe it earneſt, 

Ant. Therefore; therefore 
Thou only, thou art fit: Think thyſelf Me, 
And when thou ſpeak'ſt (but let it firſt be long) 
Take off the Edge from every ſharper Sound, 
And let our Parting be as gently made 
As other Loves begin: Wilt thou do this? 

Dola. What you have ſaid, ſo ſinks into my Soul, 
That, if I muſt ſpeak, I ſhall ſpeak juſt fo. 

Ant. I leave you then to your ſad Taſk : Farewel. 
I ſent her word to meet you. 

[ Goes to the Door, and comes bai. , 


J forgot; 


Let her be told, 


r 


Enter Antony and Dolabella. 


HY would you ſhift it from yourſelf, on * 


you not tell her you muſt part! 


I ſhould ſpeak 


I'll make her Peace with mine ; : 
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Her Crown and Dignity ſhall be preſerv'd, 
| 1f[ have Pow'r with Cæſar O be ſure | 
To think on that. : 4 
Dola. Fear not, I will remember. | 
[Antony goes again to the Door, and comes back, 

Ant. And tell her, too, how much I was conftrain'd ; 

I did not this, but with extreameſt Force; 


—— 
— 
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Deſire her not to hate my Memory, " { 

ne? For I fill cheriſh hers ; — inſiſt on that. 4 
"WE Da. Truſt me, I'll not forget it. | 1 
Ant, Then that's all, Goes out, and returns again. 1 


| Wilt thou forgive my Fondneſs this once more? 
Tell her, tho' we ſhall never meet again, 
If | ſhould hear ſhe took another Love, 
The News would break my Heart—Now I muſt go; 
| For every time I have return'd, I feel 
| My Soul more tender; and my next Command 
| Would be to bid her ſtay. and ruin both. [ Exit, 
Dola. Men are but Chiidren of a larger Growth, 

Our Appetites as apt to change as theirs, 
And full as craving too, and full as vain ;. 
And yet the Soul, ſhut up in her dark Room, 
| Viewing ſo clear abroad, at home ſees nothing; 
| But, like a Mole in Earth, buſy and blind, 
Works all her Folly up, and caſts it outward 
To the World's open View: Thus I diſcover'd, 
And blam'd the Love of ruin'd Antony; 
Vet wiſh that I were he, to be ſo ruin'd. 
Enter Ventidius above. 
Vent. Alone? and talking to himſelf? concern'd too) 
Perhaps my Gueſs is right; he lov'd her once, 
And may purſue it fill. 
Dola. O Friendſhip ! Friendſhip ! 
Soul, Ill canſt thou anſwer this - and Reaſon, worſe ; 

| Unfaithful in th* Attempt ; hopeleſs to win: 
ewel. And, if I win, undone: Mere Madneſs all. 

Aud yet th? Occafion's fair. What Injury 


ak 


5 ball. To bim, to wear the Robe which he throws by? 

| Vent. None, none at all. This happens as I wiſh, 
5 To ruin her yet more with Antony, 

Her C2 Enter 
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1 Enter Cleopatra, talking with Alexas; Charmior 
Wl Iras on the other Side. = 
"rb Dola. She comes! What Charms have Sorrowon thy : 
"BUR: Face! i 
14 Sorrow ſeems pleas'd to dwell with fo much Sweetneß: WM 8 
| BY Yet, now and then, a melancholy Smile =. 
ul Breaks looſe, like Lightning in a Winter's Night, B 
| And ſhows a Moment's Day. F 
| Vent. If ſhe ſhould love him too! her Eunuch ther! ( 
wil + That Porc'piſce bodes ill Weather. Draw, draw nearer, WW 61 
146 Sweet Devil, that 1 may hear. ] 
#1. Alex. Believe me; try W 7 
FRE [Dolabella goes over 70 Charmion and Iras; fm; 
It to talk with them. 
BE To make. him jealous ; Jealouſy is like 
ms A poliſht Glaſs held to the Lips when Life's in doubt: Y 
WY 7 If there be Breath, 'twill catch the Damp and ſhowit, WW H 
11 Cleo. I grant you Jealouſy's a Proof of Love, | 
SY |} But *tis a weak and unavailing Medicine; | Th 
T It puts out the Diſeaſe, and makes it ſhow, | [ 
1 But has no Pow'r to cure. 05 
1 Alex. Tis your laſt Remedy, and ſtrongeſt too: Wi 
5. And then this Dolabella, who ſo fit Bi 
10 To practiſe on? He's handſome, valiant, young, A 
4 1 And looks as he were laid for Nature's Bait, P. 
iin To catch weak Women's Eyes. Tz 
4 He ſtands already more than half ſuſpected 
1 Of loving you: The leaſt Kind Word or Glance, 
1 You give this Youth, will kindle him with Love: ö 
. Then, like a burning Veſſel ſet adrift, SY BY 
* FS You'll ſend him down amain before the Wind, 
1 To fire the Heart of jealous Antony. B7 
| Cleo. Can I do this? Ah no; my Love's fo true, 
That I can neither hide it where it is, E 
Nor ſhow eit where it is not. Nature meant me 1 
A Wife; a filly harmleſs houſhold Dove, Bt 


Fond without Art, and kind without Deceit ; 
But Fortune, that has made a Miſtreſs of me, = 
Has thruſt me out to the wide World, unfurniſh'd ! 
Of Falſhood to be happy. te 

6. 


0: 


n' Event will be, your Lover will return | 1 
E Doubly defirous to poſſeſs the Good 
Which once he fear'd to loſe. | 


| Zur Oh with what Regret! 


3 Vent. So now the Scene draws near; they're in my reach. 
Cb. to Dol. Diſcourſing with my Women! Might not I 


| Share in your Entertainment ? 


The Subject of it, Madam, 


| Your Roman Wits, your Gallus and Tibullus, 
Have taught you this from Cytheris and Delia. 


| Cytheris and Delia elſe had been unſung : 
| I, who have ſeen 
| Should chuſe a nobler Name. 


But, 'tis your Nation's Vice: All of your Country 
Are Flatterers, and all falſe. Your Friend's like you. 
| I'm ſure he ſent you not to ſpeak theſe Words. 


Leſs to yourſelf, or me ? 


| For you mufl mourn, and I muſt prieve to cauſe it. 
Cleo. Vou Charmion,and your Fellow, ſtand at diſtance, 
1 Hold up, my Spirits. [ 4/rae.] 
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Ar. Force yourſelf. : HH 


Cleo. 1 muſt attempt it ; 


[ Exit Alex ( She comes up to Do'abella.) 
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Char. You have been 


Cleo, How! and how? 
Iras. Such Praiſes of your Beauty! 
Clo. Mere Poetry. 


Dola, Thoſe Roman Wits have never been in Egypt, 


had I been born a Poet, 


Clo. You flatter me. 


Dila, No, Madam; yet he ſent me 
Cleo. Well, he ſent you 


Dela, Of a leſs pleafing Errand. 
Cleo. How leſs pleaſing ? 


Dola. Madam, to both; 


Well, now your 


mournful Matter ; 


| For I'm prepar'd, perhaps can gueſs it too. | | 


Dela. I wiſh you would; for *tis a thankleſs Office 


N To tell ill News : And I, of all your Sex, | i. 
| Moſt fear diſpleaſing you. | | if 


Cleo, Of all your Sex. 1 
Ca 1 | 
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I ſooneſt could forgive you, if you ſhould, 
Vent. Moſt delicate Advances! Woman! Woman! 
Dear, damn'd, inconſtant Sex! 
Cleo. In the firſt Place, 
am to be forſaken; is' t not ſo ? | 
Dola. IT wiſh I could not anſwer to that Queſtion, 
Cleo. Then paſs it o'er, becauſe it troubles you: 
1 ſhould have 3 more griev'd another time. 
Next, I'm to loſe my Kingdom 
Yet, is there any more? 
Dola. Madam, I fear 
Your too deep Senſe of Grief has turn'd your Reaſon, 
C'co. No, no, I'm not run mad; I can bear Fortune: 


Farewell, Fey. 


| And Love may be expelFd by other Love, 


As Poiſons are by Poiſons. 
Dola. — You o'*erjoy me, Madam. 
To find your Griefs ſo moderately borne. 
You've heard the worſt; all are not falſe, like him, 
Cleo. No; Heav'n forbid they ſhould, 
Dola. Some Men are conſtant. 
Cleo. And Conſtancy deſerves Reward, that's certain, 
Dela. Deſerves it not; but give it leave to hope. 
Vent. I'll ſwear thou haſt my Leave. I have enough: 
But how to manage this! Well, ll confider. [ Exit. 
Dola. I came prepar'd, | 
To tell you heavy News; News, which I thought 
Would fright the Blood from vour paleCheeks to hear: 
But you have met it with a Chearfulneſs 
That makes my Taſk more eaſy ; and my Tongue, 
Which on another's Meſſage was employ'd, 
Would gladly ſpeak its own. 
Cleo. Hold, Dolabella. 
Firſt tell me, were you choſen by my Lord? 
Or ſought you this Employment? : 
Dela. He pick'd me out; and, as his Boſom-friend, 
He charg'd me with his Words. 
Cleo. The Meſſage then 
know was tender, and each Accent ſmooth, 


To mollify that rugged Word Depart. 


Dola. 
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Dola. Oh you miſtake : He choſe the harſheſt Words 
Vith fiery Eyes, and with contratted Brows, 

E He coin'd his Face in the ſevereſt Stamp: 

And Fury ſhook his Fabrick like an Earthquake; 

lle heav'd for Vent, and burſt like bellowing na, 
n Sounds ſcarce human, Hence, away for ever : 
Let her begone, the Blot of my Renuwn, 

% And Bane of all my Hopes: 

| [All the time of this Spezch, Cleopatra ſcems more and 
more concerned, till ſhe ſinks quite down. 
Let her be driv'n as far as Men can think 

| « From Man's Commerce: She'll poiſon to the Center. 
Clio. Oh, I can bear no more! [Faints. 
| Dia, Help, help: Oh Wretch! Oh curſed, curſed 
What have I done! [ Wretch ! 
| Char, Help, chafe her Temples, Lat. 

Jas. Bend, bend her forward quickly. 

| Char. Heav'n be prais'd, 

She comes again, 

| Clo, Oh, let him not approach me. 

Why have you brought me back to this loath'd Being, 
E'Th' Abode of Falſhood, violated Vows, 

And injur'd Love? For Pity, let me go; 
For, if there be a Place of long "at 
Im ſure I want it. My diſdainful Lord 

Can never break that Quiet; nor awake 

| The ſleeping Soul, with hollowing in my Tomb 
Such Words as fright her hence. Unkind, unkind. 

| Dola, Believe me, tis againſt myſelfI ſpeak, ¶ Kneelings 
| That ſure deſerves Belief; I injur'd him: : 

My Friend ne'er ſpoke thoſe Words. Oh, had you ſeem 
| How often he came back, and every time 

Wich ſomething more obliging and more kind, 

To add to what he ſaid ; what dear Farewels 

How almoſt vanquiſht by his Love he parted, 

| And lean'd to what unwillingly he left: 

. Traitor as I was, for Love of you, 


Gut what can you not do, who made me falſe!) 

| | forg'd that Lye: for whoſe Forgiveneſs kneels 

| This ſelf. accus'd, ſelf-puniſh'd Criminal. 

4 1 4 Cles. 
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Cleo. With how much Eaſe believe we what we wiſh! 
Riſe, Dolabella; if you have been guilty, 
J have contributed, and too much Love 
Has made me guilty too. 

Th' Advance of Kindneſs which I made, was feipn'd 
To call back fleeting Love by Jealouſy; - : 
But *twould not laſt. Oh, rather let me loſe, 
Than ſo ignobly trifle with his Heart. 

Dela.I find your Breaſtfenc'd round from human Reach, 
Tranſparent as a Rock of ſolid Chryſtal; 
Seen through, but never pierc'd. My Friend, my Friend! 
What endleſs Treaſure haſt thou thrown away; 
And ſcatter'd, like an Infant, in the Ocean, 
Vain Sums of Wealth which none can gather thence, 

Cleo. Could you not beg 
An Hour's Admittance to his private Ear? 

Like one who wanders through long barren Wilds, 
And yet foreknows no hoſpitable Inn 
Js near to ſuccour Hunger, | 
Eats his Fill, before his painful March : 
So would I feed a while my famiſh'd Eyes 
Before we part; for I have far to go, 
If Death be far, and never muſt return. 
Ventidius, vit Octavia, behind. 
Vent. From whence you may diſcover—Oh, ſweet, fweet! 
Would you indeed ? the pretty Hand in earneſt? ö 

Dla. I will, for this Reward. [T akes her Hand. © 
— Draw it not back, 
Tris all I &er will beg. 

Vent. They turn upon us. 

OFav. What quick Eyes has Guilt! 

Vent. Seem not to have obſerv'd 'em, and go on. 

They enter. q 

Dola. Saw you the Emperor, Ventidius? 8 1 

Vent. No. | E \ 
T fought him; but I heard that he was private, ; 
None with him, but Hipparchus his Freedman. 

Dola. Know you his Bus'neſs? 

Yent. Giving him Inſtructions, 


And Letters, to his Brother Cæſar. 
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| Dola. Well, 44 
ge muſt be found. [ Exeunt Dola. and Cleo. . 
| 04av. Moſt glorious Impudence ! 145 
Vini. She look'd methought | 
| As ſhe would ſay, Take your old Man, Odavia; F 
| Thank you, I'm better here. {14 
well, but what Uſe | {i 
Make we of this Difcovery ? 38 


Oda. Let it die. 

Vient. I pity Dolabella ; but ſhe's dangerous: 

Her Eyes have Pow'r beyond Thy/alian Charms. 

| Todraw the Moon from Heav'n; for Eloquence, 

| The Sea-green Syrens taught her Voice their Flatt'ry 
And, while ſhe ſpeaks, Night ſteals upon the Day, 

| Unmark'd of thofe that hear: Then ſhe's ſo charming, 
Age buds at Sight of her, and ſwells to Youth: 

The holy Prieſts gaze on her when ſhe ſmiles; 

And with heav'd Hands forgetting Gravity, 

| They bleſs her wanton Eyes: Even I who hate her, 
With a malignant Joy behold ſuch Beauty; 

And, while I curſe, defire it. Antony 

| Muſt needs have ſome remains of Paflion ſtill, 

Which may ferment into a worſe Relapſe, 

If now not fully cur'd. I know, this Minute, 

With Cæſar he's endeavouring her Peace. | 

| O8av,You have prevail'd: — But for a farther 
g purpoſe [Walks off: 
TI prove how he will reliſh this Diſcovery. 

| What, make a Strumpet's Peace | it ſwells my Heart: 
It muſt not, ſha” not be. | 
Vent. His Guards appear. 

| Let me begin, and you ſhall ſecond me. 

ö 8 Enter Antony. 

Ant. Odtavia, I was looking you, my Love: 

: What, are your Letters ready? LI have giv'n 

My laſt Inſtructions. 

| U7av. Mine, my Lord, are written. 

Ant. Ventidius “ | | Drawing him aſide. 
Vent, My Lord? 
Aut. A Word in private. 
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When ſaw you Dolabella? 
Vent. Now, my Lord, 
He parted hence; and Cleopatra with him. 


Ant. Speak ſoftly. Twas by my Command he went, 


To bear my laſt Farewel. 

Vent. It look'd indeed 
Like your Farewel. 

Ant. More ſoftly My Farewel ? 
What ſecret Meaning have you in thoſe Words 
Of my Farewel ? He did it by my Order. 


[ Aloud, 


Vent. Then he obey'd your Order, I ſuppoſe [ Aloud. 


You bid him do it with all Gentleneſs, 

All Kindneſs, and all—— Love. 

Ant. How ſhe mourn'd, 

The poor forſaken Creature! 

Fent.She took it as ſhe ought ; ſhe bore your Parting 
As ſhe did Cæſar's, as ſhe would another's, 
Were a new Love to come. 

Ant. Thou doſt bely her; 

Moſt baſely, and maliciouſly bely her. 
Vent. I thought not to diſpleaſe you; I have done. 
OXawy. You ſeem diſturb'd, my Lord. ¶ Coming up, 
Ant. A very Trifle. 

Retire, my Love. 

Vent. It was indeed a Trifle, 

He ſent | 
Ant, No more. Look how thou diſobey'ſt me; 


[ Angrilp, 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it. 
OXZav. Then 'tis no Trifle. 
Veni. toOdiav. Tis leſs; a very Nothing: You too ſawit, 


[ Aloud, 


As well as I, and therefore *tis no Secret. 


Ant. She ſaw it! 

Vent. Yes: She ſaw young Do/abella——— 

Ant, Young Dolatella / | 

Vent. Young, I think him young, 
And handſome too; and ſo do others think him. 
But what of that ? He went by your Command, 
Indeed 'tis probable, with ſome kind Meſlage ; 
For lhe receiv'd it graciouſly ; ſhe ſmil'd; And 
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And then he grew familiar with her Hand, 
Squeez d it, and worry'd it with ravenous Kiſſes; 
She bluſh'd, and ſigh'd, and ſmil'd, and bluſh'd again; 
At laſt ſhe took occaſion to talk ſoftly. 
And brought her Cheek up cloſe, and lean'd on his: 
At which he whiſper'd Kiſſes back on hers ; 
And then ſhe cry'd aloud, That Conſtancy 
Should be rewarded, 
04av. This I ſaw and heard. 
Aut. What Woman was it, whom you heard and ſaw 
80 playful with my Friend! 
Not Cleopatra © 
Vent. Ev'n ſhe, my Lord! 
Aut. My Cleopatra? 
Vent. Your Cleopatra; 
Dolabella's Cleopatra : 
| Every Man's Cleopatra. 
Ant. Thou ly'ſt. 
Vent. I do not lye, my Lord. 
5 this ſo ſtrange ? Should Miſtreſſes be left, 
And not provide againſt a Time of Change? 
You know ſhe's not much us'd to lonely Nights. 
At. Pl think no more on't. 
{ know 'tis falſe, and ſee the Plot betwixt you. 
| You needed not have gone this way, Octavia. 
| What harms it you that Cleopatra's juſt ? 
She's mine no more. I ſee; and I forgive: 
Urge it no farther, Love. 
04av. Are you concern'd 
That's ſhe's found falſe ? 
Ant, | ſhould be, were it ſo; 
For tho? *tis paſt, I would not that the World 
Should tax my former Choice: That I lov'd one 
Of ſo light Note; but I forgive you both. 
Vent. What has my Age deſerv'd, that you ſhould think 
| would abuſe your Bars with Perjury ? 
If Heav'n be true, ſhe's falſe. 
Aut. Tho? Heav'n and Earth 
could witneſs it, I'll not believe her tainted. 


Fant. 
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Vent. I'll bring you then a Witneſs 

From Hell to prove her ſo. Nay, go not back; 
Seeing Alexas juſt entering, and flarting back, 

For ſtay = — and al. * 6 
Alex. What means my Lord ? 

Vent. To make you do what moſt you hate; ſpeak 
You are of Cleopatra's private Counſel, Truth. 
Of her Bed-counſel, her laſcivious Hours; 

Are conſcious of each nightly Change ſhe makes, 

And watch her, as Chaldzans do the Moon, 

Can tell what Signs ſhe paſſes through, what Day. 
Alex. My noble Lord. | 
Vent. My moſt illuſtrious Pandar, 

No fine ſet Speech, no Cadence, no turn'd Periods, 

But a plain home-ſpun Truth, is what I aſk : 

1 did, myſelf, o'erhear your Queen make Love 

To Dolabella. Speak; for I will know, 

By your Confeſſion, what more paſt betwixt 'em; 

How near the Bus'neſs draws to your Employment; 

And when the happy Hour. 

Ant. Speak Truth, Alexas, whether it offend 
Or pleaſe Ventidius, care not: Juſtify 
Thy injur'd Queen from Malice: Dare his worſt. 

Octav. ¶ A/ide. |See how he gives him Courage, how he 
To find her falſe ! and ſhuts his Eyes to Truth, [fears 
Willing to be miſ-led ! 

Alex. As far as Love may plead for Woman's Frailty, 
Urg'd by Deſert and Greatneſs of the Lover; 

So far (Divine O. may my Queen 


Stand ev'n excus'd to you, for loving him, 


Who is your Lord: So far from brave Ventidius, 
May her paſt Actions hope a fair Report. 
Ant. Tis well and truly ſpoken: Mark, Ventidius. 
Alex, To you, moſt noble Emperor, her ſtrong Paſſion 
Stands not excus'd, but wholly juſtified. 
Her Beauty's Charms alone, without her Crown, 
From Ind and Meroe drew the diſtant Vows 
Of ſighing Kings ; and at her Feet were laid 
The Scepters of the Earth, expos'd on heaps, 


To chuſe where ſhe would reign ; 
| I Shy 


The Wo RI D well Los v. 61 


che thought a Roman only could deſerve her; 
And, of all Romans, only Antony, 

And, to be leſs than Wife to you, diſdain'd 
Their lawful Paſhon. "OF 


Ant. Tis but Truth. rert, | 
Hex. And yet, tho? Love, and your unmatch'd De- 


Have drawn her from the due regard of Honour, 
At laſt, Heav'n open'd her unwilling Eyes 
To ſee the Wrongs ſhe offer'd fair Octavia, 
Whoſe holy Bed ſhe lawleſly uſurp'd. 
The ſad Effects of this improſperous War, 
Confirm'd thoſe pious Thoughts. 

Vent. | Aſide.] O, wheel you there? 
Obſerve him now ; the Man begins to mend, 
And talk ſubſtantial Reaſon. Fear not, Eunuch, 
The Emperor has giv'n thee leave to ſpeak. 

Alex. Elſe had I never dar'd t' offend his Ears 
With what the laſt Neceſſity has urg'd 
On my forſaken Miſtreſs; yet I muſt not 
Preſume to ſay her Heart 1s wholly alter'd. 


Aut. No, dare not for thy Life, I charge thee dare not 
Pronounce that fatal Word. 


Patience. | Aide. 


Vent. On, ſweet Eunuch; my dear half Man, proceed. 
Alex. Vet Dolabella 
Has lov'd her long; he, next my God-like Lord, 
Deſerves her beſt; and ſhould ſne meet his Paſſion, 
Rejefted, as ſhe is, by him ſhe lov'd 
Aut. Hence, from my Sight; for I can bear no more: 
Let Furies drag thee quick to Hell ; let all 
The longer Damn'd have reſt; each torturing Hand 
Do thou employ, till Cleopatra comes, 
Then join thou too, and help to torture her. 


[Exit Alexas, thruſt out by Antony. 
Oda. Tis not well, 


Indeed, my Lord, 'tis much unkind to me, 
0 ſhow this Paſſion, this extream Concernment 


For an abandon'd, faithleſs Proſtitute. 


Aut. 


04av. Muſt I bear this? Good Heav'n, afford me 


n 
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Ant. Octavia, leave me; I am much diſorder'd, 7 
Leave me, I ſay. 

OXav. My Lord! 

Ant. 1 bid you leave me. : 

Vent. Obey him, Madam: Beſt withdraw a while, 


And ſee how this will work. 


OXav. Wherein have I offended you, my Lord, 

That I am bid to leave you? Am I falſe, 

Or infamous? Am I a Cleopatra? 

Were I ſhe, | 

Baſe as ſhe is, you would not bid me leave you; 
But hang upon my Neck, take flight Excuſes, 
And fawn upon my Falthood. . | 

Ant. Tis too much, 

Too much, O4awa ; I am preſt with Sorrows 
Too heavy to be borne; and you add more: 

I would retire, and recolle& what's left 

Of Man within, to aid me, 

OXaw. You would mourn 
In private, for your Love, who has betray'd you. 
You did but half return to me: Your Kindneſs 
Linger'd behind with her. I hear, my Lord, 
You make Conditions for her, | 
And would include her Treaty. Wond'rous Proofs 
Of Love to me! 

Ant, Are you my Friend, Ventidius? 
Or are you turn'd a Dolabella too, 
And let this Fury looſe ? 

Vent. Oh, be advis'd, 
Sweet Madam, and retire. 

Octav. Yes, I will go; but never to return. 
Yoa ſhall no more be haunted with this Fury. 
My Lord, my Lord, Love will not always laſt. 
When urg'd with long Unkindneſs, and Diſdain: 
Take her again whom you prefer to me; 

She ſtays but to be call'd. Pcor cozen'd Man! 
Let a feign'd Parting give her back your Heart, 
Which a feign'd Love firſt got ; for injur'd Me, 
Tho' my juit Senſe of Wrongs forbid my Stay, 
My Duty ſhall be yours, 
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To the dear Pledges of our former Love, 
My Tenderneſs and Care ſhall be transferr'd, 
And they ſhall chear, by Turns, my widow'd Nights: 
& take my laſt Farewel ; for I deſpair 
To have you whole, and ſcorn to take you half. [ Exit. 
Vent. I combat Heav'n, which blaſts my beſt Deſigns: 
My laſt Attempt muſt be to win her back; 
Bit Oh, I fear, in vain. [Exet. 
Aut, Why was I fram'd with this plain honeſt Heart, 
Which knows not to diſguiſe its Griefs and Weakneſs, 
But bears its Workings outward to the World ? 
[ hould have kept the mighty Anguiſh in, 
And forc'd a Smile at Cleopatra's Falſhood : 
(022via had believ'd it, and had ſtaid. 
Bit lam made a ſhallow-forded Stream, 
Sen to the Bottom: All my Clearneſs ſcorn'd, 
And all my Faults expos'd—See where he comes 
Enter Dolabella. 
Who has prophan'd the ſacred Name of Friend, 
And worn it into Vileneſs! 
With how ſecure a Brow, and ſpecious Form 
He gilds the ſecret Villain ! Sure that Face 
Was meant for Honeſty ; but Heav'n mif-match'd it, 
nd ſurniſn'd Treaſon out with Nature's Pomp, 
Tomake its Work more eaſy. 
Dola. O my Friend! 
At. Well, Dolabella, you perform'd my Meſſage ? 
Dela. I did, unwillingly. | 
Au. Unwillingly ? 
35 it ſo hard for you to bear our Parting ? 
du ſhould have wiſh'd it. 
Dola. Why? 
dit. Becauſe you love me. 
and ſhe receiv'd my Meſſage, with as true, 
ith as unfeign'd a Sorrow, as you brought it? 
Vela, She loves you ev'n to Madneſs, 
4it. Oh, I know it. 
Nou Dolabella, do not better know 
o much ſhe loves me. And ſhould I 
ike this Beauty? This all- perfect Creature? 


Dola. 
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Ar ye Love: O, 


Dela. I could not, were ſhe mine. 

Ant. And yet you firſt 
Perſuaded me: How come you alter'd ſince? 

Dola. J ſaid at firſt I was not fit to go: 
I could not hear her Sighs, and ſee her Tears, 
But Pity muſt prevail: and fo, perhaps, 
It may again with you ; for I have promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould take her laſt Farewel : And, ſee, 
She comes to claim my Word. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ant. Falſe Dolabella / 

Dola. What's falſe, my Lord? 

Ant. Why Dalabella's falſe, 
And Cleopatra's falſe; both falſe and faithleſs. 


Draw near, you well-join'd Wickedneſs, you Serpents, 


Whom I have in my kindly Boſom, warm'd, 


Till J am ſtung to Death. 


Dola. My Lord, have 1 
Deſerv'd to be thus us'd ? 

Cleo. Can Heav'n prepare 
A newer Torment ? Can it find a Curſe 
Beyond our Separation ? 

Ant, Yes, if Fate 
Be juſt, much greater: Heav'n ſhould be ingenious 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes. The rolling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were ſlight Pains invented 


When Joe was young, and no Examples known 


Of mighty Ils; but you have ripen'd Sin 
To ſuch a monſtrous Growth, *twill poſe the Gods 
To find an equal Torture. Two, two ſuch, 

Oh there's no farther Namie, two ſuch—to me, 
To me, who lock'd my Soul within your Breaſts, 
Had no Deſires, no Joys, no Life, but you; 
When half the Globe was mine, I gave it you 

In Dowry with my Heart; I had no Uſe, 

No Fruit of all, but you: A Friend and Miſtreſs 
Was what the World could give. Oh, Cleopatra! 
Oh Delabella ! how could you betray 
This tender Heart, which with an Infant-fondneſs 
Lay lulPd betwixt your Boſoms, and there ſlept 
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gecure of injur'd Faith? 

Dola. If ſhe has wrong'd you, 
Heav'n, Hell, and you revenge it. 

Ant. If ſhe has wrong'd me! 

Thou would'ſt evade thy Part of Guilt ; but ſwear 
Thou lov'ſt not her. 

Dola. Not ſo as I love you. 

Ant. Not ſo! Swear, Swear, I ſay, thou doſt not love her. 

Dola. No more than Friendſhip will allow. 

Ant, No more ? 

Friendſhip allows thee nothing: Thou art perjur'd— 
And yet thou didſt not ſwear thou lov'dſt her not; 
But rot ſo much, no more. Oh trifling Hypocrite, 
Who darſt not own to her thou doſt not love, 

Nor own to me thou doſt | Yentidins heard it; 

08avia ſaw it. 

Cleo, They are Enemies. 

Ant. Alexas is not ſo: He, he confeſt it; | 
He, who, next Hell, beſt knew it, he avow'd it. 
Why do I ſeek a Proof beyond yourſelf? [To Dola, 
You whom I ſent to bear my laſt Farewel, « 
Return'd to plead her Stay. 

D:la. What ſhall I anſwer ? 

If to have lov'd be Guilt, then I have ſinn'd; 
But if to have repented of that Love 

Can waſh away my Crime, I have repented. 
Yet, if I have offended paſt Forgiveneſs, 

Let her not ſuffer ; She 1s innocent. 

Cleo. Ah, what will not a Woman do who loves! 
What means will ſhe refuſe, to keep that Heart 
Where all her Joys are plac'd ! *Twas I encourag'd, 
"Twas I blew up the Fire that ſcorch'd his Soul, 

To make you jealous; and by that regain you. 
But all in vain ; I could not Counterfeit : 
In ſpite of all the Dams, my Love broke o'er, 
And drown'd my Heart again; Fate took th' Occaſion ; 
And thus one Minute's Feigning has deſtroy'd 
My whole Life's Truth. 
Ant. Thin Cobweb Arts of Falſhood ; 
*en, and broke through at firſt, 


Dola. 
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Dola. Forgive your Miſtreſs. os And 
Cleo. Forgive your Friend. | 
Art. You have convinc'd yourſelves. 

You plead each other's Cauſe; What Witneſs have you, 

That you but meant to raiſe my jealouſy ? 
Cleo. Ourſelves and Heav'n. (ſhip; 
Ant. Guiltwitneſſes for Guilt. Hence Love andFrieng. Wor 

You have no longer place in human Breaſts, Whi 

Theſe two have driv'n you out: Avoid my Sight; 

J would not kill the Man whom I have lov'd ; 

And cannot hurt the Woman; but avoid me, Let 

I do not know how long I can be tame; fb 

For, if I ſtay one Minute more to think 

How I am wrong'd, my Juſtice and Revenge 

Will cry ſo loud within me, that my Pity 


Will not be heard for either. 
Dola. Heaven has but MT 11 
Our Sorrow for our Sins; and then delights Hea 
To pardon-erring Man : Sweet Mercy ſeems 
Its darling Attribute, which limits Juſtice; 
As if there were Degrees in Infinite ; 
And Infinite would rather want Perfection, 
Than puniſh to extent. Wat 
Ant. 1 can forgive 
A Foe; but not a Miſtreſs, and a Friend : 
Treaſon is there in its moſt horrid Shape, 
Where Truſt is greateſt : And the Soul reſign'd Unju 
Is ſtabb'd by its own Guards: I'Il hear no more; How 
Hence from my Sight, for ever. My « 
Cleo. How? for ever! | 
I cannot go one Moment from your Sight, 
And muſt I go for ever? Un 
My Joys, my only Joys are center'd here: lot 
What Place have I to go to? my own Kingdom ? 
That I have loſt for you: Or to the Romans? 
They hate me for your ſake: Or muſt I wander 
The wide World o'er, a helpleſs, baniſh'd Woman. 
Baniſh'd for love of you; baniſh*d from you; 
Ay, there's the Baniſhment! O hear me; hear me, 


With ſtricteſt Juſtice: For I beg no Favour : Ant | itt 
| 
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And if I bave offended you, then kill me, 
gat do not baniſh me. 
Int. J muſt not hear you, > 
[have a Fool within me takes your Part; 
But Honour ſtops my Ears. 
(lo. For pity hear me! 
Would you caſt off a Slave who follow'd you, 
| Who crouch'd beneath your Spurn? —He has no Pity ! 
dee, if he gives one Tear to my Departure; 
One Look, one kind farewel : Oh Iron Heart! 
[Let all the Gods look down, and judge betwixt us, 
If he did ever love! 
Ant, No more: Alexas ! 
Dela, A perjur'd Villain! 
Aut. to Cleo. Your Alexas ; yours. 
Cla, O, twas his Plot: His ruinous Defign 
T' ingage you in my Love by Jealouſy. 
Hear him; confront him with me; let him ſpeak, 
| Ant, I have; I have. 
Cle, And if he clear me not — 
Aut. Your Creature! one who hangs upon your 
Smiles! 
Watches your Eye, to ſay or to unſay 
Whate'er you pleaſe! I am not to be mov'd. 
Clo. Then muſt we part? Farewel, my cruel Lord, 
b Appearance is againſt me; and I go 
Unuſtify'd, for ever from your Sight. 
How I have lov'd, you know; how yet I love, 
My only Comfort is, I know myſelf : 
love you more, ev'n now you are unkind, 
lan when you lov'd me moſt; ſo well, ſo truly, 
never ſtrive againſt it; but die pleas'd 
lo think you once were mine. 
| 411, Good Heav'n they weep at parting. 
Muſt T weep too? that calls 'em innocent. 
| muſt not weep 3 and yet I muſt, to think 
lat I muſt not forgive —— 
be; but live wretched, 'tis but juſt you ſhould, 
Pio made me ſo: Live from each other's Sight : 
et me not hear you meet. Set all the Earth, 


And 


A 1 e , a 4 
n Rae eee eee 


1 Pp r 
2 * 2 2 AT * 
TE 1 by a 8 5 r 3 2 8 

4 ng * — hea 

{ro ONES — 2 * 5 — * 4 _ x „ * m 


— r * n 
— 8 > — 4 FE ' 125 8 * 4 
ern —— wo A oO 1 . ů „ 
2 7, 2 r WT - Sd IG 


68 it er Los!: 


And all the Seas, betwixt your ſunder'd Loves: 
View nothing common but the Sun and Skies: 
Now, all take ſeveral Ways; 
And each your own ſad Fate with mine deplore; 
That you were falſe, and I could truſt no more. 


[ Exeunt Jeverally, 


CCC 


V. S L 


Euter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 


bar. E juſter, Heav'n: ſuch Virtue puniſh'd thus, 
Will make usthinkthat Chance rules all above, 
And ſhuffles, with a random Hand, the Lots 
Which Man is forc'd to draw. 

Cleo. I could tear out theſe Eyes, that gain'd his Heart, 
And had not Pow'r to keep it. O the Curſe 
Of doting on, ev'n when I find it Dotage! 
Bear Witneſs, Gods, you heard him bid me go; 
You whom he mock'd with imprecating Vows 
Of promis'd Faith —— I'll die, I will not bear it. 
You may hold me 


[ She pulls out her Dagger, and they hold bir. 


But I can keep my Breath,: I can die inward, 
And choak this Love. 
: Enter Alexas, 
Tras. Help, O Alexas, help! 
The Queen grows deſperate, her Soul ſtruggles in her, 
With all the Agonies of Love and Rage, 
And ſtrives to force its Paſſage. 
Cleo. Let me go. 
Art thou there, Traitor! —— O, 
O, for a little Breath, to vent my Rage! 
Give, give me way, and let me Jooſe upon him. 
Alex. Yes, I deſerve it, for my ill-tim'd Truth. 
Was it for me to prop : 
The Ruins of a falling Majeſty ? 
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To place myſelf beneath the mighty Flaw, 


Thus to be cruſh'd, and pounded into Atoms, 
By its o'erwhelming Weight? Tis too preſuming 
For Subjects, to preſerve that wilful Pow'r 
Which courts its own Deſtruction. 
Cleo. I would reaſon 
More calmly with you. Did you not o'er-rule, 
And force my plain, direct, and open Love 
Into theſe crooked Paths of Jealouſy ? 
Now, what's th* Event? Octavia is remov'd ; 
But Cleopatra's baniſh'd. Thou, thou, Villain, 
Haſt puſh'd my Boat to open Sea; to prove, 
At my ſad Coſt, if thou canſt ſteer it back. 
| Tt cannot be; I'm loft too far; Pm ruin'd : 
Hence, thou Impoſtor, Traitor, Monſter, Devil 
[can no more: Thou, and my Griefs, have ſunk 
Me down ſo low, that I want Voice to curſe thee. 
Alex.Suppoſe ſome ſhipwrack*dSeaman near theShore, 
Dropping and faint, with climbing up the Cliff, 
If, from above, ſome charitable Hand 
Pull him to Safety, hazarding himſelf 
To draw the other's Weight; would he look back 
And curſe him for his Pains ? the Caſe is yours ; 
But one Step more, and you have gain'd the Height, 
Cleo. Sunk, never more to riſe. 
Alex. Octavia's gone, and Dolabella baniſh'd. 
Believe me, Madam, Antony is yours. 
His Heart was never loſt ; but ſtarted off 
To Jealouſy, Love's laſt Retreat and Covert : 
Where it lies hid in Shades, watchful in Silence, 
And liſt'ning for the Sound that calls it back. 
Some other, any Man, ('tis ſo advanc'd) 
May perfect this unfiniſh'd Work, which [I 
(Unhappy only to myſelf) have left 
So eaſy to his Hand. 
Cleo. Look well thou do't ; elſe —— ; 
Alex. Elſe, what your Silence threatens Antony 
Is mounted up the Pharos; from whoſe Turret, 
He ſtands ſurveying-our Egyptian Gallies, 
Eagag'd with Cæſar's Fleet: Now Death, or n, 
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70 ALL jo LovEx ab, 
If the firſt happen, Fate acquits my Promiſe 
If we o'ercome, the conqueror is yours. 
[ 4 ai/tant Shout Within, 
Char. Have Comfort, Madam : Did you mark tha 
Shout ? [ Secend Shout nears, 
Tras, Hark; they redouble it. 
Alex. Tis from the Port. 
The Loudneſs ſhows it near: Good News, kind Heav'ns. 
Cleo. Ofiris make it fo. 
Enter Serapion. 
Serap. Where, where's the Queen ? 
Alex. How frightfully the holy Coward ſtares! 
As if not yet recover'd of th' Aſſault, 
When all his Gods, and what's more dear to him, 


His Off'rings were at ſtake. 


Serap. © Horror, Horror! 
Eg ypt has been; our lateſt Hour is come: 
'The Queen of Nations from her ancient Seat 
Is ſunk for ever in the dark Abyſs : 
Time has unroll'd her Glories to the laſt, 
And now clos'd up the Volume. 
Cleo. Be more plain: 
Say, whence thou cam'ſt, (though Fate 1s in thy Face; 
Which from thy haggard Eyes looks wildly out, 
And threatens ere thou ſpeak'ſt.) 
Serap. I came from Pharos; 
From viewing (ſpare me, and imagine it) 
Our Land's laſt Hope, your Navy 
Cleo. Vanquiſh'd ? | 
Serap. No. 
They fought not. 
Cleo. Then they fled. 
Serap. Nor that. I ſaw, 
With Antony, your well-appointed Fleet 
Row out; and thrice he wav'd his Hand on high, 
And thrice with chearful Cries they ſhouted back: 
Twas then, falſe Fortune, like a fawning Strumpet, 
About to leave the Bankrupt Prodigal, 
With a diſſembled Smile would kiſs at parting, 
And flatter to the Laſt; the well-tim'd Oars 
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Now dipt from every Bank, now ſmoothly run 
To meet the Foe; and ſoon indeed they met, 
But not as Foes, In few, we ſaw their Caps 
On either fide thrown up: th* Egyytian Gallies 
(Receiv'd like Friends) paſt through, and fell behind 
The Roman Rear: and now, they all come forward, 
And ride within the Port, 

Cleo. Enough, Serapzon - 
I've heard my Doom. This needed not, you Gods: 
When I loſt Antony, your Work was done ; 
'Tis but ſuperfluous Malice. Where's my Lord? 
How bears he this laſt Blow? 

Serap. His Fury cannot be expreſs'd by Words: 
Thrice he attempted headlong to have fall'n 
Full on his Foes, and aim'd at Cz/ar's Galley : 
Withheld, he raves on You : cries, He's betray'd. 
Should he now find you 

Alex. Shun him, ſeek your Safety, 
Till you can clear your Innocence. 

Cleo. PII ſtay. 

Alex. You muſt not, haſte you to your Monument, 
While I make ſpeed to Cz/ar, 

Cleo, Ce/ar ! No, 
[ have no Buſineſs with him. 

Alex. I can work him 
To ſpare your Life, and let this Madman periſh. [too ? 

Cleo. Baſe fawning Wretch! would'ſt thou betray him 
Hence from my Sight, I will not hear a Traitor ; 
"Twas thy Deſign Longs all this Ruin on us; 
derapion, thou art honeſt ? counſel me: 
But haſte, each Moment's precious. 

Serap. Retire ; you muſt not yet ſee Antony. 
He who began this Miſchief, 
'Tis juſt he tempt the Danger: Let him clear you: 
And, ſince he offer'd you his ſervile Tongue, 
To gain a poor precarions Life from Cæſar, 
Let him expoſe that fawning Eloquence, 
And ſpeak to Antony. | 

Alex. O Heav'n's! I dare not, 
| meet my certain Death, 
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Cleo. Slave, thou deſerv'ſt it. 
Not that I fear my Lord, will I avoid him; 


I know him noble : When he baniſh'd me, AT 
And thought me falſe, he ſcorn'd to take my Life: Is t 
But I'll be juſtify'd, and then die with him. The 

Alex. O pity me, and let me follow you. Me 


Cleo.ToDeath, if thou ſtir hence. Speak, if thou can'n, of 


Now for thy Life, which baſely thou wouldſt ſave Th 
While mine I prize at this. Come, good Serapion. An 
[ Exeunt Cleo. Serap. Char. and Iras, Th 

Alex. O that I leſs cou'd fear to loſe this Being, } 
Which, like a Snow-ball, in my Coward Hand, Th 
The more *tis graſp'd, the faſter melts away. Lo} 
Poor Reaſon ! what a wretched Aid art thou! As 
For ſtill, in ſpite of thee, To 
Theſe two long Lovers, Soul and Body, dread = 
Their final Separation. Let me think : ; 
What can I ſay, to ſave myſelf from Death? Aus 
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra. Fig 
Ant. Which way? where? [Wit Wl 
Vent. This leads to th' Monument. [V:hin WM A 


Alex. Ah me! I hear him: yet I'm unprepar'd: 
My Gift of Lying's gone; 


And this Court-Devil, which I ſo oft have rais'd, + 
Forſakes me at my Need. I dare not ſtay; Se 
Yet cannot far go hence. [ Exit, W 


Enter Antony and Ventidius. 


Ant. O happy Ce/ar ! Thou haſt Men to lead; 8 
Think not 'tis thou haſt conquer'd Antony; 
But Rome has conquer'd Egyyt. I'm hetray'd. kr 

Vent. Curſe on this treach'rous Train! T 
Their Soil and Heaven infe& 'em all with Baſeneſs: \r 
And their young Souls come tainted to the World ; 
With the firſt Breath they draw. 

Ant. Th' original Villain ſure no God created; * 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Nile, W 
Ap't into Man; with all his Mother's Mud H. 
Cruſted about his Soul. He 

Vent. The Nation is W 4; 


One Univerſal Traitor; and their Queen = 
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Phe very Spirit and Extract of 'em all. 
Ant. ls there yet left 
A Poſibility of Aid from Valour? © 
I there one God unſworn to my DeſtruQtion ? 
The leaſt anmortgag'd Hope! for, if there be, 
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the Fate 
Of ſuch a Boy as Ce/ar. 
The World's one Half is yet in Antony; 
And from each Limb of it that's hew'd away, 
The Soul comes back to me. 
Vent. There yet remain | | 
Three Legions in the Town. The laſt Aſſault 
Lopt off the reſt : If Death be your Deſign, 
As [ muſt wiſh it now, theſe are ſufficient 
To make a Heap about us of dead Foes, 
An honeſt Pile for Burial. 
Ant, They're enough. 
We'll not divide our Stars; but Side by Side 
| Fight Emulous: And with malicious Eyes 
Survey each other's Acts: So every Death 
| Thou gir'ſt, I'll take on me, as a juſt Debt, 
And pay thee 1n a Soul. 
Vent. Now you ſhall fee I love you. Not a Word 
Of chiding more. By my few Hours of Life 
am ſo ws with this brave Roman Fate, 
That I would not be Cæſar, to our-live you. 
When we put off this Fleſh, and mount together, 
{ hall be ſhown to all th' Etherial Crowd; 
Lo, this is he who dy'd with Antony. Troops; 
Ant. Who knows but we may pierce through all their 
and reach my Veterans yet? *Tis worth the Temptiag, 
I' ver-leap this Gulph of Fate, 
and leave our wond'ring Deſtinies behind. 
Enter Alexas, trembling. 
Vent. See, ſee, that Villain; 
dee Cleopatra ſtampt upon that Face, 
With all her Cunning, all her Arts of Falſhood ! 
How the looks out through thoſe diſſembling Eyes! 
How he has ſet his Count'nance for Deceit ; 
and promiſes a Lye, before he ſpeaks! 
D Let 
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Let me diſpatch him firſt. 


Alex. O ſpare me, ſpare me, 
Ant. Hold; he's not worth your killing. On thy Life, | 


[Dr aWing X 


(Which thou may'ſt keep, becauſe I ſcorn to take it) An 
No Syllable to juſtify thy Queen; Pu 
Save thy baſe Tongue its Office. G0 

Aiex. Sir, ſhe's gone, 
Where ſhe ſhall never be moleſted more - 
By Love, or you. | : 

Ant. Fled to her Dolabella ! j 


Die, Traitor, I revoke my Promiſe, die. [Going tohillhin, 
Alex. O hold, ſhe is not fled, | k 
Ant, She is: My Eyes | 


Are open to her Falſhood ; my whole Life - 
Has been a golden Dream of Love and Friendſhip, A, 
But, now I wake, I'm like a Merchant, rous'd PT 
From ſoft Repoſe, to ſee his Veſſel ſinking, W 7 
And all his Wealth caſt o'er. Ingrateful Woman! T 
Who follow'd me, but as the Swallow Summer, A 


Hatching her young Ones in my kindly Beams, 
Singing her Flatt'ries to my Morning Wake; U 
But, now my Winter comes, ſhe ſpreads her Wings, 
And ſeeks the Spring of Cz/ar. 

Alex. Think not ſo: 


Her Fortunes have, in all things, mixt with yours, : 
Had ſhe betray*d her Naval Force to Rome, Þ 


How eaſily might ſhe have gone to Cz/ar, 
Secure by ſuch a Bribe ! I 
Vent. She ſent id firſt, c 
To be more welcome after. | 
Ant. Tis too plain; 5 
Elſe wou'd ſhe have appear'd, to clear herſelf. | 
Alex. Too fatally ſhe has ; ſhe could not bear 
To be accus'd by you; but ſhut herſelf ] 
Within her Monument: Look'd down and ſigh'd; } 
While, from her unchang'd Face, the filent Tears ( 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but ſtole their Parting: 
Some undiſtinguiſh'd Words ſhe inly murmur'd; © 
At laſt, ſhe rais'd her Eyes; and, with ſuch Looks 
As dying Lucrece caſt 
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Int. My Heart forebodes 
Vent. All for the beſt: Go on. 
Alex. She ſnatch'd her Ponyard, 
And, ere we cou'd prevent the fatal Blow, 
plung'd it within her Breaſt : Then turn'd to me, 
'Go, bear my Lord (ſaid ſhe) my laſt Farewel; 
And aſs him, if he yet ſuſpect my Faith. 
More ſhe was ſaying, but Death ruſh'd betwixt. 
She half pronounc'd your Name with her laſt Breath, 
And bury'd half within her. ; 
Vent. Heav'n be prais'd. 
Ant, Then art thou innocent, my poor dear Love ? 
And art thou dead ? 5 
0 thoſe two Words ! their Sound ſhould be divided: 
Hadſt thou been falſe, and ay'd ; or hadſt thou liv'd, 
And hadſt been true——But Innocence and Death! 
This hows not well above. Then what am I, 
The Murderer of this Truth, this Innocence ! 
Thoughts cannot form themſelves in Words ſo horrid 
As can expreſs my Guilt ! 
Vent. Is't come to this? The Gods have been too gra- 
And thus you thank 'em for't. [cious 3 wt 
Ant. to Alex. Why ſtay'ſt thou here? . + 
Is it for thee to ſpy upon my Soul, i 
And-fee its inward Mourning ? Get thee hence: 1 
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now FF} 
becomes a Roman Emperor to perform. | 
Alex. He loves her flill : | [ Aides 
His Grief betrays it. Good! the Joy to find 
She's yet alive, compleats the Reconcilement, 
I've ſav'd myſelf, and her. But, oh! the Romans“ 
Fate comes too faſt upon my Wit, 
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each Double. [ Exit. 
Vent, Wou'd ſhe had dy'd a little ſooner tho', 5 
Before OZawia went; you might have treated: 1 
Now *rwill look tame, and wou'd not be receiv'd. | 
| 
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Come, rouze yourſelf, and let's die warm together. 
Ant. T will not fight: There's no more Work for War. 

The Bus'neſs of my angry Hours 15 done. 3 
Vent, Cæſar 15 at your Gates. h | þ 
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Ant. Why, let him enter; 


He's welcome now. 
Vent, What Lethargy bas crept into your Soul? 
Ant. Tis but a Scorn of Life, and juſt Deſire 
To free myſelf from Bondage. 
Vent. Do it bravely. 
Ant. 1 will; but not by Fighting. O, Veiiall; 
What ſhould I fight for now ? My Queen is dead, 
T was but great for her; my Pow'r, my Empire, 
Were but my Merchandiſe to buy her Love; 
And conquer'd Kings, my Factors. Now ſhe's dead, 
Let Cæſar take the World 
An empty Circle, fince the Jewel's gone 
Which made it worth my Strife: My Being's nauſeous 
For all the Bribes of Life are gone away. : 
Fexrt, Wou'd you be taken ? 
Art. Yes, I wou'd be taken: 
But, as a Reman ought, dead, my Fentidius : 
For I'll convey my Soul from Ca/ar's reach, 
And lay down Life myſelf. 'Tis time the World 
Shou'd have a Lord, and know whom to obey, 
We two have kept its Homage in ſuſrence, 
And bent the Globe on whole each fide we trod, 
Till it was dinted inwards: Let him walk 
Alone upon't; I'm weary of my Part. 
My Torch is out; and the World ſtands before me Ai 
Like a black Deſart at th' Approach of Night: J 
Pl lay me down, and ſtray no farther on, 
Vent. I could be griew'd, | 
But that I'll not out-live you : Chuſe your Death; 
For, I have ſeen him in ſuch various Shapes, 
I care not which I take : I'm only troubled, 
The Life I bear, is worn to ſuch a Rag, 
*T'is ſcarce worth giving. I could wifh indeed 
We threw it from us with a better Grace; 
That, like two Lions taken in the Toils, 
We might at leaft thruſt out our Paws and wound 
The Hunters that incloſe us. 
Ant. J have thought on't, 
Ventidius, you mult live, 


Jerk. 
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Vent. I muſt not, Sir. 
Ant. Wilt thou not live, to ſpeak ſome Good of 


77 


me? 


To ſtand by my fair Fame, and guard th' Approaches. 


From the ill Tongues of Men? 
Vent. Who ſhall guard mine 


For living after you? 
Ant. Say, I command it. 


Vent. If we die well, our Deaths will ſpeak themſelves 


And need no living Witneſs. 

Ant. Thou haſt lov'd me, 
And fain I wou'd reward thee : I muſt die: 
Kill me, and take the Merit of my Death 
To make thee Friends with Cz/ar. 

Vent. Thank your Kindneſs. | 
You ſaid I lov'd you; and, in Recompence, 
You bid me turn a Traitor: Did I think 
You wou'd have us'd me thus ? that I ſhould die 
With a hard Thought of you ? 

Aut. Forgive me, Roman. 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's Death 


4 


| My Reaſon bears no Rule upon my longue, 
But lets my Thoughts break all at Random out: 


I've thought better; do not deny me twice. 
Vent, By Heav'n, I will not, 


Let it not be Yout-live you. 


Ant. Kill me fiſt 


| And then die thou; for 'tis but juſt thou ſerve 


Tay Friend, before thyſelf. 
ſent. Give me your Hand. 


| Ve loon ſhall meet again. Now, Farewel, Emperor. 


[ Embrace» 


Methinks that Word's too cold to be my laſt : 


vince Death ſweeps all Diſtinctions, Farewel,. Friend. 


That's all 


| | will not make a Bus'neſs of a Trifle : 


And yet I cannot look on you, and kill. you; 


Pray turn your Face. 
Ant. Ido: Strike home be ſure. 


Fit, Home, as my Sword will reach, [Lille himjeif- 
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Ant. O, thou miſtak'ſt : 
That Wound was none of thine : Give it me back: 
Thou robb'ſt me of my Death. 
Vent. ] do indeed; 
But, think 'tis the firſt time 1 e'er deceiv'd you; 
If that may plead my Pardon. And you, Gods, 
Forgive me, if you will; for ! die ery! jur'd, 5 
Rather than kill my Friend. [ Dies, 
Ant, Fartewel. Ever my Leader, ev'n in Death! 
My Queen and thou have got the Start cf me; 
And I'm the Lag of Honour Gone ſo ſoon ? 
Is Death no es He us'd him careleſly, 
With a familiar Kindneſs : Ere he knock'd, 
Ran to the Door, and took him in his Arms, 
As who ſhould ſay, You're welcome at all Hours, 
AFriend need give no Warning. Books had ſpoil'd him; 
For all the Learn'd are Cowards by Profeſſion. 
is not worth 
My farther Thought; for Death, for ought I know, 
Es but to think no more. Here's to be fatisfy'd. 
[ Falls an his Savory, 
F've miſt my Heart. O unperforming Hand! 
Thou never could'ſt have err'd in a worſe Time, 
My Fortune jades me to the laſt ; and Death, 
Like a great Man, takes State, and makes me wait 
For my Admittance——— —- [T ramping within, 
Some perhaps from Caſcr : | 
If he ſhould find me living, and ſuſpect 
That I play'd Booty with my Life! III mend 
My Work, ere they can reach me. N uf on his Knee: 
Euter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 
Cl:o, Where is my Lord? where is he? 
Char. There he hes, 
And dead Ventidius by him. 
Clo. My Feare were Prophets; I am come too late, 
O that accurs'd Afexas! [Runs to bin. 
Ant, Art thou hving ? 
Or am I dead before I knew ? and thou. 
The firſt kind Ghoſt that meets me? 
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Clo. Help me feat him. | 

end quickly, ſend for Help. [ They place hin in & Chair. 
Ant. Jam anſwer'd. | 

We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra: 

pl make the moſt I can of Life, to ſtay 


Moment more with thee. 


Clo. How is it with you? 
Aut. Tis as with a Man 


| Removing in a Hurry; all pack'd up, 


But one dear Jewel that his Haſte forgot ; 
And he, for that, returns upon the Spur : 
do come back, for thee. 

Cxo. Too long, ye Heav'ns, you have been cruel to me; 
Now ſhow your mended Faith, and give me back 
His fleeting Life. 

Aat. It will not be, my Love, 
keep my Soul by Force. 

Say but thou art not falſe, 

Clio. Tis now too late 

To ſay I'm true: Þ'l] prove it, and die with you, 


Unknown to me, Alexas feign'd my Death: 


Which, when 1 knew, I haſted to prevent 
This fatal Conſequence, My Fleet betray'd 


| both you and me. 


Ant. And Dolabella 
(lee, Scarce eſteem'd before he lov'd; but hated now, 
Aut. Enough: My Life's not long enough {or more. 
Thou ſay'ſt thou wilt come after: I believe thee; 
For | can now believe whate'er thou ſay'it, 
that we may part more kindly. 
Cleo, I will come: 
Poabt not, my Life, I'll come, and quickly too: 
Czar ſhall triumph o'er no Part of thee. 
dit. But grieve not, while thou ſtay'ſt, 
bly laſt diſaſtrous Times: | | 
Fink we have had a clear and glorious Day; 
and Heav'n did kindly to delay the Storm 
jul till our Cloſe of Ev'ning. Ten Years Love, 
And not a Moment loft, but all improv'd 
10 utmoſt Joys: What Ages bave we liv'd ! 
And 
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And now to die each others; and, fo dying, 
While Hand in Hand we walk in Groves below, 
Whole Troops of Lovers Ghoſts ſhall flock about us; 
And all the Train be ours. 

Cleo. Your Words are like the Notes of dying Swans 
Too ſweet to laſt. Were there ſo many Hours 
For your Unkindneſs, and not one for Love ? 

Ant, No, nota Minute— This one Kiſs—more worth 
Than all I leave to Cæſar. Dien 

Cleo. O, tell me ſo again, 
And take ten thouſand Kiſſes for that Word. 
My Lord, my Lord : Speak, if you yet have Being; 
Sigh to me, if you cannot ſpeak; or caſt 
One Look: Do any ching that ſhows you live. 

Tras. He's gone too far, to hear you; 
And this you ſee, a Lump of ſenſeleſs Clay, 
The Le:vings of a Soul. 

Char. Remember, Madam, 
He charg'd you not to grieve. 

Cleo. And Pl obey him. 
I have not lov'd a Roman, not to know 
What ſhould become his Wife; his Wife, my Charmics; 
For *tis to that high Title I aſpire; | 
And now e I'll not die leſs. Let dull Oœavia 
Survive, to mourn him dead: My noble Fate 
Shall knit our Spouſals with a Tie too ſtrong 
For Reman Laws to break. 

Tras, Will you then die? 

Cleo. Why ſhould'ſ thou make that Queſtion * 

 tras. Cæſar is merciful. 

Cleo. Let him be ſo 
To thoſe that want his Mercy: My poor Lord 
Made no ſuch Cov'nant with him, to ſpare me 
When he was dead. Yield me to Cæſar's Pride? 
What, to be led in Triumph through the Streets, | 
A Spe ctacle to baſe Pleleian Eyes Ac 
While ſome dejected Friend of Antony's, Al 
Cloſe in a Corner, ſhakes his Head, and mutters Py 
A ſecret Curie on her who ruin'd him ? oy 
I'll none of that. FE An 
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Char. Whatever you reſolve, 

Il fotlow ev'n to Death, 

„a. J only fear'd 
for you; but more ſhould fear to live without you. 

Clo. Why now ' tis as it ſhould be. Quick, my Friends, 
Diſpatch ; ere this, the Town's in Cæſar's Hands: 
My Lord looks down concern'd, and fears my Stay, 
Left | ſhould be ſurpriz'd ; | 
keep him not waiting for his Love too long. 

You, Charmion, bring my Crown and richeſt Jewels, 
With 'em the Wreath of Victory I made 

(Vain Augury?) for him who now lies dead; 

You, Iras, bring the Cure of all our Ills. 

lras, The Aſpicks, Madam ? 

Clo. Muſt J bid you twice? [ Exe. Char. and Iras. 
'Tis ſweet to die, when they would force Life on me, 
To ruſh into the dark Abode of Death, 

And ſeize him firſt 3 if he be like my Love, 
He 1s not frightful ſure, | 
We're now alone, in Secrecy and Silence; 
And is not this like Lovers? I may kiſs 
Theſe pale, cold Lips; Octavia does not ſee me; 
And, Oh! 'tis better far to have him thus, 
Than fee him in her Arms O welcome, welcome, 
Enter Charmion ard Iras, 
Char, What muſt be done! 
Cleo. Short Ceremony, Friends; 
But yet it muſt be decent. Firſt, this Laurel 
Shall crown my Hero's Head: He fell not baſely, 
Nor left his Shield behind him. Only thou 
Could'ſt Triumph o'er thyſelf ; and thou alone 
Wert worthy ſo to Triumph, 
Char, To what End 
Theſe Enfigns of your Pomp and Royalty ? 

Cleo, Dull, that thou art! why, 'tis to meet my Love; 

As when [ ſaw him firſt on Cydno's Bank, 

All ſparkling, like a Goddels ; ſo adoin'd, 

"Il find him once again: My ſecond Spouſals 

Mail match my firſt, in Glorv. Haſte, haſte, both, 
Aud dreſs the Bride of Antony, 
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Char. Tis done. 
Cleo. Now ſet me by my Lord. I claim this Þ 
For I muſt conquer Cæſar too, like him, 
And win my Share o'th* World. Hail, you dear Relick: 
Of my immortal Love! 
O let no impious Hand remove you hence; 
But reſt for ever here: Let Eg yp! give 
His Death that Peace, which it deny'd his Life, 
Reach me the Caſket. 5 
Tras. Underneath the Fruit the Aſpick lies. 
Cleo. Welcome, thou kind Deceiver! 
[ Putting aſſde the Leaves 
'Thou beft of Thieves; who, with an eaſy Key, 
Poſt open Life, and, unperceiv'd by us, 
Ev'n ſteal us from ourſelves: Diſcharging ſo + 
Death's dreadful Office, better than himſelf, 
Touching our Limbs ſo gently into Slumber, 
That Death ftands by, deceiv'd by his own Image, 
And thinks himſelf but Sleep. 
Serap. The Queen, where is ſhe ? [Within, 
The Town is yielded, Cæſar's at the Gates. 
Cleo. He comes too late t'invade the Rights of Death, 
Haſte, bare my Arm, and rouze the Serpent's Fury. 
[ Holds out her Arm, and draws it bai. 


lace; 


Coward Fleſh 
_ Woula'ft thou conſpire with Cæſar, to betray me, 
As thou wert none of mine? Fil force thee to't, 
And not be ſent by him, | 
But bring myſelf my Soul to Antony. 
[Turns aſide, and then ſhows her Arm bj. 

Take hence; the Work 1s done. ” 

Serap. Break ope the Door, [Within 
And guard the Traitor well. 

Char, The next is ours. | 

Iras. Now Charmion, to be worthy | 
Of our great Queen and Miſtreſs. [They app/y the A ici 

Cleo. Already, Death, I feel thee in my Veins; 
I go with ſuch a Will to find my Lord, 
That we ſhall quickly meet. = 
A heavy Numbneſs creeps through every Limb, 


And 
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and now *tis at my Head: My Eye-lids fall, 
; nd my dear Love is vaniſh'd in a Miſt, 

Where ſhall I find him, where? O turn me to him, 
And lay me on bis Breaſt —— Cæſar, thy worſt ; 


Now part us, if thou canſt. [Dies. 
{[ras /inks down at her Feet, and dies; Charmion 
ſtands behind her Chair, as dreſſins her Head. 

Fuer Serapion, 7avo Prieſts, Alexas bound, Egyptians. 
2 Priefts. Behold, Serapien, what Havock Death has 
Strap, *T was what I fear'd.  [made!. 

Charmion, 1s this well done ? | 
Char, Yes, 'tis well done, and like a Queen, the laſt 

Of her great Race: I follow her. [Sinks down; dies. 
Alex, Tis true, 

dhe has done well: Much better thus to die, 

Than live to make a Holy-day in Rome. 
derap. See how the Lovers fit in State together, 

As they were giving Laws to half Mankind. 

Th Impreſſion of a Smile left in her Face, 

Shows ſhe dy'd pleas'd with him for whom ſhe liv'd, 

And went to charm him in another World. 

Cz/ar's juſt entring; Grief has now no Leiſure. 

decure that Villain, as our Pledge of Safety, 

To grace th' imperial Triumph. Sleep, bleſt Pair, 

secure from human Chance, long Ages out, 

While all the Storms of Fate fly o*cr your Tomb 
And Fame, to late Poſterity, ſhall tell, 
No Lovers liv'd ſo great, or dy'd fo well. [ Excunt. 
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Octs, like Diſtutanis, awhen Reaſons fail, 

Have one ſure Refuge left ; and that's to rail. 
Fop, Coxcomb, Feel, are thunder'd through the Pit; 
And this is all their Equipage of Wit, 

We wonder how the Devil this Diff" rence grows, 

Betwwixt our Fools in Verſe, and yours in Proſe : 

For, Faith, the Quarrel rightly underſtood, 

"Tis Civil War avith their oxwn Fleſh and Blood. 

T he thread-bare Author hates the gaway Coat; 
And javears at the Gill Coach; but fewears a Foot: 

Fer *tis objery'd of every ſcribbling Man, 

He grows a Fop as faſt as ver he can 

Prunes up, and offs his Oracle the Glaſs, 

If Pink or Purple beſt become his Face. 

For our poor Wretch, he neither rails nor prays; 

Nor likes your Wit guft as you like his Plays; 

He has not yet ſo much of Mr. Bays. 

He does his beſt; and if he cannot pleaſe, 

Would queetly ſue out his Writ of Eaſe, 

Yet, if he might his own Grand Jury call, 

By the fuir Sex he begs to fland or fall. 

Let Caſar's Pow'r the Mens Ambition move, 

But grace you him who loſt the Warld for Love. 

Yet if Jome antiquated Lady Jay, 

The laſt Age is not copy'd in his Play; 

Heav'n help the Man who for that Face muſt arudge, 

Which on'y has the Wrinkles of a Fudge. 

Let not the Young and Beautcous join with thoſe; 

For ſhould you raiſe ſuch numerous Hoſts of Foes, 

Young Wits and Sparks he to his Aid muſt call; 
Tus more than one Man's Wark to pleaſe you all. 
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To the Right Honourable 
e 


Lord VAUGHAN, &c. 


14 “Lo kp, 


Fern eaſily excuſe the Printing of a Play at 
o unſeaſonable a time, when the great Plot of 
tie Nation, like one of Pharasb's lean Kine, has 
&our'd its younger Brethren of the Stage: But 
lovever weak my Defence might be for this, I 
* ſure I ſhould not need any to the World, for 
ny Dedication to your Lordſhip; and if you ean 
radon my Preſumption in it, that a bad Poet 
bould addreſs himſelf to ſo great a Judge of Wit, 
may hope at leaſt to ſcape with the Excuſe of 
Laulus, when he writ to Cicers : 

Vo L. IV. N Gratias 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Gratias tibi maximas Catullus 
Aeit, peſſimus omnium Poeta 
Tanto peſſimus omnium Poeta, 

Quanto tu optimus omnium Patronus , 


I have ſeen an Epiſtle of Fl:chno's to a Noble. 
man, who was by ſome 1 Chance a] 
Scholar; (and you may pleaſe to take Notice by 
the way, how ae the Connection of T houoht 
is betwixt a bad Poet ard , where he be 
gins thus: Qualuordecim jam clagſi ſunt ami, &e, 
his Latin, it ſeems, not holding out to the End of 
the Sentence; but he endeavour'd to tell his Pa— 
tron, betwixt two Languages which he underſtood 
alike, that it was fourteen Years ſince he had the 
Happineſs to know him: tis juſt fo long, and as 
happy be the Omen of Dulneſs to me, as it is to 
ſome Clergy-men and States-men, ſince your Lotd- 
ſhip has known that there is a worſe Poet remczin- 
ing in the World, than he of ſcandalous Memory 
who left it laſt. I might inlarge upon the Suhjedt 
with my Author, and aſlure you, that J have ſerv'd 
as long for vou, as one of the Patr:archs did for 


NS Teſtament Miſtreſs: But I leave thoſe 


Flouriſhes, when occaſion ſhall ſerve, for a greater at 
Orator to uſe, and date only tell you, that [ nere 
paſs'd any part of my Life with greater Satisfact- 0 
on or Improvement to myfelf, than thoſe Years 1 
which J have liv'd in the Honour of your Lotd- 15 
ſhip's Acquaintance: If I may have only the Time. 
abated when the publick Service call'd you to 7 
another Part of the World, which, in Imitation 
of our florid Speakers, I might (if i durſt preſume 4 
upon the Expreſſion) call the Parenthe/is F 1 . 
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The Epiltle Dedicatory. 


That I have always honour'd you, I ſuppoſe 
| need not tell you at this time of Day; for you 
low I ſtaid not to date my Reſpects to you 
tm that Title which now you have, and to 
which you bring a greater Addition by your Me-. 
it, than you receive from it by the Name ; but 
am proud to let others know how long it is 
that I have been made happy by my Knowledge 
of you, becauſe I am ſure it will give me a Re- 
tation with the preſent Age, and with Poſteri- 
tr, And now, my Lord, I know you are afraid, 
felt I ſhould take this Occaſion, which lies ſo fair 
for me, to acquaint the World with ſome of thoſe 
Excellencies which I have admir'd in you; but 
| have reaſonably conſider'd, that to acquaint the 
World, is a Phraſe of a malicious Meaning : For 
t would imply, that the World were not already 
xquainted with them. Lou are fo generally 
known to be above the Meanneſs of my Praiſes, 
tat you have ſpar d my Evidence, and ſpoil'd 
my Compliment : Should I take for my com- 
mon Places, your Knowledge both of the old and 
tie new Philoſophy, ſhould I add to theſe your 
Kill in Mathematicks, and Hiſtory, and yet far- 
tier, your being converſant with all the ancient 
Authors of the Greet and Latin Tongues, as well 
% with the Modern, I ſhould tell nothing new 
tb Mankind; for when I have once but nam'd 
you, the World will anticipate all my Commen- 
lations, and go faſter be:ore me than I can fol- 
by. Be therefore ſecure, my Lord, that your 
own Fame has freed it{cif from the Danger of 
a Panegyrick, and only give me leave to tell 
jou, that I value the Candour of your Nature, 
ad that one Character of Friendlineſs, and, if 1 


may have leave to call it, Kindneſs in you, bo— 
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165 The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
if fore all thoſe other which make you conſiderable 

in the Nation. 
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Some few of our Nobility are learned, and 
therefore I will not conclude an abſolute Contra. 
diction in the Terms of Nobleman and Sholar: 
but as the World goes now, *tis very hard 10 
predicate one upon the other; and 'tis yet more 
difficult to prove, that a Nobleman can be a Friend! 
to Poetry: Were it not for two or three Inſtances 
in II Hiteball, and in the Town, the Poets of thi; 
Age would find fo little Encouragement for their | 
Labours, and ſo few Underſtanders, that the 
$18, might have leiſure to turn Pamphleteers, and aug- 
110: ment the Number of thoſe abominable Scriblerc, 
| | who in this time of Licence abuſe the Preſs, d. 
moſt every Day, with Nonſenſe, and railing againſt 
the Government. 


— — __ _— — ry 
3 EN I —2 —·ö K — 


It remains, my Lord, that T ſhould give you 
ſome Account of this Comedy, which you have 
never ſeen, becauſe it was written and acted in 
your Abſence, at your Government of Famaia, 
*T was intended for an honeſt Satire againſt our 
crying Sin of Keeping; how it would have fuc- 
ceeded, I can but gueſs, for it was permitted to 
be acted only thrice. The Crime for which it 
ſuffer d, was that which is objected againſt the 
Satire of Juvenal, and the Epigrams of Catulis, 
that it expreſs'd too much of the Vice which it 
decry'd : Your Lordſhip knows what Answer was 
return'd by the elder of thoſe Poets, whom I laft 
mentioned, to his Accuſers. 


af 4 Caſtum eſſe decet pium Poetam 
. l | Ipſum ; Venſiculos nihil neceſſe eſt Is 


and 


tra- 
olar j 
rd 10 


more 


riend 
ances 


this] 


Cn it 
T Was 


. 


known ſo ma 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Qui tum denique habent ſalem ac leporent, 
& fint mollituli & parum pudici. 


But I dare not make that Apology for myſelf, 
and therefore have taken a becoming Care, that 
thoſe things which offended on the Stage, might 
he either alter'd, or omitted in the Preſs: For 
their Authority is, and ſhall be ever ſacred to 
me, as much abſent as preſent, and in all Altera- 
tions of their Fortune, who for thoſe Reaſons 
have ſtopp'd its farther Appearance on the Thea- 
tre. And whatſoever Hindrance it has been to 
me, in point of Profit, many of my Friends can 
bear me witneſs, that I have not once murmured 
zainſt that Decree. The ſame Fortune once 
happen'd to Moliere, on the occaſion of his Tar- 
fe; which notwithſtanding afterwards has ſeen 
the Light, in a Country more Bigot than ours, 
and is accounted amongſt the beſt Pieces of that 
Feet. I will be bold enough to ſay, that this 
Comedy is of the firſt Rank of thoſe which 1 
have written, and that Poſterity will be of my 
Opinion. It has nothing of particular Satire in 
it: For whatſoever may have been pretended by 
ſome Criticks in the Town, I may ſafely and 
flemnly affirm, that no one Character has becn 
dyn from any ſingle Man; and that I have 
of the ſame Humour, in every 
folly which is here expos'd, as may ſerve tv 
warrant it from a particular Reflection. It wa: 
printed in my abſence from the Town, this Sum- 
mer, much againſt my Expectation, otherwiſe 1 
had over-look'd the Preſs, and been yet more 
carefal, that neither my Friends ſhould have had 
the leaſt occaſion of Unkindneſs againſt ine, nor 
my Enemies of upbraiding me; but if is live to 


5 A 


ll | . my Lord, I recommend it to your Protection, 


The Epiſitle Dedicatory. 
a ſecond Impreſſion, I will faithfully perform! 
what has been wanting in this. In the mean time, 


and beg I may keep ſtill that place in your Fa- 
vour which I have hitherto enjoy'd ; and which! 


ſhall reckon as one of the greateſt Bleſſings which | 
can befall, | 


Your Lerdfhip's moſt obedient, 


faithful Servant, 


JohN DRYDEN 


N. 


Rue Wit has ſeen its beſt Days long ago, 

It neer look'd up, fince wwe were dipt in Show © 
ken Senſe in Doggrel Rhimes and Clouds was loft, 
And Duineſs flouri/h'd at the Actors Coft. 

Nor fopt it here; when Tragedy was done, 
VMtire and Humour the ſame Fate have run; 
Jad Comedy is funk to Trick and Pun. 
New our Machining Lumber will not ſell, 
Aud you H longer care for Heav'n or Hell; 
tat Stuff will plenſe you next, the Lerd can tell. 
let them, who the Rebellion firft began 
70 Mit, reftore the Monarch if they can; 
Our Author dares not be the firſt bold Man. 


Be, like the prudent Citizen, takes care 


To beep for better Marts his Staple Ware, 


| His Toys are good enough for Sturbridge Fair, 


Tricks were the Faſhion; if it now be /fent, 
is time enough at Faſter to invent ; 

No Man vill make up a new Suit for Lent : 
If nav and then he takes a ſmall Pretence 

i ferage for a little Wit and Senſe, 

Pray Pardon him, he meant you no Offence, 
Next Summer Noſtradamus tells, they ſay, 
Tant all the Criticks all be ſoipt axvay, 
Aid not enow be left to damn a Play. 

14 every Sail beſide, gocd Heaw'n be kind; 
But drive away that Swarm with ſuch a Wind, 
Toat not one Locuſt may be left behind, 
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| {ICE e 
Jl | Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Apo, an honeſt, good-natur'd, free-hearted old Gentle. | 
man of the 'Town. 


Woonart, his Son, under a falſe Name; bred abroad, 
1 and new return'd from Travel. 


LimBeRHAM, a tame, fooliſh Keeper, perſuaded by 
what is laſt ſaid to him, and changing next Word, 


Wl BaAlxs Ick, a Huſband, who being well conceited of | 
n i himſelf, deſpiſes his Wife: Vehement and Eloquent, | 
018: ! as he thinks; but indeed a Talker of Nonſenſe. 
119: GERvASsZ, Woopall's Man: Formal, and apt ts | 
11 \ give good Counſel. 
IN; Sis, Woodarr's caſt Servant. 

1 


WOMEN. 


We 1 Mrs. SarwTLY, an Hypocritical Fanatick, Landlady 


* 
„K 


MF} ; of the Boarding-Houſe. 
4 'F Mrs. Txicksy, a Termagant kept Miſtreſs. 
1 1 Mrs. PLEASAN CE, ſuppos'd Daughter to Mrs. Sainr- 
11 LY: Spightful and Satirical; but ſecretly in Love 
11 with WooDALL. 
UB & | Mrs. BRAINSICE. 
13K 5 JupiTH, a Maid of the Houſe. 
w 1 SCENE, A Boarding - Houſe in Town. 
| | 
1 
4 | 
i3HE: 4 
if 85 
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FE EM | 
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LIM BE R HA 
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KIND KEEPER. 
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ACT IL SCHRWE KL 


dCENE, An open Garden- Houſe; a Table in it, 
and Chairs. 


Enter Woodall and Gervale. 


WooDALL, 


ID the Footman receive the Trunks, 'and Port- 
mantua; and ſee em plac'd in the Lodgings you 
have taken for me, while I walk a turn here in the 
Oarden. | 
Cerv. Tis already order'd, Sir: But they are like 
to ſtay in the outer Room, till the Miſtreſs of the Houſe 
turn from Morning Exerciſe. | 
Mood. What, ſhe's gone to the Pariſh Church, it 
kems, to her Devotions. 
Cerv. No, Sir; the Servants have inform'd me, that 
be riſes every Morning, and goes to a private Meeting- 
M. = houſe; 
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290 LiMBERHAM: Or, 


houſe; where they pray for the Government, and prac. | 


tiſe againſt the Authority of it. 

cod. And haft thou trepann'd me into a Tahernac 
of the Godly ? Is this pious Boarding-Houſle a Place fer 
me, thou wicked Varlet ? 

Gerv. According to human Appearance, I muſt con. 
feſs, *tis neither fit for you, nor you for it; but, have 
Patience, Sir, Matters are not ſo bad as they may 
ſeem : There are pions Bawdy-houſes in the World, or 
Conventicles would not be ſo much frequented : Neither 
is it impoſſible, but a devout Fanatick-Landlady of 
Boarding-houſe may be a Bawd. 

Mood. Ay, to thoſe of her own Church, I grant you, 
Gerwaſe; but I am none of thoſe. 


Gerw. If | were worthy to read you a LeQure in the 


Myſtery of Wickedneſs, I would inſtruct you firſt in the 
Art of ſeeming Holineſs: But, Heav'n be thank'd, you 
have a toward and pregnant Genius to Vice, and need 
not any Man's Inſtruction; and I am too good, I thank 
my Stars, for the vile Employment of a Pimp. 


Fed. Then thou art e'en too good for me; a work: | 


Man will ſerve my Turn. 
Gere. I call your Conſcience to Witneſs, how often 1 
have given you wholeſome Counſel ; how often [ have 


ſaid to you, with Tears in my Eyes, Maſter, or Maſter | 


Aldo 


od. Mr. Woodall, you Rogue ! that's my Nen dt 


guerre: You know I have laid by Aldo, for fear that 
Name ſhould bring me to the Notice of my Father, 
Ger. Cry you Mercy, good Mr. Voodall. How often 
have I ſaid, Into what Courſes do you run ! Your Father 
ſent you into France at twelve Years old, bred you up at 


Paris; firſt, in a College, and then at an Academy: At | 
the firſt, inſtead of running through a Courſe of Philoſo- 


phy, you ran through all the Bawdy-houſes in Town: At 


the latter, inſtead of managing the Great Horſe, you exer- 


cis'd on your Maſter's Wife. What you did in German), | 
know not; but that you beat em all at their own Weapon, 


Drinking, and have brought home a Goblet of Plate from 


Munſter, for the Prize of ſwallowing a Gallon of RH 
more than the B1//cp, | Was, 
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710d, Gervaſe, thou ſhalt be my Chronicle, thou 
bett none of my Heroick Actions. 


WE Cerw. What a Comfort are you like to prove to your 
fer old Father! You have run a Campaigning among the 
French theſe laſt three Years, without his Leave; and, 
on- now he ſends for you back, to ſettle you in the World, 
ave and marry you to the Heireſs of a rich Gentleman, of 
may whom he had the Guardianſhip, yet you do not make 
, Or your Application to him. 
ther Jed, Pr ythee, no more. 
of a Cerv. You are come over, have been in Town above 
i Week Incognito, haunting Play. houſes, and other Places 
you, which for Modeſty I name not; and have chang'd 
your Name, from Aldo to Woodall, for fear of being diſ- 
the cover'd to him: You have not ſo much as inquir'd 
| the where he is lodg'd, though you know he is moſt com- 
you monly in London : And laſtly, you have diſcharg'd my 
need honeſt Fellow-ſervant Giles, becauſe 


Mood. Becauſe he was too ſaucy, and was ever offer- 
ing to give me Counſel: Mark that, and tremble at his 
Deſtiny, 

— I know the Reaſon why I am kept: Becauſe 
you cannot be diſcover'd by my Means; for you took 
have ne up in France, and your Father knows me not. 
laſter Mood. I muſt have a Ramble in the Town: When I 

have ſpent my Money, I will grow dutiful, fee my Fa- 
om dr der, and aſk for more. In the mean time, I have be- 
that held a handſome Woman at a Play, I'm fall'n in Love 
x with her, and have found her eaſy : Thou, I thank 
often Wi thee, haſt trac'd her to her Lodging in this Boarding- 
ather _ and hither I am come to accompliſh my De- 
up at =. 
* Cerv. Well, Heav'n mend all. I hear our Landla- 
iloſo- es Voice without; [No.] and therefore ſhall defer 
n: At ny Counſel to a fitter Sea ſon. 
exer- rod. Not a Syllable of Counſel: The next grave 


any, | dentence, thou marcheſt after Giles. Wcogall's m y Name; 
apon, Wi kemember that. 

> from Enter Mrs. Saintly. 

beriſÞ k this the Lady of the Houſe ? 


Crerny, 


7 
3 . 


— 
e 
2 * 
pu - 


* [ 
* 8 4 * — 
* an reno I CO. 
CT Eg 2 Ins 
— 


* oy PRs 
7 a o ory 
* 


ae” in 


. 
2 ˙ ans WT. 


—— PF 


2 
KEPT 2 a0 
_— 


will tell you. 


292 LiMBERHAM: Of, 
Gerv. Yes, Mr. Woedall, for want of a better, as" 


Mood. She has a notable Smack with her! I believe 
Zeal firſt taught the Art of Kiſſing cloſe. [ Saluting ber 

Saint. You're welcome, Gentleman. Voodall is your 
Name? 

Wood. I call myſelf ſo. . 

Saint. You look like a ſober diſcreet Gentleman: 
there is Grace in your Countenance. : 
18 Some Sprinklings ef it, Madam: We muſt not 

Saint, Verily, Boaſting is of an evil Principle. 

Weed. Faith, Madam 

Saint. No Swearing, I beſeech you. Of what Church 
gre you?  - 

Wood. Why, of Cowent-Garden Church, I think. 

Ger v. How lewdly and ignorantly he anſwers! Aid. 
She means, of what Religion are you? = 

Weed. O, does ſhe ſo? — Why, I am of your Reli 
gion, be it what it will, I warrant it a fight one: TI 
not ſtand with you for a Trifle ; Preſbyterian, Indifen- 
dent, Anabaptiſt, they are all of 'em too good for us, 
unleſs we had the Grace to follow 'em. 

Saint. I ſee you are ignorant; but verily, you area 

new Veſſel, and I may ſeaſon you. I hope you do not 
aſe the Pariſh-Church, 


Food. Faith, Madam — Cry you mercy; (I fog . 
again) I have been in England but five Days. 

Saint. I find a certain Motion within me to this Wi th 
young Man, and muſt ſecure him to myſelf, ere he fe 
my Lodgers. [ Aſide.] O ſeriouſly, I had forgotten; be 
your Trunk and Portmantua are ſtanding in the Hall: 
Your Lodgings are ready, and your Man may place WW nc 
'em, if he pleaſe, while you and ] confer together. ſa 

Mood. Go, Gerwaſe, and do as you are directed. 

| | [Exit Get, 

Saint, In the firſt Place, you muſt know, we area 
Company of ourſelves, and expect you ſhould live con- Wi »: 
formably and lovingly amongſt us. . 


Wd, 
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Mood. There you have hit me. I am the moſt loving 
goul, and ſhall be comformable to all of you. 
| Caint, And to me eſpecially. Then, I hope, you're no 
keeper of late Hours. | 

od. No, no, my Hours are very early.; betwixt three 
aud four in the Morning, commonly. 

Saint, That muſt be amended ; But to remedy the In- 
convenience, IL will myſelf fit up for you. I hope, you 
would not offer Violence to me? 

Mood. I think I ſhould not, if I were fober. 

Saint. Then, if you were overtaken, and ſhould offer 
Violence, and I conſent not, you may do your filthy 
part, and | am Blameleſs. | | 

Wrud. [ Aſide.] I think the Devil's in her; ſhe has 


nen me the Hint again. Well, it ſhall go hard, but 


[ will offer Violence ſometimes; will that content you? 
(aint. I have a Cup of Cordial Water in my Cloſet, 
which will help to ſtrengthen Nature, and to carry off 
aDebauch: I do not invite you thither; but the Houle 
will be ſafe a-bed, and Scandal w1ll be avoided. 
Mood. Hang Scandal; I am above it, at thoſe times. 
doint. But Scandal is the greateſt Part of the Offence ; 
you muſt be ſecret, And I muſt warn you of another 
king; there are, beſides myſelf, two more young Wo- 
men in my Houſe. 
od. [ Aſide.] That, beſides herſelf, is a cooling 
Cad. Pray, how young are they ? 


Saint, About my Age: Some eighteen, or twenty, or 


thereabouts. 


Word. Oh! very good! Two more young Women 
belides yourſelf, and both handſome ? 


daint, No, verily, they are painted Outfides ; you muſt 


dot caſt your Eyes upon 'em, nor liſten to their Conver- 
ſation: You are already.choſen for a better Work. 
Hood. J warrant you, let me alone: I am choſen, I. 
dart. They are a Couple of alluring wanton Minxes. 
Mood. Are they very alluring, ſay you? very 
wanton ? 
Saint. You appear exalted, when I mention thoſe Pit- 


falls of Iniquity. 
N Woe, 
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294 LIMBERH AM: Or, 
Nod. Who, I exalted ? Good Faith, I am as ſober, 


Ali 

a melancholy poor Soul ! bee! 

Saint. I ſee this abominable Sin of Swearing is 100 We 

in you. Tear it out; oh tear it out; it will deſtroy YOur A 

precious Soul. | | ls 

Wed. I find we two ſhall ſcarce agree: I muſt not 17 5 

come to your Clotet when I have got a Bottle; for, at ; Al, 

ſuch a time, I am horribly given to it. 7 
Saint. Verily, a little Swearing may be then alloy. wil 

able: You may ſwear you love me, *tis a lawful Oath; nuch 


but then, you muſt not look on Harlots. 

Food. I muſt wheedle her, and whet my Courage fil 
on her; as a good Muſician always preludes before a 
Tune. Come, here's my firſt Oath. [ Embracing ber. 

Enter Aldo. 

Alo. How now, Mrs. Saintly ! what Work have we 
here towards ? 

Fd. | Aſide.] Aldo, my own natural Father, as ! 
live! I remember the Lines of that hide-bound Face; 
Does he lodge here? if he ſhould know me, I am ruin d. 

Saint. Curſe on his Coming! he has diſturb'd us, 
LAlide.] Well, young Gentleman, I ſhall take a time 
to inſtruct you better. | | 

Head. You ſhall find me an apt Scholar. 

Saint. I muſt go abroad upon ſome Buſineſs; but re. 
member your Promiſe, to carry yourſelf ſoberly, and 
without Scandal in my Family; and fo ] leave you to 
this Gentleman, who is a Member of it. [Ex. Saint. 

Aldo, ¶ Side.) Before George, a proper Fellow, anda 
Swinger he ſhould be, by his Make! the Rogue would 
humble a Whore, I warrant him! You are welcome, Sir, 
amongſt us moſt heartily welcome, as | may lay, 

Hood. Ail's well; He knows me not — Sir, your 
Civility is obliging to a Stranger, and may befriend Wi xr: 


me, in the Acquaintance of our Fellow-lodgers By 
Aldo. Hold you there, Sir: I muſt firſt underſtand 
you a little better; and yet, methinks, you ſhould be tio 
true to Love. | tt 
god. Drinking and Wenching, are but Slips of Youth: al 
J had thoſe good Qualities from my Father. Ti 


A 10 \ 


8 
3 
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Ach. Thou, Boy! Aha, Boy! a true Trojan, I warrant 

tee! [Hugging him.] Well, I ſay no more; but you are 

johted into ſuch a Family, ſuch Food for Concupiſcence, 
och Bona Reba's ! 


ober, 


not e; you? 
, at Ala. I fay, Bona Reba's, in the Plural Number. 

Food. Why, what a Turk Mahomet ſhall I be! No, I 
low. in not make myſelf drunk with the Conceit of ſo 
ath ; WWW ouch Joy: The Fortune's too great for a mortal Man; 

nd I a poor unworthy Sinner. 
rſt lis, Wou'd I lye to my Friend? Am Ja Man? Am TI 
re a WH: Chriſtian ? There is that Wife you mention'd, a de- 


Ice little wheedling Devil, with ſuch an Appearance of 
limplicity 3 and with that, ſhe does ſo undermine, ſo 
00! her conceited Huſband, that he deſpiſes her 


b written in his Forehead. 

Ado. Peace, Peace; thou art yet ordain'd for greater 
Things, There's another too, a kept Miſtreſs, a brave 
rapping Jade, a two-handed Whore ! 

Hood. A kept Miſtreſs too! my Bowels yearn to her 
aready ; She's certain Prize. 

Aldo. But this Lady is fo Termagant an Empreſs! and 
he fo ſubmiſſive, ſo tame, ſo led a Kt eper, and as proud 
of his Slavery, as a Frenchman: ] am confident he dares 
dot ind her Falſe, for fear of a Quarrel with her; becauſe 
le is ſure to be at the Charges of the War; ſhe knows he 
cannot live without her, and therefore ſeeks Occaſions of 
faling out to make him purchaſe Peace. I believe ſhe's 
tow aiming at a Settlement. 

Hood. Might not I aſk you one civil Queſtion? How 
paſs you your Time in this noble Family? for I find you 
aea Lover of the Game, and I ſhould be loth to hunt 
in your Purliews, | 


. Alb. I mult firſt tell you ſomething of my Condi- 
- ton: I am here a Friend to all of em; I am their Fac- 
ke tur, do all their Buſineſs; for, not to boaſt, Sir, | am 


i Man of general Acquaintance : There's no News in 
n Town, either F oreign or Domeſtick, but I have it fttiit; 
FLO 

m9 


* * _ 
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rod. One I know indeed; a Wife: But Pona-Roba's 


Ved. Joſt ripe for Horns: His Deſtiny, like a Tark's, - 
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296 LIMBER HAM: Or, 


k a Finger in 'em, 
1 cod. Then, I ſuppoſe, you are a Gainer by yoy 
Pains. . | 
Aldo. No, I do all gratis, and am moſt commonly: 
Loſer; only a Buck ſometimes from this good Lord, or 
[1 that good Lady in the Country: And I eat it not alone, 
| I muit have Company. 
1 Mood. Pray, what Company do you invite? 
7 Di Hude. Peace, peace, I am coming to you: Why, yon 
1 muſt know I am tender-natur'd; and if any unhappy 
Difference have ariſen betwixt a Miſtreſs and her Gal. 
14 lant, then I ſtrike in to do good Offices betwixt 'em; and, 
oF! at my own proper Charges, conclude the Quarrel with 
F: a reconciling Supper. 
Yea. I find the Ladies of Pleaſure are beholden to 
ou. 
| 4 Aldo. Before George, I love the poor little Devils. I an 
TY indeed a Father to 'em, and ſo they call me: 1 give en 


1 a pretty Sinner hurry'd to Priſon by the Land Pirates, but 
4 Nature works, and J muſt bail her: Or want a Supper, 
| but I have a Couple of cram'd Chickens, a Cream Tart, 
and a Bottle of Wine to offer her. 
Mood. Sure you expect ſome Kindneſs in return. 
Aldo. Faith, not much: Nature in me is at low We- 
ter- mark; my Body's a Jade, and tires under me; pet! 
love to ſmuggle ſtill in a Corner; pat 'em down, and pur 
over em; but, after that, I can do em little harm. 
F Mood. Then I'm acquainted with your Buſineſs ; You 
1 would be a kind of Deputy- fumbler under me. 
4 Aldo. You have me right. Be you the Lion, to devout 
11 the Prey, I am your Fack Call, to provide it for you: 
1 There will be a Bone for me to pick. 
FS: Mood. Your Humility becomes your Age. For m/ 
1 part, I am vigorous, and throw at all. 
114 Aldo. As right as if 1 had begot thee ! Wilt thou giit 
114 me leave to call thee Son? 
14 Mood. With all my Heart. 
| iþ Alto. Ha, mad Son! 


no Mortgage of Lands, no Sale of Houſes, but hay} 


my Ceunſel, and aſſiſt em with my Purſe. I cannot ſee 


Wi, 
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Wed, Mad Daddy! : 
414. Your Man told me, you were juſt return'd from 


[T;avel: What Parts have you laſt viſned ? 


Wed, I came from France. 
Ali. Then, perhaps, you may have known an ungra- 
cous Boy of mine there. 
Food. Like enough: Pray, what's his Name? 
Aldo. George Aldo. : 
Mood. I muſt confeſs Ido know. the Gentleman; ſa- 
isfy yourſelf, he's in Health, and upon his Return. 
Ado. That's fome Comfort: But, I hear, a very Rogue, 
i lewd young Fellow. | 
Wind, The worſt I know of him is, that he loves a 
Wench; and that good Quality he has not ſtolen. 
[ Mufick at the Balcony over head: Mrs. Trickſy 
and Judith appear. 
Hark! there's Mufick above. 
Aldo. Pis at my Daughter Tric&/y's Lodging, the 
kept Miſtreſs I told you of, the Laſs of Mettle : But 
for all ſhe carries it ſo high, I know her Pedigree ; her 
Mother's a Semſtreſs in Dog and Bitch Tard, and was, in 
her Youth, as right as ſhe 1s. 
Mood. Then ſhe's a two-pil'd Punk, a Punk of two 
Deſcents, 


Aldo, And her Father, the famous Cobler, who taught 


Valingbam to the Black-birds. How ſtand thy Affec- 
tons to her, thou taſty Rogue ? 

Weed, All o'fire: A moſt urging Creature! 
Aldo. Peace! they are beginning. 


A 8 QO Ka 


1. 
0 G4 Keepers awe petition, 
Who awou'd incloſe the Common: 
Tis enough to raiſe Sedition 
In the Free-born Subject Womans 
Becauſe for his Gold, 
I Body have ſold, 
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He thinks Pm a Slave for my Lift; 


He rants, domineers, 
He ſavaggers and ſwears, 
And weu'd keep me as bare as his Wife, 


II. a 

Gain Keepers ate petition, &c. 

Tis honeft and fair, jo 

That a Feaft I prepare; 

But awchen his dull Appetite's ver, 

Pl treat with the reſt ber 

Some wwelcomer Gueſt, You 

For the Reck'ning was paid me before. J 

| in f 

Mood. A Song againſt Keepers! this makes well for q 

us luſty Lovers. bel 

Trick. Above.] Father, Father Aldo! 1 

Aldo. Daughter Tr:c4/y, are you there, Child? your all: 

Friends at Barnet are all well, and your dear Maſe for 

Limberham, that noble Hepheſtion, is returning with em. J 

Trick, And you are come upon the Spur before, to 2. and 

quaint me with the News. ſiro 

Aldo. Well, thou art the happieſt Rogue in a kind of! 

Keeper! He drank thy Health five times, ſapernaculun, Out 

to my Son Brain. ſick; ind dipt my Daughter Plegſant fert. 

little Finger, to make it go down more glibly: And, be. foly 

fore George, I grew tory rory, a hey ſay, and ſtrain i ny 
a Brimmer through the Lilly- weite Smock, i'faith. 

Trick. You will never leave theſe fambling Tricks, Fe. J 

ther, till you are taken up on Suſpicion of Manhood, aid and 

have a Baſtard laid at your Door: J am fure you woc any 

own it for your Credit. | 7 

Ado. Before George, I ſhould not ſee it ſtarve for the WW Ger 

Mother's ſake: For, if ſhe were a Punk, {he was good; to r 

natur'd, I warrant her. ö me. 

Mood. ¶ Afide.] Well, if ever Son was bleſt with a hope: Wh 

ful Father, I am. e / 

Trick, Who's that Gentleman with you ? you 

Aldo. A young Monſicur return'd from Travel; 2 l one 

young Rogue; a true-mill'd Whoremaſter, with te a7 


Society 


[ng wag 1 p 5 8 
Oe. 8 % 
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society: For whoſe ſake he came hither, let him tell 


flopes faith. 

Frick. You ſeem to know him, Father. 

4144, Know him! from his Cradle 
jour Name? | 

od. Woodall. 

Ald. Woodall of Woodall; I knew his Father; we 
were Contemporaries, and Fellow-Wenchers in our 
Youth, 

Iced. | Afide.) My honeſt Father ſtumbles into Truth, 
in ſpight of Lying. | 
{ for Trick. I was juſt coming down to the Garden-houſe 
before you came. 

Aldo. Pm ſorry I cannot ſtay to preſent my Son eod- 
all to you; but I have ſet you together, that's enough 
for me. | | [ Exit, 

Mocd. ee *Twas my Study to avoid my Father, 
and I have run full into his Mouth; and yet I have a 
trong Hank upon him too, for I am privy to as many 
of his Virtues, as he is of mine. After all, if J had an 
Ounce of Diſcretion left, I ſhould purſue this Buſineſs no 
farther : But two fine Women in a Houſe ! Well, *tis re- 
foly'd, come what will on't, thou art anſwerable for all 
ny Sins, old 40 | | 
Enter Trickſy with a Box of Eſſences. 

Here ſhe comes, this Heir- Apparent of a Sempſtreſs, 
and a Cobler! and yet, as ſhe's adorn'd, ſhe looks like 
any Princeſs of the Blood. | [ Salutes her, 

Trick, { 4/ide.] What a Difference there is between this 
Gentleman, and my feeble Keeper, Mr. Limberham ! He's 
tomy Wiſh, if he would but make the leaſt Advances to 
me, — Father Aldo tells me, Sir, you're a Traveller: 
What Adventures have you had in Foreign Countries ? 

Wood. J have no Adventures of my own can deſerve 
Jour Curiofity 3 but, now I think on't, 1 can tell you 


One that hapned to a French Cavalier, a Friend of mine, 
A Tripoli, 
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Trick, 


25 zad. ¶Aſide.] Are you gloting already? then there's«- 
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Adventure. This French Gentleman was made a8 
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Trick. No Wars, I beſeech you: Jam ſo weary of 
Father Aldo's Lorrain and Creguy. | | 
Wood. Then this is as you would deſire it, a Love. 
| 
the Dey of Tripoli; by his good Qualities gain'd his My 


ſter's Favour ; and after, by corrupting an Eunuch, was 


brought into the Seraglio privately, to ſee the Dey's Mi. 


ſtreſs. 
Trick. This is ſomewhat; proceed, ſweet Sir. 


Weed, He was ſo much amaz'd, when he firſt beheld 


her leaning over a Balcony, that he ſcarcely dar'd to lift 
his Eyes, or ſpeak to her. 


Trick. [ Aſide.] I find him now. But what follow 
of this dumb Interview ? 


Weed, The Nymph was gracious, and came down to 


him; but with ſo Goddeſs-Iike a Preſence, that the poor 


Gentleman was Thunder-ſtruck again. 

Trick, That ſavour'd little of the Mo»fizur'sGallantry, 
eſpecially when the Lady.gave him Encouragement. 

Wood, The Gentleman was not ſo dull, but he under. 
ſtood the Favour, and was preſuming enough to try if ſhe 
were Mortal: He advanc'd with more Aſſurance, and 
took her fair Hands: Was he not too bold, Madam! 
and would pot you have drawn back yours, had you been 
in the Sultuna's Place? 

Trick. If the Sultana lik'd him well enough to come 
down into the Garden to him, I ſuppoſe ſhe came not 
thither to gather Noſegays. 

Wood. Give me leave, Madam, to thank you, in my 
Friend's behalf, for your [favourable Judgment. [Ait 


ber Hand.] He kiſs'd her Hand with an exceeding Tran- 
ſport; and finding that ſhe preſt his at the ſame Inſtant, 


he proceeded with a greater Eagerneſs to her Lips: But, 
Madam, the Story would be without Life, unleſs you 
give me leave to act the Circumſtances. [ Kijſes her, 

Trick. Well, I'Il ſwear you are the moſt Natural Hi- 
ſtorian! 

Mood. But now, Madam, my Heart beats with Joy, 
when I come to tell you the ſweeteſt Part of his Adven- 
ture: Opportunity was favourable, and Love was on 


his 


Be ſeiz d her Hand with an amorous Ecſlaſy, and 
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3 Side: he told her, the Chamber was more private, 


ind a fitter Scene for Pleaſure. Then, looking on her 
hes, he found 'em languiſhing ; he ſaw her Cheeks 
vluſhing, and heard her Voice feltring in a helf Denial: 


| [7 akes her Hand, 

Trick, Hold, Sir, you act your Part too far, Your 
Friend was unconſcionable, if he deſir'd more Favours at 
the firſt Interview. 

Jad, He both defir'd and obtain'd 'em, Madam, 
ind fo will | | 
[Neiſe.] Trick, Heav'ns! I hear Mr. Limberham's 
Voice : He's return'd from Barnet. \ 

od Vil avoid him. | 

Trick. That's im poſſible; he'll meet you. Let me 
tk a Moment: Mrs. Saintiy is abroad, and cannot 
licover you: Have any of the Servants ſeen you? 

Fond. None. | 

Trick Then you ſhall paſs for my Talian Merchant 
of kſſences: Here's a little Box of em juſt ready. | 

Word, But I ſpeak no Italian, only a few broken 
deraps which I pick'd up from Scaramouch and Harlequin 
at Paris. 

Trick, You muft venture that: When we are rid of 
linberbam, *tis but ſlipping into your Chamber, throw- 
nz off your black Periwig, and Riding Suit, and you 
come out an Exgliſpman. No more; he's here. 

| Enter Limberham. 

Linb. Why, how now, Pag? Nay, I muſt lay you 
wer the Lips, to take hantel of 'em, for my Wel- 
(me, 


Irick. [Putting him back.] Foh! how you ſmell of 
Neat, Dear 

Lind. | bave put myſelf into this ſame unſavory Heat, 
Mt of my violent Affection to ſee thee, Pug ; before 
beerge, as Father Aldo ſays, I could not live without thee ; 


hon art the pureſt Bed-fellow, though I ſay it, that I did 


Itiins but dream of thee all Night; and then I was fo 


troubleſome to Father Aldo, (for you muſt know, he and 
Vor. IV. O I 


— — 
— — — — — 
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TI were lodg' d together) that, in mv Conſcience, [cid | 


kiſs him, and fo hug him in my vlcep! 0 
Trick. | dare be ſworn twas in your Sleep; for, whel | 
you are waking, you are the moft honeſt, quiet Bee. 1 Mt 
low, that ever lay by Woman. f 5 
Limb. Well, Pug, all ſhall be amended; I am com 
home on purpoſe to pay old Debts. But who is Uu , 
ſame Fellow there? what makes he in our Territories? joL 
Trick. You Auph you, do you not perceive it is the } 
Italian Seignior, who is come to ſell me Eſſence WM | 
Limb. Is this the Seignior ? I warrant you, tis he ge 
Lampoon was made on. | 
(Sings the Tune of Seignior, and ends with Ho, hal «: 
Trick. Pr'ythee leave thy Foppery, that we may hau 5. 
done with him. He asks an unreaſonable Price, and lM | 
cannot agree. Here, Seignior, take your Trinkets, 2 105 
be gone. 7 
Mood | Taliug the Box.] A Die, Seignicra, 1 
Limb. Hold, pray ſtay a little, Seignior; a thing | IF 
come into my Head o'the ſudden. 
Trick. What wou'd you have, you eternal So:? ting w 
Man's in haſte. 
Limb, But why ſhould you be in your Frumps, zo dea 
when I deſign only to oblige you? I muſt preſent 14 am 
with this Box of Eſſences; nothing can be too dear M 7 
thee. Fra 
Trick. Pray let him go, he underſtands no Eng. wn 


Limb. Then how could you drive a Bargain with hi : 
Fug? 


Trick. Why, by Signs, you Coxcomb. Lan 
Limb. Very good! Then Vii firſt pull him by 1 jou 
Sleeve, that's a Sign to ſtay. Look you, Mr. Scion „% 
I would make a Preſent of your Eſſences to this La G 
for I find I cannot ſpeak too plain to you, becauſe ) 7 
underſtand no Engliſo. Be not you Refractory = bike 
take ready Money: That's a Rule. = 
Med. Selig nioro, non inter do Ingleſe. ftv 
Limb. This is a very dull Fellow! he ſays. he i 7 
not intend Exgliſ. How much ſhall 1 offer if = / 
Pug? late 


7.4 A 
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lid ö Trick. If you will Preſent me, I have bidden him ten 
wbeſ Link, And, before George, you bid him fair. Look 


you, Mr. Seignzor, | will give you all theſe. 1, 2, 3, 4, 
5, 6, 7, 8, 9. and 10. Do you ſee, Sezgnior ? 

Wood. Seigntor, Si. 

Linh. Lo' you there, Pug, he does ſee, Here, will 
du take me at my Word? 

Wid. |Shrugging up.] Troppo poco, troppo poco. 

Limb. 4 poco, a poco / why, a Pox o' you too, and you 


he th 90 to that. Stay, now I think on't. I can tickle him 

v with French; he'll underſtand that ſure. Monſieur, 
o, h ver vo, prendre ces dix Guinees, pour ces Efjences ? 
y E nr fay ceſt alſex. | | 


IWicd. Ch: wala, Amici: Ho di Caja! Taratapa, tara- 
tain, eu, malou, meau! — (To her.) I am at the End 
of mv Jaliau, what will become of me? 

Trick, [To him | Speak any thing, and make it paſs 
or ralran; but be ſure you take his Money, 

Wet, Seignior, io non canno takare ten Guinneo poſſibil= 
mie; "tis to my loſſo. 

Linb. That is, Pug, he cannot poſſibly take ten Gui- 
eas, tis to his Loſs: Now I underſtand him; this is 


nt ya almoft Eg h. 
ear M Trick. Engliſb / away you Fop: *Tis a kind of Lingua 


Trauca, a | have heard the Merchants call it; a certain 


141 2. onpound Language, made up of all Tongues, that paſſes 
ith hig through the Lewarr, 


Lmb. This Lingua, what you call it, is the moſt rareſt 
Language, I underſtand it as well as if it were Eng/th; 
jou {hall ſee me anſwer him: Sergaioro, fay a littlo, and 
anfder wvello, ten Guinnio is monyo, à very confiderablo 
jumino, 

lick. Come, you ſhall make it twelve, and he ſhall 
like it for my fake. | 
 Linb, Then, Seignioro, for Pug ſakio, addo two moro: 
| vour donne bon adviſe : prenez wiſtement : prenez me a 
mom mot, 


Word. To leſero mullo, ma per gagnare il v:firo coſtumo, 
litemi hanſello. 


O 2 Limb. 
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Limb. There is both Han/e/lo and Guinnio; taks, tal [ 


and ſo good-morrow. 


Trick. Good-morrow, Seignzor, I like your Spirits ver ; 
well; pray let me have all your Eſſence you can ſpare, 
Limb. Come, Puggio, and let us retire in ſecrets, like 


Lovers into our Chamb o; for I grow impatient 
Bon Matin, Monſieur, bon Matin & bon jour. 


[ Exeunt Limberham and Trickfy 

Wood. Well, get thee gone, Squire Limberhama. ſol 
the eaſieſt Fool I ever knew, next my Naunt of Fairies 
in the A/chymi/?. I have eſcap'd, thanks to my Mifreſyf 
Lingua Franca: I'll ſteal to my Chamber, ſhift my Peril 
wig and Cloaths; and then, with the help of truſty Cel 
vaſe, concert the Buſineſs of the next Campaign. 1 
Father ſticks in my Stomach ſtill; but I am retolv'd ig 
be Yeeodall with him, and Aldo with the Women. [Exif 


INIT PS 


ACT BE SCAND EL 
Enter Woodall and Gervaſe. 


Mood. Itherto, ſweet Gerwva/e, we have carry'd Maf 

ters ſwimmingly: I have danc'd in a Net od 
fore my Father, almoſt Check-mated the Keeper, retir! 
to my Chamber undiſcover'd, ſhifted my Habit, and af 
come out an abſolute Monficur to allure the Ladies. Hoy 


fits my Chedreux ? 


Gerw. O very finely ! with the Locks comb'd dou 
like a Mermaid's on a Sign-poſt. Well, you think vol 


your Father may live in the ſame Houſe with you | 


Doom's day, and never find you; or, when he has foul 
you, he will be kind enough not to conſider what al" 
perty you have made of him. My Employment 15 atÞ 


end; you have got a better Pimp, thanks to your fill 
Reverence. | 
Wood. Priythee what ſhould a Man do with ſuch af 


ther, but uſe him thus? Beſide, he does Journey-%) 
und 
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det me; 'tis his Humour to fumble, and my Duty to 
ovide for his old Age. 

Civ. Take my Advice yet; down o' your Marrow- 
bones. and ask Forgiveneſs; Eſpouſe the Wife he has 


are provided for you; lie by the fide of a wholeſome Wo- 
nan, and procreate your own Progeny in the fear of 
eaven. 
75 [ have no Vacation to it, Geruaſe A Man of 
icky Fee is not made for Marriage; *tis a Game, which none 
008 bat dall plodding Fellows can play at well; and 'tis as 
*alrieY matural to them, as Crimp is to a Dutch-man. 
frei Ol Ger. Think on't however, Sir; Debauchery is upon 
bperißz is an Legs in England: Witty Men began the Faſhion ; 
Ce rd, now the Fops are got into't, 'tis time to leave it. 
ly Enter Aldo. | 
v'd e Son Moeodall, thou vigorous young Rogue, I 
Lai conzratulare thy good Fortune; thy Man has told me 
the Adventure of the [ralan Merchant. 
oct ol eo. Well, they are now retir'd together, like Rinaldo 
"ll ind Armida, to private Dalliance ; but we ſhall find a 
IM tine to ſeparate their Loves, and ftrike in betwixt 'em, 
Iaday: But J hear there's another Lady in the Houſe, 
WJ ny Landlady's fair Daughter; how came you to leave 
be out of your Catalogue? | 
Also. She's pretty, I confeſs, but moſt damnably Ho- 
d Mal ref; have a care of her, I warn you, for ſhe's prying 
Net be and malicious. 
erg rod. A Tang of the Mother; but ] love to graff on 
and al _ a Crab-Tree; ſhe may bear good Fruit another 
ar, 


Aldo. No, no, avoid her: I warrant thee, young Alex- 
ocer, I will provide thee more Worlds to conquer. 

Gerv, [ Aſide.] My old Maſter would fain paſs for 
Philip of Macedon, when he is little better than Sir Paze 


FO 

eng darus of Trop. | 
tals aa. If you get this Keeper out of Doors, Father, 
15 I ad give me but an Opportunity 

Ur Mi 


Ado. Truſt my Diligence; I will ſmoak him out, as 


* wy Bees, but I will make him leave his Honey- 
ob, N 
O 3 


Gervy 9 
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Ger. | fide.) If 1 had a thouſand Sons, none of the N 


niLW,ßek!õuü l 


Race of the Gervaſes ſhould ever be educated by thee, “ 
thou vile old Satan. 
Aldo. Away Boy, fix thy Arms, and whet, like the WM ir: 
luſty German Boys, before a Charge: He ſhall bolt in. M 7 
mediately, . BY 
Hood. O, fear not the Vigorous five and twenty, = - 
Aldo. Hold, a Word firſt; Thou ſaid'ſt my Son wa, Ml 
ſhortly to come over. . 
Mood. So he told me. cu 
Aldo. Thou art my Boſom Friend, L 
Gerv. [ Aſide.] Ot an Hour's Acquaintance, rer 
Aldo. Be ſure thou doſt not diſcover my Frailties o 7 
the young Scoundrel: Twere enough to make the Boy al 
my Maſter. I muſt keep up the Dignity of old Age WI kno 
with him, = 
Wed. Keep but your own Counſel, Father; for what. lde 
ever he knows, muſt come from you. U 
Aldo. Ihe truth on't is. I ſent for him over; partly F L 
to bave marry'd him, and partly becauſe his villanous WW"! 
Bills came ſo thick upon me, that I grew weary of the for 
Charge. | * 
Ger. He ſpar'd for nothing; he laid it on, Sir, a; 1 WW" 
have heard. | bt 
Wood, Peace, you lying Rogue; believe me, Sir, WM") 
bating his neceſſary Expences of Women, which | know WW!” 
ou would not have him want: In all things elſe, he .; 
was the beſt Manager of your Allowance; and, tho' I 7 
fay it — e. 
+ pray Aſfide.] That ſhould not ſay it. = - 
Moeod. The moſt hopeful young Gentleman in Paris. | 1 
Aldo. Report ſpeaks otherwiſe. And before Grorge, | We? 
ſhall read him a Worm-wood Lecture, when ] ſee him. 
But hark, I hear the Door unlock; the Lovers are com- Ne 
ing out: I'Il ſtay here, to wheedle him abroad; but you WI * 
muſt vaniſh. = 
Mood. Like Night and the Moon, in the Maid's Tra. Ti 
gedy: I into Miſt; you into Day. ; 4 
Exe. Woodall and Gervale. | 2s 

| 4 


Enter | 
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Enter Limberham and Tricxkſy. 

Iinb. Nay, but dear ſweet honey Pag, forgive me 
kit this once: It may be any Man's Caſe, when his De- 
tres are too vehement. | 

Tric. Let me alone; I care not. 

Iinb. But then thou wilt not love me, Pag. 

4, How now, Son Limber bum? there's no Quarrel 
rards, 1 hope! | 

Trick. You had beſt tell now, and make your ſelf Ri- 
deulous! 

Linh. She's in a Paſſion: Pray do you moderate this 
matter, Father Aldo. 

Trick. Father Alas 1 wonder you are not aſham'd to 


known, 
Aldo. Before George, I ſmell a Rat, Son Limberham - 


doubt, I doubt here has been ſome great Omiſſion in 
Love Affairs. | 


m Ruin, I'll look in my Almanack 
for Mercy 'tis croſs Day now. 
Trick, Hang your pitiful Excuſes. Tis well known 
what Offers | have had, and what Fortunes I might have 
made with others, like a Fool as I was, to throw away 
ny Youth and Beauty upon you. I could have had a 
yours handſome Lord, that offer'd me my Coach and 
tt; beides many a good Knight and Gentleman, that 
would have parted with their own Ladies, and have 
kt'ed half they had upon me. 
Linb, Ay, you ſaid ſo. 
Trick. ] ſaid fo, Sir! who am I? is not my Word as 
zood as yours? 
limb. As mine, Gentlewoman ? tho' I ſay it, my 
Word will go for thouſands. 
Trick. The more ſhame for you, that you have done 
0 more for me: But I am reſolv'd I'll not loſe my 
Tine with you; UI part. 
Lmo, Do, who cares? Go to Dog and Bitch-yard, 
nd delp your Mother to make Footmens Shirts. 
Trick. | dely you, Slanderer, 1 defy you, 

O 4 Aids. 


As J hope 


all him fo! you may be his Father, if the Truth were 


Linb. I think all the Stars in Heav'n have confpired 
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Aldo. Nay, dear Daughter! 
Limb. ] defy her too. 
Aldo. Nay, good Son! 


Trick. Let me alone: I'll have him cudgel'd by my! 
Footman, J 
Enter Saintly. ö 
Saint. Bleſs us! what's here to do? My Neighboutz! | 

will think I keep a Neſt of unclean Birds here. ; 
Limb. You had beſt preach now, and make her Houſe! « 
be thought a Bawdy-houſe! e 
Trick. No, No: While you are in't, you'll ſecure it! nk 
from that Scandal. Hark hither, Mrs. Saint, [Wiifpers, 7 
Limb. Do, tell, tell, no matter for that. [ 
Saint. Who would have imagin'd you had been ſuch al 7 
kind of Man, Mr. Limb er hum! O Heav'n, O Heav'n. Ir. p 
| Limb. So, now you have ſpit your Venom, and the! ob 


Storm's over. | 
Aldo. [Crying] That ] ſhould ever live to ſee this Day! 1 
{ricz. Toſhow I can hve honeſt. in ſpight of all Man- 

kind, I'll go into a Nunnery, and that's my Reſolution, | 
Limb. Don't hinder her, good Father Aldo; I'm ſure 

Bien Come back from Farce, before ſhe gets half war WM | 

over to Calais. N 
Aldo. Nay, but Son Limberham, this muſt not be: 4 

Word in private. You'll never get ſuch another Woman, MW 7 

for Love nor Money. Do but look upon her; ſhe's a} 

Miftreſs for an Emperor. 7 
Limb, Let her be a Miſtreſs for a Pope, like a Whore WM 75 

of Babylon, as ſhe is. | 

Aldo. Would I were worthy to be a young Man, for MW 5 
her ſake: She ſhould eat Pearl, if ſhe would have em. Wl |. 
Limb. She can digeſt 'em, and Gold too. Let me tell | 
you, Father Aldo, ſhe has the Stomach of an Estrich. In 
Aldo. Daughter Tricky, a Word with you. = ; 
Trick. I'll hear nothing: I am for a Nunnery. If 
Aldo. I never ſaw a Woman, before you, but fir or WI co 
laſt ſhe would be brought to Reaſon. Hark you, Child, Will bes 
you'll ſcarcely find ſo kind a Keeper: What if he ha Wl | 

ſome Impediment one way? Every Body is not a H! 

cules, You (hall have my Son oda, to ſupp! his | 

| ants; | 
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Wants; but as long as he maintains you, be rul'd by 
Im that bears the Purſe. 


Limberham fingring. 
I my own Taylor vas ; my only Foe, 
Who did my Liberty forego; 
{was a Prisner, *cauſe I wou'd be ſo. 


Id. Why, look you now, Son Limberbam, is this a: 
Gong to be ſung at ſuch a time when | am labouring 
your Reconcilement? Come Daughter Tricky, you mutt. 
te rul'd; I'll be the Peace-maker. | 

Trick. No, I'm juſt going. 

Linb, The Devil take me, if I call you back. 

Trick. And his Dam take me, if I return,except you do. 


E. Adds. So, now you'll part, for a mere Punctilio! Turn: 
whe i d bim, Daughter: Speak to her, Son: Why ſhould 
wy vu be fo refractory both, to bring my gray Hairs with: 
1 ' WJ Sorrow to the Grave: | 
lan. | Limb. I' not be forſworn, I ſwore firft, 
ron Trick. Thou art a forſworn Man however; for thou 
v7 I fwor't to Love me eternally, 
* WM Linb. Yes, I was ſuch a Fool, to ſwear fo. 

Alo. And will you have that dreadful Oath lie gnaw- 
A i on your Conſcience? 
_ Trick. Let him be damn'd ;. and ſo farewel for ever. 


[ Goin * 

Linb. Pug ! n | 
Trice, Do you call, Mr. Limberham ? 

| Lino. It may be, Ay; it may be, No. 


| for WY Tic. Well, Lam going to the Nunnery : But to ſhow 
war” lam ia Charity, I'll pray for you. 
© WM 4. Pray for him! fy, Daughter, fy; is that an 
8 Antwer for a Chiiſtian ? 
limb. What did Pug ſay? ſhe will pray for me? Well, 

3 thow [ am in Charity, ſhe ſhall not pray for me. 
d. Come back, Pag. But did Lever think thou cou'dſt have 

OY been ſo unkind to have parted with me? [ Cries, 
2 | ag Look you, Daughter, ſee how Nature works 
| his 5 
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Liub. Tl ſettle two hundred a Year upon thee de oe 
cauſe thou ſaid'ſt thou would'ſt pray for me. 1 gap 
Aldo. Before George, Son Limberham, you'll ſpoil all mad 
if you under-bid ſo. Come, down with your Dus nin 
Man : What, ſhow a baſe Mind, when a fair Lady's * Mid 
Queſtion! = 7 
Limb. Well, if I muſt give three hundred, Frar 
Trick. No, 'tis no matter; my Thoughts are on 2 7 
better Place. oe. Lad 
Aldo. Come, there's no better Place, than little Lon. n; | 
don. You ſha'not part for a 'Trifle. What, Son Lint... 8M 7 
Sam! four hundred a Year's a ſquare Sum, and you WM [ 
ſhall give it. part 
Limb. "Tis a round Sum indeed; I wiſh a three-cor. WM fore 
ner'd Sum would have ſerv'd her turn. Why ſhould you ll 
be ſo Pervicacious now, Pug? Pray take three hundred. WM id 
Nay, rather than part, Pug, it ſhall be fo. [Se frown. 7 
Aldo. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be ſo: Come, now Buß, 
and Seal the Bargain. be 
Trick. [ Kiſing bim.] You ſee what a good: naturd WM Cit 
Fool I am, Mr. Limberbam, to come back into a wicked 7 
World, for Love of you. Yow'll ſee the Writings drawn, . Lan 
Father ? | 5 
Aide. Ay; and pay the Lawyer too. Why, this is a: tie « 

it ſhould be! li be at the Charge of the reconciling Wil 7 
Supper [To her aſide.] Daughter, my Son ada WMI 7 
waiting for you Come away, Son Limberban, io bo 
the Temple. larg 
Limb. With all my Heart, while he's in a gcod Hu-. 7 
mour: It would coſt me another hundred, if I ſhould tay {MN Ike 
till Pug were in wrath again. Adicu, ſweet Pug. I 
(Ex. Aldo, and Limb. ber: 

Trick. That he ſhould be fo filly to imagine | would 7 
go into a Nunnery ! 'tis likely; I have much Nuns Fleſt Cha 
about me. But here comes my Gentleman. non 
: Enter Woodall, not ſecing her. 1 
Iced. Now the Wife's return'd, and the Daughter bet 
too, and I have ſeen 'em both, and am more diſtracted WM Mar 
than before: I would enjoy all, and have not yer deter. cer 
min'd with which I ſhould begin. Tis but a kind of Bil «5: 


Clergy- 
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(lergy-coverouſneſs in me, to deſire fo many ; if I ſtand 
ping after Pluralities, one of 'em is in danger to be 
made a Sine cure — [ Sees ber.] O, Fortune has deter- 
nin'd for me. Tis juſt here, as it is in the World; the 
Miſtreſs will be ſerv'd before the Wife. : 

Trick. How now, Sir? are you rehearfing your Lingua 
Franca by yourſelf, that you walk ſo penſively? 


Lady, who at parting beſpoke ſo cunningly of me all 
n; Eſſences. 

Trick, But there are other Beauties in the Houſe ; and 
[ ſhould be impatient of a Rival: For I am apt to be 
zartial to myſelf, and think I deſerve to be prefer'd be- 
fore em. 

od. Your Beauty will allow of no Competition; 
ind I am ſure my Love could make none. 

Trici.Yes, you have ſeen Mrs. Brainfich, ſhe's a Beauty. 

Nod. You mean, I ſuppoſe, the peaking Creature, 


Cheek carry'd more byas than the other! 
Land-mark. 
tie covering of Lambeth Palace. 


Trick, Nay, but her Legs, if you could ſee em 


layer Building; of the 7 u/can Order, by my Troth. 
Trick. And her little Head, upon that long Neck, ſhows 
like a Traitor's Scull upon a Pole. Then, for her Wit 


Mood. She can have none: There's not Room enough 


for a Thought to play in. 

Trick, F think indeed I may ſafely truſt you with ſuch 
Charms; and you. have pleas'd me with your Deſcrip- 
tion of her. 

Mood. | wiſh you would give me leave to pleaſe you 
better; but you tranſact as gravely with me as a Spa- 
ard; and are lofing Lowe, as he does Flanders: You con- 
fuer and demur, when the Monarch is up in Arms, and 
a jour Gates, 

Trich, 


Food. No faith, Madam, I was thinking of the fair 


te marry'd Woman, with a fideling Look, as if one 


Trick. Yes, and with a high Noſe, as viſible as a 


Mood. With one Cheek blue, the other red: Juſt like 


Mood. She was ſo fooliſh to wear ſhort Petticoats, and 
how em. They are Pilla s, groſs enough to ſupport a 
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Tricł. But to yield upon the firſt Summons, ere vod 
have laid a formal Siege 'To-morrow may e 2 
luckier Day to you. 2M 
Mood. Believe me, Madam, Lovers are not to truſt il 
morrow ! Love may die upon our Hand, or Oppertycitf 
be wanting; *tis beſt ſecuring the preſent Hour. 
Trick. No, Love's like Fruit; it muſt have Time id 
ripen on the Tree; if it be green gather'd, *twill buf 
wither afterwards. | 
Mood. Rather tis like Gun-powder, that which fire 
quickeſt, is commonly the ſtrongeſt —— By this bum! 
ing Kiſs | 
Trick. You Lovers are ſuch froward Children, evefl 
crying for the Breaſt; and, when you have once had it 
fail faſt aſleep in the Nurſe's Arms And with 
what Face ſhould I look upon my Keeper after it? | 
Weed. With the ſame Face that all Miſtreſſes look up 5 
on theirs. Come, come. | 1 
Trick, But my Reputation! | 
Wood. Nay, that's no Argument, if I ſhould be {@ 
baſe to tell; for Women ger good Fortunes now: 2-day 
by loſing their Credit, as a cunning Citizen does by 
Breaking. 
Trick. But, I'm fo ſhame-fac'd! Well, 11} go in, ard 
hide my Bluſhes, [Exit] 
Mood. IIl not be long after you; for I think I aig 
hidden my Bluſhes where I ſhall never find 'em. 
Re-enter Trickſy. 

Trick, As I live, Mr. Linberham and Father Aide arg 
juſt return'd ; I ſaw 'em entring. My Sctilement wil 
miſcarry, if you are found here: What ſhall we co? | 
Mocd. Go you into your Bed-chamber, and leave me 
to my Fortune. | 
Trick. That you ſhould be fo dull]! their Suſpicion wil 
be as ſtrong ſtill; for what ſhould make you here? | 
uod. The Curſe on't is too, 1 bid my Man tell the] 
Family I was gone abroad; ſo that if 1 am feen, you 
are infailibly diſcover'd. [ Neijed 
Trick. Hark, I hear 'em! Here's a Cheſt which I vor4 
row'd of Mrs, Pleaſance; get quickly into it, and I wil 
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lock you up: There's nothing in't, but Cloaths of Lin- 
lerbam's, and a Box of Writings. 

Wed. I ſhall be ſmother'd. 

Trick. Make haſte, for Heav'n's ſake; they'll quickly 
be gone, and then | 

od. That then, will make a Man venture any 
thing. [ He goes in, and ſhe locks the Cheſt. 

Enter Limberham and Aldo. 

Linh, Doſt thou not wonder, to ſee me come again 
ſo quickly, Pug ? | 

Trick, No, I am prepar'd for any fooliſh Freak of 
yours: I knew you would have a Qualm, when you 
came to a Settlement, 

Limb. Your Settlement depends molt abſolutely on 
that Cheſt, 

Trick. Father Aide, a Word with you, for Heav'n 
fake, | 

Aldo, No, no, Vil not whiſper: Do not ſtand in your 
own Light, but produce the Keys, Daughter, 

Limb. Be not muſty, my pretty St. Peter, but produce 
the Keys; 1 muſt have the Writings out that concern 
thy Settlement, 

Trick, Now I ſee you are fo reaſonable, I'll ſhow you 
dare truſt your Honeſty; the Settlement ſhall be de- 
fer'd till another Day. 

Ado. No deferring in theſe Caſes, Daughter. 

Trick. But I have loſt the Keys. 

Limb. That's a Jeſt! let me feel in thy Pocket, for J 
mult oblige thee. | | 

Trick. You ſhall feel no where: I have felt already, 
and am ſure they are loſt. | 

Aldo. But feel again, the Lawyer ſtays. 

Trick. Well, to fatisfy you, I will ſeel — They are 
got here — Nor here neither. | | 

[She pulls cut her Handkerchief, and the Keys drop 
after it: Limberham rakes em up. | 

Limb. Look you now, Pug ! who's in the Right? 


Well, thou art born to be a lucky Pag, in ſpight of thy 
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314 LIMBERHAM?: Or, b 
Trick. [ Afive.] O, I am ruin'd! — One Word, I be I | 
ſeech you, Father 41. 9 
Aide. Not a Syllable: What's the Devil in you, 
Daughter? Open, Son. open. 'L 
Trick. [ Aloud.] It ſhall not be open'd ; I will have my I 
Will, though 1 loſe my Settlement: Would I were with. 


7 


 . 4 


in the Chett, I would hold it down, to ſpight you: 1 Io 


ſay again, would | were within the Cheſt. I would hold 
it ſo fait, you ſhould not open it. —— The beſt or't is, : 2 
there's gocd Incle on the Top of the Inſide, if he have 


_ * [ 
the Wit to lay hold on't. bo. 
Limb. [Going to open it.] Before George, I think you ; 
have the Devil in a String, Pug; I cannot open it, for Ml 


the Guts of me. Hidtius Dotiius!) what's here to do? MI 
I believe, in my Conſcience, Pug can Conjure: Marry, | Wi 
God bleis us all good Chriſtians. «= = 
Aldo. Puſh hard, Son. ne 
Limb. I cannot puſn; I was never good at puſhing: | 
When I puſh, I think the Devil puſhes too. Well, I | 
mult let it alone, for I am a Fumbler, Here, take the 
Keys, Pug. | ö 
Trick. | Aſide.] Then all's ſaſe again. BY 
Enter Judith and Gervaſe. : 
Jud Madam, Mrs. Pieaſance has ſent for the Cheſt WM 
you borrow'd of her. She has preſent Occaſion for it; , 
and has deſir'd us to carry it away. | i 
Linb, Well, that's but reaſon: If ſhe muſt have it, WM in 
ſhe muſt have it. | By 
Trick. Tell her, it ſhall be return'd ſome time to-day; WI Bi 
at preſent we muſt crave her Pardon, becauſe we have 
ſome Writings in it, which muſt firſt be taken out, 0 
when we can open it. 
Limb. Nay, that's but Reaſon too: Then ſhe mult} 
not have it. 
Gery, Let me come to't ; I'll break it open, and you Wi k. 
may take out your Writings. | e 
Limb. That's true: Tis but reaſonable it ſhould be WM th 
broken open. | 
Trick, Then I may be bound to make good the WM F: 
Lois, 
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be. nb. »Tis unreaſonable it ſhould be broke open. | 
Alu. before George Cervaſe and I will carry it a- - | l 
100, vr; and a Smith ſhall be ſent for to my Daughter ' 
I /:/2rce's Chamber, to open it without Damage. 1 
my WH Uinb. Why, who lays againſt it? Let it be carry'd; 1 
ith. bm all for Reaſon. if 
2 ; Trick, Hold; I lay it ſhall not ſtir. 4 
01d WM %%. What? every one mult have their own: Fiat [144 
t is, | ytitta aut ruat Mundus. | 4 
ave WM Lint. Ay, fiat Fuſtitia, Pug © She muſt have her own; 
br Hitia is Latin tor Juſtice. 
you | [Aldo ard Gerv. I/ at it. 
for WM 4. I think the Devil's in't. 


Gerry. There's ſomewhat bounces, like him, in't. 
'Tis plaguy heavy; but we'll take other heave. 

Trick. [Taking hold of the Cheſt.] Then you thall carry 
ne too, Help, murder, murder. 

[ 4 confus'd gabbling among em. 
Enter Mrs, Saintly. 

Saint. Verily, I think all Hell's broke looſe among you, 
What, a Schiſm in my Family! Does this become the 
Purity of my Houſe ? What will the Ungodly ſay ? 

Linb, No matter for the Ungodly; this is all amon 


carſelves : For, look you, the Buſineſs is this. Mrs. Plea- 
rit; laee has ſent for this ſame Bufineſs here, which ſhe 
ent to Pug ; now Pug has ſome private Bulinelies with- 
e it, in this Buſineſs, which ſhe would take out firſt, and the 
buſineſs will not be open'd: And this makes all the 
day; buſineſs, 
have Saint, Verily, I am rais'd up for a Judge amongft 
out, Wl jou; and I fay 1 
Trice, I'll have no Judge : It ſhall not go. 7 1 
muſt Ado. Why Son, why Daughter, why Mrs. Saintiy; 1 
are you all mad ? Hear me, 1 am ſober, I am diſcreet; 4 ö 
jou kt a Smith be ſent for hither, let him break open the + 
W Ciclt; let the things contained be taken out, and the 5 Il 
d be WT ting containing be reſtor'd. . | 
| Limb, Now hear me too, for I am ſober and diſcreet ; Lf 
the WF Fitter Aldo is an Oracle: It ſhall be ſo. q |; 
= = Trick. 1 
6 
i 
RG! ” 
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Trick. Well, to ſhow Iam reaſonable, Lam content, 1 


Mr. Gerva/e and I will fetch an Inſtrument from el =” 
next Smith; in the mean time, let the Cheſt remain! ol 
= wah it now ſtands, and let every one depart the Cham. : 
er. 3 ! 
Limb. That no Violence be offer'd to the Perſon ff mY 
the Cheſt, in Pug's Abſence. =: 
Aldo. Then this Matter is compos'd. , ll 


Trick. | Hide. ] Now I ſhall have leiſure to inftrud his Ml © 
Man, and ſet him free, without Diſcovery. Come, 3 L 
Mr. Gerwa/ye. [ Exit all but Saintly, | her 

Saint. There is a certain Motion put into my Ming, 8 
and it is of good; I have Keys here, which a precious ec 0 
Brother, a devout Blackſinith, made me; and which vill 8 
open any Lock of the ſame Bore: Verily, it can be no L 
Sin to unlock this Cheſt therewith, and take from thence 05 


the Spoils of the Ungodly. I will ſatisfy my Conſci- V 
ence, by giving part thereof to the Hungry, and the ; he 
Needy; ſome to our Paſtor, that he may prove it lav. 3 4 
ful; and ſome I will ſanQify to my own ule. = lic 


[ She uniocks the Cheſt, and Woodall farts " met 


Wood. Let me imbrace you, my dear Deliverer! Bic fo i 
us! is it you, Mrs. Sazntiy ? [ She forieks | 3 — 
Saint. Shrieking.] Heav'n, of his Mercy ! Stop T hieß de. 
ſtop Thief. eier 

Mood. What will become of me now? , ve 

Saint. According to thy Wickedneſs ſhall it be done 4 
unto thee. Have I diſcover'd thy Backſlidings, thou un- 8 
faithful Man! thy Treachery to me ſhall be Rewarded, L 
verily; for I will Teſtify againſt thee. | WW 

Mood. Nay, fince you are ſo Revengeful, you ſhall WW ”' 
ſuffer your Part of the Diſgrace; if you teltify againit = 


me for Adultery, I ſhall teſtify againſt you for Theft: 
There's an Eighth for your Seventh. [Noai/e, ſoy 


Saint. Verily, they aire approac ning: Return to my 3 © 
Imbraces, and it ſhall be foryiven thee. i 
oecd. Thank you, for your own ſake. Hark! they ate mY 

' is 
coming! cry Thief again, and help to fave all yet. | I 
Saint, Stop Thiet, "top I hief. , 1 


E . 
1 4 th 
170 900. 3 
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me Vid. Thank you, for your own ſake; but I fear tis 

1 4 ate. ? 

aun 4 Enter Trickſy and Limberham. 

am. 714. [ Fntring.] The Cheſt open, and Vocdall diſ- 
0 :©1cr'd, 1 am ruin'd ! 

of , Linb. Why all this fhrieking, Mrs. Saintly ? 
ind. [Ry/oing him down.) Stop Thief, ſtop Thief! 

11 chou Mercy, Gentleman, if I have hurt you. 

= Lin. ¶Rifing.] Tis a fine Time to cry a Man Mercy, 

* Len you have beaten his Wind out of his Body. 

,. As | watched the Cheſt, behold a Viſion ruſn- 

uk boy of = on the ſudden; and J lifted up my Voice, 

11 8 and INTIER Cs | 

N 0 Usb. A Viſion, Landlady; what, have we Gog and 

Op lag in our Chamber? : 

ei. 1 Thief, I warrant you, who had gotten into 
(he Cheſt. 

3 ed. Moſt certainly a Thief: For hearing my Land- 
day cry out, I flew from my Chamber to ber help, and 

1 rer him running down Stairs; and then he turn'd back 

le o the Balconr, and leapt into the Strect. 8 ; 

% L I thought indsea that jomething heid dawn tus 

ef, Chet, when | would have open d: — But my Writings 
ee there (till; that's one Comfort! —— Oh Sezgzzoro, 
re you here! 

one Mod. Do you ſpeak to me, Sir ? . 

un. Cat. This is Mr Woodall, your new Fellow-lodger, 

led, . £9. Cry you Mercy, Sir; I durſt have ſworn you 
WJ ©uld hate ſpoken Lingua Franca — ] thought in 

ball ny Conſcience, Pug, this had been thy Jalian Mer- 

int | wanto, 5 

t: ed. Sir, I fee you miſtake me for ſome other: I 

ile, hould be happy to be better known to you. 


Lins. Sir, I beg your Pardon with al my Hears. 
before Gecrge, I was caught again there] But you are ſo 
ry like a paltry Fellow, who came to ſel! Pug Eſſences 
ns Morning, that one would {wear thoſe Eyes, and that 
Vele and Mouth, belong'd to that Raical. 


: [i ; J ; = . 
id, te Cloſe of jour Compliment. 
. Trick. 


Mond. You muſt Pardon me, Sir, if don't much re- 
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Trick. Their Eyes are nothing like: (you'll have al 
Quanel ) 

Laib. Not very like, I confeſs. 

' Trick. Their Noſe and Mouth are quite di ” 
Limb. As Pug ſays. they are quite different indeed: 
But ]! dvrſt have ſworn it bad been he; and therefore 

once again, I demand your Paraono. 

Trick Come, let us go down; by this time Cevat 
has brought the Smith; and then Mrs. Pia ſance may] 
have her Cheſt. Pleaſe you, Sir, to bear us omen 

"cod. At your Service, Madam. 

Limb. Pray lead the way, Sir. 


N cod. *Tis againſt my Will, Sir: But I mutt hg 


you in Poſſeſſion. _— 


RC ASCE IULRE, 


Enter Saintly and Pleaſance, 
Plea. 


He ſhall neither whiſper nor glote on eiter 
of 'em, but Il ring him ſuch a Peal ! 

Saint. Above al) things, have a Care of him yourlef;| 
for ſurely there is Witchcraft betwixt his Lips: He 1s a 
Wolf within the Sheepfold; and therefore I wall be 


ear: eſt, that you may not fall. [Exit] | 


Pleaſ. Why ſhould my Mother be ſo inquiſitive about 
this Lodger ? | half ſuſpect old Eve herſelf has a Mind 
to be nibbling at the Pippin: He makes Love to one of 
em, I am confident; it may be to both; for metb inks 
I ſhould have done to, if I had been a Man; but the 


damn'd Petticoats have perverted me to Honeſty, and} 


therefore I have a erudge to him, for the Privile ge of 
his Sex. He ſhuns me too, and that vexes me; {or 
though { would deny him, 1 ſcorn he ſhould not think 
me worth a civil Queſtion, 


Re-enter 


Ever fear it, I'll be a Spy upon his Actions: | 


P. 
of y( 
litt 
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Re-enter Woodall, with Trickſy, Mrs. Biainſick, Judith, 
and Mufeck. 

| Mrs. Brain. Come, your Works, your Works; they 
ban have the Approbation of Mrs. Plrajance. 
ed: 7:4. No more Apologies: give Fudith the Words; 
fore te fings at fight. 

5 

ern my Skill, 


1 

0 

9 

e => 
— 

a <2, 
_ 

— 
1 

* 

9 

I 

5 


vale 
may! 
W. As ON G from the ITALIAN. 
Y a diſmal Eypreſs lying, 
Damon cry'd, all pale and dying, 

Kind is Death ihat ends my Pain, 

But cruel She I low'd in vain. 

The M. Fountains 

Murmur my Trouble, 
Aird holloau M untains 

My Groans redouble ? 

Every Nymph mourns me, 

Thus wuhile I languijh ; 

She only ſcorns me, 

Wie caus d my Anguiſb. 

Ns Lowe returning me, but all Hope denying; 

By a diſmal Cypreſs tying, 

Lite a Swan, /o ſung he dying: 

Kind is Death that ends my Pain, 

But cruel She I low'd in vain. 


ons: 
ther} 


ſelf; | 
is 2 
be 
Exit. | 
out 
Mind] 
ne of 
inks | 
- the] 
| and] 
ge of 
j for 


think 


Phaſ. By theſe languiſhing Eyes, and thoſe Eimagres 


blitreſs in this Company: Come; make a free diſcove- 
I which of 'em your Poetry is to Charm; and put 
lie ocher out of Pain. ; 

irice, No doubt 'twas meant to Mrs. Brainſicé. 

Mrs. Brain. We Wives are deſpicable Creatures : WE 
Mow it, Madam, when a Miſtrets is in preſence. 

Peaſ. Why this Ceremony betwixt you? ' I'ts a likely 
Poper Fellow, and looks as he cou'd People a new Ille 


bi Pines, 
Mrs, 


ener 


of yours, we are given to underſtand, Sir, you have a 


4 1 
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Mrs. Brain. *T were a work of Charity to convert 4 
fair young Schiſmatick, like you, if 'twere but to gan 
you to a better Opinion of the Government. 3 

Plea/ If I am not miſtaken in you too, he has work 
of Charity enough upon his Hands already; but 8 F 
willing Soul, l'] warrant him, eager upon the Quaryf 
and as ſharp as a Governor of Covent- Garden 4 

Food Sure this is not the Phraſe of your Family: 1 
thought to have found a ſanctify'd Siſter; but I ſuſpegi 
now, Madam, that if your Mother kept a Penſion in you 1 
Father's time, there migh: be ſome Gentleman: Lodgeif 
in the Houſe; for, I humbly conceive, you are of the 
Half-ftrain at leaſt. | 

Pleaſ. For all the Rudeneſs of your Language, I an 
reſolv'd to know upon what Voyage you are bound 
you Privateer of Love, you 4/gier's Man, that Cruizd 
up and down for prize in the Se-ezghts-Meuth ; which off 
the Veſſels wou'd you ſnap now ? 

Trick. We are both under ſafe Convoy, Madam; 4 
Lover, and a Husband, | | 

Pleaſ. Nay, for your part, you are notably guarded] 
J confeſs: but Keepers have their Rooks, as well ag 
Gameſters : But they only venture under 'em, till they 
pick up a Sum, and then puſh for themſelves, 1 

Mood. [ Afide.] A Plague of her Suſpicions; they ll 
ruin me on that ſide, | 

Plea/. So; let but little Minx go proud, and the 
Dogs in Covent Garden have her in the Wind immedig 
ately : all purſue the Scent. | 

Trick. Not to a Boarding-houſe, I hope 

Pleaſ. If they were wiſe, they wou'd rather go tog 
Brothel-houſe ; for there moſt Miſtreſſes have left b:4 
hind 'em their Maiden-heads, of bleſſed Memory: any 
thoſe which would not go off in that Market, are ca 
ry'd about by Bawds, and ſold at Doors, like ſtale Fleii 
in Baskets. Then, for your Honelty, or Juſtneßs, as Jof 
call it, to your Keepers, your kept Miſtreſs is originaq 
ly a Punk; and let the Cat be chang'd into a Lady nes 
ver ſo formally, the ſtill retains her natural Property 0! 


Mouſing. my 
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us. Brain. You are very ſharp upon the Miſtreſſes; 
bag „ { hope you'll ſpare the Wives. | 

% Yes, as much as your Husbands do, after the 
if Month of Marriage; but you requite thei: Negli- 
pence in Houſhold-duties, by making them Husbands of 
ie firſt Head, ere the Year be over. 

red. | Afrae. ] She has me there too! 

Plaſ, And, as for you, young Gallant 

Fed, Hold, I beſeech you, a Truce for me. 

Pla. In truth I pity you, for you have undertaken 
; moſt difficult Task, to cozen two Women, who are no 
Babies in their Art; if you bring it about, you perform 
a much as he that cheated the very Lottery. 

Jud. Ladies, Iam foriy this ſhould happen to you for 
m ſake: ſhe's in a raging Fit, you.ſee; *tis belt with- 
dawing, till the Spirit of Prophecy has left her. 

Trick I'll take ſhelter in my Chamber, whither, 
| hope, he')l have the Grace to follow me. [ 4/ede. 

Mrs. Brain. And now I think on't, J have ſome Let- 
ters to diſpatch. [Ex. Trick. and Mrs. Brain. /everally, 

Plea. Now, good John among the Maids, how mean 
you o beſtow your Time? Away, to your Study, I adviſe 
jou, invoke your Muſes, and make Maarigals upon abſence. 

Mood. | would go to China or Japan, to be rid of that 
impetuous Clack of yours; Farewel, thou Legion of 
Tongues in one Woman. 

Pleaſ. Will you not ſtay, Sir? it may be I have a 
little Buſineſs with you. | 

Mad Yes, the ſecond part of the ſame Tune! Strike 
by yourſelf, ſweet Larum: you're true Bell-metal, I 
Warrant you. Exit. 

Plea}. This Spightfulneſs of mine will be my Ruin: 
To rail them off, was well enough; but to talk him 
away too! O Tongue, Tongue! thou wert given for a 
Curſe to all our Sex! 


vin Enter Judith. 
jy re Jud. Madam your Mother wou'd ſpeak with you, 


Pleaſ. I will not come: I'm mad I think: { come 
immediately. Well, 11l go in, and vent my Paſſion, 
by railing at them, and him too. [ Exit, 


Jud. 
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Jud. You may enter in ſafety, Sir, the Enemm 
march'd off. / 1 
Re-enter Woodall. 
Mood. Nothing, but the Love I bear thy Migreclf 
cov'd keep me in the Houſe with ſuch a Fury, When! 
will the bright Mpb appear; 
Jud. Immediately ;.1 hear her coming. 
Hood. That 1 cou'd find her coming, Mrs. Judith! 
Enter Mrs. Brainſick. 
You have made me languiſh in Expectation, Madam! 
Was it nothing, do you think, to be ſo near a Happif 
neſs, with violent Deſires, and to be delay'd? | 
Mrs. Brain. Is it nothing, do you think, for a We 
man of Honour, to overcome the Tyes of Virtue and 
Reputation; to do that for you, which | thought! 
ſhou'd never have ventur'd for the ſake of any Man? 
cod. But my Comfort is, that Love has overcome 
Your Honour is, in other words, but your good Ref 
pute; and 'tis my part to take care of that: for thd 
Fountain of a Woman's Honour is in the Lover, as that 
of the Subject is in the King. 
Mrs. Brain. You had concluded well, if you had beenf 
my Husband: you know where our Subjection lies. 
cod. But cannot I be yours without a Prieſt ? They 
were cunning People, doubtleſs, who began that Trade; 
to have a double Hank upon us, for two Worlds: that 
no Pleaſure here, cr hereafter ſhou'd be had, without a 
Bribe to them. 
Mrs. Brain. Well, I'm reſolv'd, I'll read, againſt the 
next time | ſee you; for the truth is, I am not very 
well prepar'd with Arguments for Marriage; mean 
while, farewel. | 
Mood. I ſtand correfted ; you have reaſon indeed 90 
go, if 1 can uſe my time no better: We'll withdraw, i 
you pleaſe, and diſpute the reſt within, 
Mrs. Prain. Perhaps, I meant not ſo. 
I} cod. ) unceriiand your Meaning at your Eyes. You'l 
watch, Judith? 
Mrs. Br-iz, Nay, if that were all, I expect not my] 
Husband till I o- morrow: The Truth is, he's ſo odly _ 
| mou e, 
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Woman: He's ſuch a kind of Man. | 
fad. Or if he be not, we'll make him ſuch a kind 
Man. 

mo Brain, So Fantaſlic:il, ſo Mufical, his Talk all 

Rapture, and half Nonſenſe: Like a Clock out of or- 

er, ſet him a going, and he ſtitkes eternally. Beſides, 

be thinks me ſuch a Fool, that I cou'd half reſolve to 
rrenge my ſelf, in juſtification of my Wit. 

ud. Come, come, no half Refolutions among Lo- 
jers; il hear no more of him, till I have reveng'd you 
fully, Go out, and watch, Juditb. [Exit judith. 


Whef 


th! | 
adam 
Lappif 


| Ve 
n Friends married me to him againſt my Will. 


e and 

ohe = //d. Then let us put your Friends too, into the Quar- 
n? (cl: it ſhall go hard, but Pll give you a Revenge for them: 
come | Enter Judith again, haſtily. 

d Re How now ? what's the matter? 

r the Mrs. Brain. Can't thou not ſpeak ? haſt thou ſeen a 


Ghoſt? | 
As I live, the figns Horns! that muſt be for my Hul- 


8 that 


been band: He's return'd. 

TE [Judith /ooks ghaftly, and figns Horns, 
They Jud. I would have told you fo, if I cou'd have 
rade ſpoken for Fear. | 

chal Mrs. Brain. Hark, a knocking ! what ſhall we do? 
Out A [ Laocing. 


There's no dally ing in this Caſe: here you mutt not be 


{ the found, that's certain; but Fu4:7:5 hath a Chamber within 
very ne; baite quickly thither; I] ſecure the reſt. 


Jud. Follow me, Sir. [Ex. Woodall, Judith. 


mean! 
Knocking again. She opens: Enter Brainſick. 


d tol Brain, What's the Matter, Gentlewoman? am I ex- 
4 1 ; . 
w, if cluded from my own Forireis; and by the way of Barri- 


ado? Am I to dance Attendance at the Door, as if I 
vere ſome baſe Plebeian Groom f [I have you know, 
that when my Foot atlaults, the Lightning and the Than- 
der are not ſo terrible as the Strokes: Brazen Gates 


'oulll 


t my] 
ho- 
ard, | 


their Hinges, to admit me. 


nour'd, that, if I were ill-inclin'd, it wou'd half juſtify 


Mrs. Brain. Vet, I cou'd ſay, in my Defence, that 


all tremble, and Bolts of Adamant diſmount from off 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Brain, Who wou'd have thought that "no 2 Terr 
Dear wou'd have come fo ſoon? I was e'en lying do ; 
on my Bed, and dreaming of him: Tum # me, .M 
buſs, poor Dear, piddee buſs. ''v 
Brain. I nauſeate theſe fooliſh Feats of Love, 
Mrs. Brain. Nay, but why ſhou'd he be fo frerf 
now ? and knows | doat on him; to leave a poor Ded 
ſo long without him, and then come home in an any „ 
Humour! indeed ÞIl ky. 4 
Brain, Pr'ythee leave thy fulſom Fondneſs; I hay 
ſurſeited on Conjugal Embr aces. ; 
Mrs. Brain. I thought ſo : ſome light Huſwife has be 
witch'd him from me: ] was a little Fool, fo I was, iff 
leave a Dear behind at Barnet, when I knew the Wome 
wou'd run mad for him. on 
Brain. | have a luſcious Air forming, like a Pallas i 
my Brain- pain: and now thou com'ſt a-croſs my Fancy l 
to diſturb the rich Ideas, with the yellow Jaundice oi: 
thy Jealouſy. : { NoiJe wwithinM!i 
Hark, what Noiſe is that within, about 7adirh's Bed? et 
Mrs. Brain. I believe, Dear, ſhe's making it. 
Wou'd the Fool wou'd go. 
Brain. Hark, again! | | 
Mrs. Brain. | Aſide.] I have adiſmal apprehenſion inmf 
Head, that he's giving my Maid a caſt of his Office, it 
my ſtead, O, how it ſtings me! { Woodall ſneeze; 
Brain. I'll enter, and find the Reaſon of this TumultF 
Mrs. Brain. [ Holding him.) Not for the World: ther 
may be a Thiet there; and ſhould I put *nown Dear u 
danger of his Lite? | = - 
What ſhall I do? betwixt the Jealouſy of my Love, ani 
F ear of this Fool, I am diſtracted: j muſt not venture e.. 
tether, whate'er comes on't. Why Judith, 1 oy"! 
Come forth, Damiel, 
i cod. | within.) The Danger's over: I may come oul 
ſaſely. | 
2 Dzuit hin.] Are you mad ? you ſhall not. 
Mrs. Brain, | Aſide.] So, now Pm ruin'd un avoidadly, 
Brain. Who. e er thou art, I have pronounc'd thy Loonmg 


the dreadful Brainſicł bares his brawny Arm in wo 
| error; 
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Terrour 3 kneeling Queens in vain ſhou'd beg thy Be- 


*— da, ſa, there. 

Mrs, Brain. ¶ Aſide.] Tho' I believe he dares not ven- 
ure in; yet I muſt not put it to the Tryal. Why Ju- 
a, come out, come out, Hoſwife. 


reift Enter Judith, trembling. 

Dez hat Villain have you hid within ?“ 

ang „ Jud. O Lord, Madam, what ſhall I ſay? | 
s. Brain. How ſhou'd I know what you ſhou'd 

hav: Mr. Brainſich has heard a Man's Voice within; if 


o know what he makes there, confeſs the Truth, I 
m almoſt dead with Fear, and he ſtands ſhaking, 


as, H Brain. Terrour, I! "tis Indignation ſhakes me. With 
ome this Sabre 11] flice him as ſmall as Atoms; he ſhall be 


wm'd by the Judge, and damn'd upon the Gibbet. 


a i J. [4nce/ing. ] My Maſter's ſo outrageous, ſweet 
any Vadim, do you intercede for me, and I'll tell you all in 
ice of piate. [Whiſpers] 


I ſoy it is a Thief, he'll call up help; I know not 
at o'the ſudden to invent. | 

Mrs. Brain. Let me alone. — And is this all? why 
xou'd you not confeſs it before, Fudizh? when you 


blos ! am an indulgent Miſtreſs. : [ Laughs. 
inm en What has the confeſs' d? 5 
ce, i Mrs. ran. A venial Love-Treſpaſs, Dear: Tis a 


Weet- heart of hers; one that is to marry her; and ſhe 
uus unwilling J fhou'd know it, fo ſhe hid him in her 
Chamber. 


11-44 
1multY 
there 5 
ear 1 | Liter Aldo, 


£0, What's the Matter trow? what, in Martial 


e, an plere, Son Bramnytch £ 
re en 7% Pray, Fatier Aldo, do you beg my pardon of 


1 Matter; I have committed a Fault; I have hidden a 
bentleman in my Chamber, who is to marry me with- 
ut his Friends Conſent, and therefore came in private 
0 me. 


Aldo. That thou ſhould'ſt think to keep this Secret! 


| fey 


ne Our 


daby b, 1 know it as well as he that made thee. 
Joon Mrs. Brain, Alide.] Heav'n be prais'd, for this Knower 
carina ell things: Now will ke lie three or four rapping 


error; Vou, IV, o 


Volun- 


— ia 
—— a — — 4222 
, 4 
e. Fr — —ä—ͤ 4 . 


. 4 5 . 
— oy A — 
* rays 22 hs * "Im: 


_— 
2 
N 


— * # 
— 


EE 
LA 2 — —— „ 
I IR": 
” Ms 


* 2 
of: — 2 
e 
Fe 
Sor — — - * — 


os : 
EN " 4 
eve Sc 


Wi aha Mint 


g — a — ” = a 
| — 1 — — . 8 8 : 5 
n — , a 2 . 
— — 9 tk Sh» bo — — — 1 
= 225 | $a" = — 3 2 7 ia . 
: _—_— COPS PT * - ——— : n . N PT "NIE. 
wo YEE IT — BOS — 1 * 6” —— 
— * - 
— 
. 
—— — — 


v 4A 
on 
— — 
” mx — — — 
” >. — * 
* , a 


= 45-0 pe 
» 
. —2— 2 * 
SIE 1 


— — — 


PFF 
* — Coe < abate + er 


—— 


8 5 
* 
2 : 
- 
1 
Ar + 
2 - 
oY 4 
4 
i 
* 8 9 
q , 
7 
. 
3 LF I 
' . 
* SL - 1 8 
© : = — 
38 < 4 
11 1 
18 
: 2 
n 
1 
4695 1 
3 RAE 2 
: 57325 - l 
5 ; 
. #7} 
: . 9 
1 1 
iT; \ 
7 84:7 3 
- * a 
19 : 
4 y by <1 
SY 1 
_ : 
* | | 
T , 1 
; 1 
: {> : : 
i 4 L 
1 Fs : 
1 
| . 46 
1 4? 
5 4 
1 
' $ $4a3Y 
TIs 
d 2 : * 
: 4 : 
1 
* * y, 
18 1 
95 
17 1 
91 
* : p 
L - ** 
j - Y 
. Pl / 
* 
4 
4 £ 
Y 
1 o 
. 3 : 1 
: "IC #S 5 
=? % 
: 1 
. 9 | 
„ 2; 1 
* 
: * 
| Ks - 
: 4 tf 
4 7 
1 pF 
. 1 
1 1 * 
4 | \ 
4 
* 4 
"'S ws k 4 
" Ts 
1 £* 
* 
\ © 
: * 
5 19 
o +.Þ : 
8; 2 
7 » 
is . 4 1 
4 : 
* * 
8 q + 
x 5 3% 
WE 1 
* 7 4 
: 1 
8 1 
1 
19 } 
« : : 
=o 
\ 'E 
3 © * 
- 199 
: T 
. * 
* : 
: 
* 4 
143 
117 
1 
1 
1 
11 
4 
4 
* FE, 
: 
- 
1 
4 
f 
1-8 
bl p 
£3 : 
3H | 
d 8 1 
1 e 
Y 2 l . 
17 
. . 2 4 k 
g i 


326 L1IMBERHAM: Ox, 


Volunteers, rather than be thought i ignorant in any * 9 


Brain. Do you know his Friends, Father Aldo ? 


Alas, Know *em ! I think I do. His Mother Was : | 


Arch-deacon's Daughter; as honeſt a Woman as ere 


broke Bread: She and I have been Cater-Couſins in 0,4 
Youth ; we have tumbled together between a pair f 
Sheets, i'faith. ; 
Brain, An honeſt Woman, and yet you two 
tumbled together! thoſe are inconſiſtent. 
Aldo. No matter for that. | : 
Mrs. Brain. He blunders; I muſt help him. I warrand 


'twas before Marriage, that you were ſo great. 

Aldo. Before George, and ſo it was: for ſhe had ad 
prettieſt black Mole upon her left Ancle, it does me goo 
to think on't! His Father was Squire what d'you calf 
him, of what d' you call 'em Shire. What think youſ 
little Fuazth ? do I know him now? 


Jud. I ſuppoſe you may be miſtaken : my Servant: | 


Father is a Knight of Hamſbire. 


Aido. I meant of Hamſbire. But that I ſhou'd tore 
he was a Knight, when | got him Knighted at the King's 


coming in! Two fat Bucks, 1am ſure he ſent me. 
Brain. And what's his Name ? 


Aldo. Nay, for that, you muſt excuſe me; I muſt no 


diſcloſe little FJudith's Secrets. 


Mrs. Brain. All this while the poor Gentleman is le i 
in pain: we muſt let him out in ſecret; for !] believe thg 
young Fellow is ſo baſhful, he wou'd not willingly b 


jeen. 


ber; and ſol can convey him ovt. 


Aldo. (Giving her a Key.] Do fo, Daughter. Not | 


word of my Familiarity with his Mother, to preven 


Blood-ſhed betwixt us: but I have her Name down in mi 


Almanack, I warrant her. 


Jud. What kiſs and tell, Father Aldo? kits and tell | 


Exil 


Mrs. Brain. Vl go and paſs an Hour with Mrs. Tric 


Eri f 


Era 


LEY 

3 

a 
hay Pill. 
1 

be” 


Fad. The beſt way will be, for Father Aldo to lend 
me the Key of his Door, which opens into my Cham 


thric 
Raft 
IV, 
B 
n Ca 
Fe 
Mp, 

Mout 
Br 
comm. 


Enter Limberham. | | 
Brain. What, the luſty Lover Limberham! 
Enter Woodall at another Door. ; 
Alda. O here's a Monſteur, new come over, and a Fel- 
boy-lodger ; I muſt endear you two to one another. 
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known to you: you come out of the Country I adore: 
And how does the dear Barti? I long for ſome of his 
icy Compoſitions in the laſt Opera. A propo! I have had 
the moſt happy Invention this Morning, and a Tune 
nouling in my Head; I rife immediately in my Night- 
Gown and Slippers, down I put the Notes flap daſh, 
made Words to 'em like Lightning: and I warrant you 
have 'em at the Circle in the Evening, 

aod. All were compleat, Sir, if S. Andre would 
nake Steps to em. 

Brain. Nay, thanks to my Genius, that Care's over: 
Jon ſhall ſee, you ſhall ſee. But firſt the Air, — [Sings.] 
lt not very fine? Ha, Meſſieurs ! 


orge limb. The Cloſe of it is the moſt raviſhing I ever 
g heard ! 


Brain, I dwell not on your Commendations. What 
lay you, Sir? {To Wood.] I&t not admirable ? Do you 
enter into't ? — 

Mood. Moſt delicate Cadence? 


Brain. Gad, I think fo, without Vanity. Battiſi and 


aſt no 


is leff 
ve th 
ly VN ne over. | I have Words too upon the Air; but 1 am 
Jl atural'y fo baſhful ! | | 

id, Will you oblige me, Sir ? 

Brain, You might command me, Sir; for I ſing too 
n Cavalier + but | 

Limb, But you wou'd be entreated, and ſay, Nole, 
to, nolo, three times, like any Biſhop, when your 
Mouth waters at the Dioceſe. 

Brain. I have no Voice: but ſince this Gentleman 
eommands me, let the Words commend themſelves. 


Sings. 


1 lend 


Cham / 


Not | 
Drevenl 
n in mi 


nd tell | 
ail 
Trick 
Exil 
Zu 


My Phillis 7s Charming » — 
P 2 Limb. 
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Brain. Sir, tis my extream Ambition to be better 


Ihare but one Soul. But the Cloſe, the Cloſe! [Sings it 
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Limb. But why, of all Names, wou'd you chuſe 2 
Phillis ! There have been ſo many PHilliſes in Songs, 1 
thought there had not been another left, for Love or | 
Money. = 

Brain. If a Man ſhou'd liften to a Fop! [ Sings, 

My Phallis 3 

Aldo. Before mc am on t'other fide: I think, | 
as good no Song, as no P/zl:s. 

Brain. Yet again! My Phil/;s [Sings 4 
Limb. Pray, for my ſake, let it be your C#lori;, z 
Brain. ¶ Looking ſcornfully at him. My Phillis Sing 
Limb. You bad as good call Wot your Saccuba, 

Brain. Merbleu! will you not give me leave; Lan 

Full of Phillis. [Sings.] My Phillis f 

Linb. Nay, I confeſs, Phillis is a very pretty Name. 
Brain. Diable] Now I will not ſing to ſpight you, BYY 

the World, you are not worthy of it. Well, | have af 

Gentleman's Fortune; I have Courage, and make no in- 

conſiderable Figure in the World : yet I wou'd quit my 

Pretenſions to all theſe, rather than not be Author of el 

Sonnet, which your Rudeneſs has irrevocably loſt. 
Limb, Some fooliſh French quelque choje, I warrant youl 

Brain. Quelgue choſe ! O Ignorance, in ſupreme Pere 

fection! he means a Ke. /bo/e. 

Limb. Why a let ſboes let it be then! Anda id 
/boes for your Song. 

Brain. I give to the Devil ſuch a Judge : well, werd 
J to be born again, I wou'd as ſoon be the Elephant, al 
a Wit; he's leſs a Monſter in this Age of Malice, { 
cou'd burn my Sonnet, out of Rage. | 

Limb, You may uſe your pleaſure with your own, } 

II vod. His Friends wou'd not ſoffer him: Virgii wat 
not permitted to burn his nelds. | 

Brain. Dear Sir, I'll not die ingrateful to your Apd 

probation. Aſide to ood. } You fee this Fellow? he' ] 
an Aſs already; he has a handſome Miſtreſs, and you 
| mall make an Ox of him, ere long. 

3% Mood. Say no more, it ſhall be done. 

7 Limb. Hark you, Mr. Woodall; this fool Brainſict grov] 

19 | : inſupportable ; he's a publick Naa but ] {corn to i 

; 5 f I | m. N 

| | 
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y Wit againſt him: He has a pretty Wife: I ſay no 
note, but if you do not graff him 

god. A Word to the Wiſe: I ſhall confider bin for 
our ſake. 

Linb. Pray do, Sir: Conſider him much. 

od, Much is the Word — This Feud makes well 
for me. [ Jpar. 

Brain. to Wood. PII give you the Opportunity, and 
id you of him Come away, little Linberbam; you, 
aud I, and Father Aldo, will take a turn together in the 
89 uare. 

"lt We'll follow you immediately. 

limb. Yes, we'll come after you, Bully ws han But 
[| hope you will not draw upon us there. 

Brain. If you fear that, Bilbo ſhall be left behind. 

Limb. Nay, nay, leave but your Madrigal behind: 
Draw not that upon us, and 'tis no matter for your 
Mond. [ Exit Brain. 
10 Auer Trickſy, and Mrs. bini avith a Note for each. 
it my Mod. Aſide.] Both together! either of 'em apart, had 
f thi been my Buſineſs : But 1 ſhall ne'er play well at this 
WM tice-hand Game. | 

Linb, O Pug, how have you been paſſing of your 
Tine ? 

Trick. J have been looking over the laſt Preſent of 
Orange Gloves you made me; and methinks I do not 
lke the Scent———O Lord, Mr. Woodall, did you bring 
thoſe you wear from Paris ? 

Wicd, Mine are Roman, Madam. 

Trick. The Scent | love, of all the World. Pray let 
me ſee em. 

Mrs. Brain. Nay, not both, good Mrs. Trick/y ; for 
[love that Scent as well as you. 

Nocd. | Pulling em off, and giving each one.] I ſhall find 
two Dozen more of Womens Gloves among my Trifles, 
if you pleaſe to accept 'em, Ladies. 

irici. Look to't; we ſhall expect em — Now to 
put in my Bil-! 

Mrs. Brain. So, now I have the Opportunity to thruft 
iu my Note. 


t you. 
e Per- 


a kl 


ur Apd 
? hel 
nd you 


grow. 
n to {eh} 
my 


F 3 Trick. 
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Trick, Here, Sir, take your Glove again; the Per A 
fume's too ſtrong for me. 4 


Mrs. Brain. Pray take the other to't; though! ould 4 F 

have kept it for a Pawn. „ 

1 Mrs. Brainſick's Note falls out, Limb. ates jt , 1 3 * 
| Limb. What have we here? For Mr. Weoda!l. U 

\ Both 3 Hold, hold, Mr. Linmber bam. q 1 

[7 hey ſnatch it. whl 


2 Before George, Son Limberham, you ſhall read! it. = ; 
M cod. By your Favour, Sir, but he muſt not. 1 
Trick. He'il know my Hand, and I am ruin'd! 4 
Mrs. Brain. Oh, my Misfortune Mr. Weedall, vil 


1 you ſuffer your Secrets to be diſcover'd ? WM 6 
114 Mood. It belongs to one of em, that's certain « 
1 Mr. Linber lam. I muſt deſire you to reſtore this Lauer: | 
11 tis from my Miſtreſs. lin 
114 Trick. The Devil's in him; will he confeſs? u 
|| Ys Wood. This Paper was ſent me from her this Morn. | 0 
Y : ing; and I was fo fond of it, that I left it in my Glove: WM x; 

19 If one of the Ladies had found it there, I ſhould have no 

q been laugh'd at moit unmercifully. _ 2 


8 Mrs, Brain. That's well come off! l 
4 Limb, My Heart was at my Mouth, for fear it hal . 
been Pug's [4/ide. There 'tis again — Hold, hold; N. 
pray let me ſee't once more: A Miſtreſs, ſaid you? = 
Aldo. Yes, a Miſtreſs, Sir. Il be his Voucher, he has r. 
a Miſtreſs, and a Fair one too. = 
Limb, Do you know it, Father Aldo. = |: 
Aldo. Know it! I know the Match is as good as made = 
already: Old Yogail and I, are all one. You, Son, were 1! 
11 ſent for over on purpoſe; the Articles for her Jointure WM 
By If are all concluded, and a Friend of mine drew 'em. - 
F Limb. Nay, if Father Aldo knows it, J am fatisfy'd. | 
Aldo. But how came you by this Letter, Son ir} 
ali? let me examine you. ö 
Mood. Came by it! (Pox, he has on-p/us'd me!) 
How do you ſay I came by it, Father Ade! : 
Aldo. Why, there's it, now. This Morning I met WM vi 
your Miſtreſs's Father, Mr. you know who— Fi 


Nood. Mr. who, Sir? Wo 
Alas. ; 
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ah. Nay, you ſhall excuſe me for that; but we are 
"rimate: His Name begins with ſome Vowel or Con- 
ant, no matter which; well, her Father gave me this 
ery Numerical Letter, ſuperſcrib*d, For Mr. Woodall. 

Lib. Before George, and ſo it is. 

4d. Carry me this Letter, quoth he, to your Son 
Todall; *tis from my Daughter ſuch a one, and then 
$hiſper'd me her Name. | 

Jud. Let me ſee; I'll read it once again. 

Iinb. What, are you not acquainted with the Con- 
tents of it? 

ied. O, your true Lover will read you over a Letter, 
om his Miſtreſs, a thouſand times. 

Trick, Ay, two thouſand, if he be in the Humour. 

Mood. Two thouſand ! then it muſt be hers. [ Reads to 
hn/i/.] Away, to your Chamber immediately, and I'll 
tre my Fog, the ſhp (The Fool! that may be 
echer the Keeper, or the Huſband ; but commonly the 
Keeper is the greater. Humh ! without Subſcription ! it 
nuſt be Tric) Father Aldo, pr'ythee rid me of this 
Coxcomb. 

Ado. Come, Son Limberham, we let our Friend 
Brainfick walk too long alone: Shall we follow him ? 
We muſt make haſte; for I expect a whole Beavy of 
Whores, a Chamber-full of Temptation this Afternoon 
Tis my Day of Audience. . 

Lind, Mr. N oodall, we leave you here, you remem- 
ber; [Exeunt Limb. and Aldo, 

Mood. Let me alone. Ladies, your Servant; I have 
ilitle private Buſineſs with a Friend of mine. 

Mrs. Bruin. Meaning me Well, Sir, your Servant: 

luck. Your Servant, till we meet again. [ Ex. ſeverally. 


SCENE II. A.. Woodall's Chamber. 


Euter Mrs. Brainſick alone. 


Mrs. Brain. My Note has taken, as I wiſh'd: He 
kl be here immediately. If I could but reſolve to loſe 
ORE x Oe of Modeſty ; but 'tis his Part to be Violent, 
or both our Credits. Never ſo little Force and Ruffling, 

4 and 
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and a- poor weak Woman i is excus'd. {[Noj/e.] Hark, 15 

hear him coming Ah me! the Steps beat double: 1 
He comes not alone: If it ſhould be my Huſband * 
him! where ſhall I hide myſelf? I ſee no other Place 
but under his Bed: I muſt lie as filently, as my Fear 
will ſuffer me. Heav'n ſend me ſafe again to my ounſ 
Chamber. [ Creeps under the Bel. | 

Enter Woodall and Trickſy. 

Nod. Well, Fortune at the laſt is favourable, » ul | 
now you are my Priſoner. | 

Trick. After a quarter of an Hour, I ſuppoſe, I ſha ul 
have my Liberty upon eaſy Terms. But pray let us I 
parley a little firſt. 

Wood. Let it be upon the Bed then. Pleaſe you to ih 

Trick. No matter where : I am never the nearerto your 
wicked Purpoſe. But you Men are commonly great Ca. 
medians in Love- maiters; therefore you mult ſwear, i in 
the firſt Place a 

I/ood. Nay, no Conditions: The Fortreſs is reducal 
to Extremity ; and you mult yield upon Diſcretion, or if | 
ſtorm. N 

Trick, Never to love any other Woman. 3 

l god. I kiſs the Book upon 't. ¶ X. es ber, Irs, Brain. 
finches him from underneath the Bed. 1 Oh, are you at 
your Love-tricks already? If you pinch me thus, I tall 
bite your Lip. 

Trick. I did not pinch you : But you are apt, I ſee, 10 
take any Occaſion of gathering up more cloſe to me. 
Next, you ſhall nct fo much as look on Mrs. Brainffel. 

Y/eed. Have ou done? theſe Covenants are ſo tedious! 

Trick. Nay, but ſwear then. 

Mood. I do promiſe, | do ſwear, I do any thing. 
bs jan Brain, ras a Pie into him.] Oh, the Devil! what! 
do you mean to run Pins into me? this is perfect Cal 
terwauling. 

Trick, You fancy all this; I would not hurt you for chef 
World. Come, you ſhall fee how well ! love YOU 
[Kifes bim: Mrs, Brain. pricks ber.] Oh! l think vouf 
have Needles growing in your Bed. [Beth riſe ap. 


Hood, I'll ſeè what's the matter in't. 5 E 
Od! 5. 3 
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i Saint . ¶ Mitbin.] Mr. Woodall, where are you, verily ? 
| RAE Pox verily her; 'tis my Landlady: Here, hide 
in] yourſelf behind the Curtains, While | run to the Door 


vo top her Entry. | 
de Trick. Neceflity has no Law; I muſt be patient. 
[She gets into the Bed, and draws the Cloaths over her, 
Enter Saintly. 

Saint, Tn ſadneſs, Gentleman, I can hold no longer: I 
jill not keep your wicked Counſel, how you were 
bock d up in the Cheſt; for it lies heavy upon my Con- 
ſcience, and out it muſt, and ſhall. | 

Mood. You may tell, but who'll believe you? where's 
your W itnelſs ? | 

Saint. Verily, Heav'n is my Witneſs, | 

Mood. That's your Witneſs too, that you would have 
dur d me to Lewdneſs, have ſeduc'd a hopeful young 


nl 
» ; 
Jed. 


hall 


fit?Y 
our 
your 


(. 3 

in . Men, as 1 am; you wou'd have intic'd Yoath : Mark 
3 that, Beldam. | 

ede Saint. I care not; my ſingle Evidence is enough to 


Mir. Limber ham ; he will believe me, that thou burn'ſ in 
las ful Luſt to his Beloved: So thou ſhalt be an Out- 
al tom my Family. 


or [if 


rain, 1 Moo l. Then will I go to the Elders of thy Church, and 
u at! ky thee open before them, that thou didſt feloniouſly un- 


bes that Cheſt, with wicked Intentions of Purloining : 


ſhall] 
chou (halt be excommunicated from the Congrega- 


e, to bon, thou Jezebel, and deliver'd over to Satan. 
me. 52ine. Verily, our Teacher will not Excommunicate 
„cb. ve, for taking the Spoils of the Ungodly, to cloath him; 


britis a judg'd Caſe amongſt us, that a marry'd Woman 


ions 
ay ſteal from her Huſband, to relieve a Brother. But 


ping. Jer thou may'ſt atone this Difference betwixt us; ve- 
what! nly, thou may eit. 


Hood. Now thou art tempting me again. Well, if [ 
had not the Gift of Continency, what might become of 
me? | | 
dale. The Means have been offered thee, and thou halt 
ed with the Heel: I will go immediately to the Ta- 


t Ca- 
37 the 
Ta | 


3 I 
* 5 OU 1 


e b. nacle of Mr. Limberham, and diſcover thee, O thou 
ee, in thy crocked Paths, [ Going. 
Sal Po Took. 
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Mood. Hold, good Landlady, not fo faſt; let me have 3 


Time to conſider on't; I may mollify, for Fleſh is frail. 


5 


An Hour or two hence we will confer together upon the WM * 
Premiſes. 1 

Saint. Oh, on the ſudden, I ſeel myſelf exceeding ick! 
Oh! oh! = : 


Mood. Get you quickly to your Cloſet, and fall to your 
Mirabilis; this is no Place for ſick People. Be gone, be 
one. | ö 
« Saint, Verily, I can go no farther, KF 
Wood. But you ſhall, verily. I will thruſt you down ! 
out of pure Pity. b 
Saint. Oh, my Eyes grow dim! my Heart quops, and \ 
my Back aketh! here | will lay me down, and reſt me. ; 
[Toarows herſelf ſuddenly down uon the Bed; Trickſy 1 
ſprieks, and riſes: Mrs. Brainſick riſes from undef 
the Bed in a Fright. N 
Woid. So! here's a fine Buſineſs! my whole Seraglo 
up in Arms! | 1 
Saint. So, ſo; if Providence had not ſent me hither, 
what Folly had been this Day committed ! | 
Trick. Oh the old Woman in the Oven! we both over- 
heard your pious Documents: Did we not, Mrs. Brainſiet? 
Mrs. Brain. Yes, we did over-hear her, and we will 


both teſtify againſt her. | of 
Mood. I have nothing to ſay for her. Nay, I told he ö 1 
her own; you can both bear me Witneſs. If a ſober] 0 
Man cannot be quiet in his own Chamber for her— } 0 
Trick. For, you know, Sir, when Mrs. Brain fich and I} a 
over-heard her coming, having been before acquainted} 
with her wicked Purpoſe, we both agreed to trap het 0 
in it. 
Mrs. Brain. And now ſhe would ſcape herſelf, ach _ 
cuſing us! but let us both conclude to caſt an Infamy 
upon her Houſe, and leave it. : 
Saint. Sweet Mr. Woodall, intercede for me, 0! ö 


mall be ruin'd. | 
Mood. Well ſor once, I'll be good-natur'd, and try m | 


Intereſt. Pray, Ladies, for my ſake, let this Buſineß ge 
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Trick. and Mrs. Brain. You may command us. _ 

Mood. For, look you, the Offence was properly to my. 
Perſon 3 and Charity has taught me to forgive my 
Enemies, I hope, Mrs. Saiutly, this will be a warning 
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o you, to amend your Life: I ſpeak like a Chriſtian, 


25 one that tenders the Welfare of your Soul. 

Saint, Verily, I will conſider. 

Mood. Why, that's well ſaid [ A/ade.] Gad, and fo 
muſt I too; for my People is diſſatisfy'd, and my Govern- 
ment in danger: But this is no Place for Meditation. 
Ladies, I wait on you, | [Exeunt.. 


DFO DRRWB ORDEAL 
ACT Iv. SCENE L 


Enter Aldo and Geoffery. 
Alda, D* patch, Geafery, diſpatch: The out-lying Punks 


will be upon us, ere 1 am in a Readineſs to 
zire Audience. Is the Office well provided? 

Geoff, The Stores are very low, Sir: Some Deily Pet- 
ticoats, and Manteau's we have; and half a dozen Pair 
of lac'd Shoes, bought from Court at ſecond Hand. 

Aldo. Before Gecrge, there's not enough to rig out a 
Mournival of Whores: They'll think me grown a meer 
Curmuò geon. Mercy on me, how will this glorious Trade 
be carry'd on, with ſuch a miſerable S:ock ! | 

Geoff, I hear a Coach already ſtopping at the Door. 

Aldo. Well, ſomewhat in Ornament for the Body, 
ſomewhat in Counſel for the Mind; one thing muſt help 
out another, in this bad World: Whoring muſt go on. 

Enter Mrs. Overdon, and her Daughter Pru. 

Mrs. Over. Aſk Blefiing, Pru: He's the belt Father 
you ever had. 

41%, Bleſs thee, and make thee a ſubſtantial, thriving 
Whore. Have your Mother in your Eye, Pra; tis good 
io follow good Example: How old are you, Pru? hold 
up your Head, Child, 

Pra, 


= x 
ET 
Te 2 


— 4 
— tabfta —— 


3 PAR 
-. + * 
2 — — — —— . — 1 
r — 7 — 
i © IE 5 * * = 
— — oxe ie 


Fs 


2 . . 
* 2 r 
—— ut emis 


1 


eve ry * 8 3 
- ————o —_— ä — * T - 
3 — 4 Lich aw. 5 
7 ST l , 1 8 


2 2 your 
. 


2 of 


wee P Q Ä ww wow 
Sn AY, g 


4E e e £4 


— J 1 


* 


— TTY r os as nr rn 0 fb Ae — 


* * 
* K 
* U > 4 > 
- " 
Pry 


= 


336 LiMBERHAM?: Or, 


Pru. Going o'my Sixteen, Father Aldo. Y 
Aida. And you have been initiated but theſe two Years M 
Lofs of Time, loſs of precious Time. Mrs, Owerdon, 1 
how much have you made of Pra, ſince the has been I 


Man's Meat ? ; BY 

Mrs. Over. A very ſmall Matter, by my Troth ; con. þ pr 
ſidering the Charges | have been at in her Education:! ty 
Poor Pru was born under an unlucky Planet; [ cee BW 
of a Coach for her. Her firſt Maiden-head brought me 
in but little: The weather-beaten old Knight that bought bu 
her of me, beat down the Price fo low; I held her at an me 
hundred Guineas, and he bid ten; and higher than pp 
thirty would not 11fe. Wi 


Aldo. A Pox of his unlucky Handſel: He can bu þ 
fumble, and will not pay neither. = 
Pru. Hang him; 1 could never endure him, Father: i, 
He's the filthieſt old Goat; - and then he comes every wi 
Day to our Houſe, and eats out his thirty A pil 
and at three Months end, he threw me off. fro 
Mrs. Over. And ſince then, the poor Child has dwind- bn 
led, and dwindled away: Her next Maiden- head br ougbt 
me but ten; and from ten ſhe fell to five; and at laſt to 
a ſingle Guinea: She has no luck ta Keeping; ; they all WM 
leave her, the more my Sorrow, Te 
Aldo. We muit get her a Huſband then in the City; | = 
they bite rarely at a ſtale Whore o' this end o' th' To-, WM 0 
new furbiſh'd up in a tawdiy Manteau. 0 
Mrs. Over. No: Pray let her try her Fortune a little MN an 
longer in the World firſt : By my Lroth, I ſhould be loch be 
to be at all this Colt, in her French, and her Singing, n 
to have her thrown away upon a Huſband. =. 
Aldo. Beſore Gerrge, there can come no good of your Wi 0 
Swearing, Mrs. Overdon Say your Prayers, Pru, and go 
dply to Church o' Sunday, you'll thrive the better all the WM i0 
Week. Come, have a good Heart, Child; I'll keep thee WM til 
myſelf: Thou ſhalt do my little Buſineſs; ; and Pl find Ws 
thee an able young Fellow to do thine. = 
Enter Mrs. Pad. =_ 
Daughter Pa; you are welcome: What, you have WF vi 


perform'd the laſt Chriſtian Office to your Keeper; 1 
44. 
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* you follow him up the heavy Hill to Tyburn. Have 
jou had never a buſineſs ſince his Death? 


% Mrs. Pad. No indeed, Father; never ſince Execution- 
een ey: che Night before, we lay together moſt lovingly in 

ale: and the next Morning he lift up his Eyes, and 
con- pepar'd his Soul with a Prayer, while one might tell 
bon: txenty ; and then mounted the Cart as merrily, as if he 
pair bid been going for a Purſe. | 


Aldo. You are a ſorrowful Widow, Daughter Pad; 


me 

ught bn take care of you: Geoffry, ſee her rigg'd out im- 
it an nediately for a new Voyage: Look in Figure g. in the 
than MW vpper Drawer, and give her out the flower d Zuftacorps, 


vi the Petticoat belonging to't. 

Mrs. Pad. Could you not help to prefer me, Father ? 

Ado. Let me ſee! let me fee! Before George, I have 
it, and it comes as pat too! Go me to the very Judge 
vio fate upon him; *tis an amorous, impotent old Ma- 
rifrate, and keeps admirably : 1 ſaw him leer upon you 
from the Bench: He'll tell you what's ſweeter than 
Strawberries and Cream, before you part. 


but! 
her: 
ver } | 


eas; 


»ind- 


ucht Enter Mrs. Termagant. 
iſt to Mrs Term, O Father, I think 1 ſhall go mad. 
y all] Aldo. You are of the violenteſt Temper, Daughter 


ſernagant]! When had you a Buſineſs Jaſt ? 


ity; Mrs. Term. The laſt 1 had was with young Caſter, that 


own, on of a Whore Gameiter: he brought me to Taverns, 

oda in young Cullies, while he bubbled 'em at Play: 
little And when he had pick'd up a conſiderable Sum, and 
loch WM Gou'd divide, the cheating Dog wou'd fink my Share, 


ad ſwear, Damn him, he won nct! ing. | 
ae. Unconſcionable Villain, to cozen you in your 
your en Calling! 
d co Wl Mrs. Term. When he loſes upon the Square, he comes 
1 the | tome Icuuelxi, g and Blooding; firſt beats me unmerci- 
thee Wi filly, and then ſqueezes me to the laſt Penny: He has 
| find esd me ſo, I'hat Gad forgive me, I cou'd almoſt for- 

Reer my Trade: The Rogue ſtarves me too: He made 

30 keep Lent laſt Year till Thilſuntide, and out fac'd me 
have ich Oaths, it was but Eaſter. And what mads me moſt, 
190 | L 
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I carry a Baſtard of the Rogue's in my Belly: And now . 
he turns me off, and will not own it. 1 
Mrs. Over. Lord, how it quops ! you are half a Ye; 
ne, Madam— { Laying her Hand on her Bell, I 
Mrs. Term. | feel the young Raſcal kicking already 
like his Father —— Oh, there's an Elbow thruſt 1 
out: I think in my Conſcience he's Palming and Top, : 
ing in my Belly; and practiſing for a Livelihood be. 
Fore he comes into the World. _ ſ 
Aldo. Geeffery, ſet her down in the Regiſter, that! may! 
provide her a Mid-Wife, a Dry and Wet Nurſe: When! NC 
you are up again, as Heav'n fend you a good Hour, 
we'll pay him off at Law !faith, You have him under! 
black and white, I hope. [ 
Mrs. Term. Yes, I have a Note under his Hand for 2000. 
Aldo. A Note under's Hand! that's a Chip in Porridge 


*tis juſt nothing. Look, Geofery, to the Figure 12, for ; 
old Half. ſhirts for Child-bed Linnen. A. 
Enter Mrs. Hackney, 8 


Juſtice, Father Ald, Juſtice. f " 
Aldo, Why, what's the matter, Daughter Hacknc ?} 
Hack. She has violated the Law of Nations; for Te-. 

ſterday ſhe inveigled my own natural C/ly from me, al | 

marry'd Lord, and made him falſe to my Bed, Father, | 
Term. Come you are an 1lliterate Whore : He's my] 

Lord now; and though you call him Fool, 'tis well! 

known he's a Critick, Gentlewoman. You never read |: 

a Play in all your Life; and I gain'd him by my Wi, 

and fo III keep him. = 
Hack. My Comfort is, I have had the beſt of bim; he F 

can take up no more, till his Father dies: And fo, much 
good may do you with my Cul! , and my Clap into the 

Bargain. | 
Allo. Then there's a Father for your Child, my Lord's 

Son and Heir by Mr. Cajter But henceforward to pre- 

ſerve Peace beiw:ixi you, I ord.1n, that you ſhall ply n9 

more in my Daughter Hactney's Quarters: Vou ſhall have 


the City, from // 4:7e-Chapel to Temple- Bar, — 
all 


Mrs. Hack. O, Madam Termagant, are you here ö 
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all have 10 Covent. Garden downwards: At the Play- 
touſes, fhe ſhall ply the Boxes, becauſe ſhe has the better 
fate; and you ſhall have the Pit, becauſe you can prat- 
je beſt out of a Vizor Mask. 

Mrs. Pad. Then all Friends, and Confederates : Now 
ers have Father Hide Delight, and ſo Adjourn the Houſe. 

Ado. Well ſaid, Daughter: Lift up your Voices, and 
ſng like Nightingaies, you Tory Rory Jades. Courage, 
| ky; as long as the merry Pence hold out, you ſhall 
none of you die in Shereditch. 

Enter Woodall. 

A hey, Boys, a hey! here he comes that will ſwinge 
you all ! down, you little Jades, and worſhip him; *tis 
the Genius of Whoring. 

Mod. And down went Chairs and Table, and out 
vent every Candle. Ho, brave old Patriarch in the mid- 
de of the Church Militant 1 Whores of all ſorts; Forkers 
and Ruin-taii'd : Now come I gingling in with my Bells, 
and fly at the whole Covey. 

Aldo, A hey, a hey, Boys, the Town's thy own ; 
burn, raviſh, and deſtroy. 

Mod. We'll have a Night on't; like Alexander, when 
he barnt Perſepolis: ue, fue, zue; point de quartier. 

He runs in amongft em, and they ſcuttle about the Room. 

Enter Saintly, Pleaſance, Judith, abt Broom-ftichs. 

Saint, What, in the miiſt of Sem] O thou Jewd 
young Man ! My Indignation boils over againſt theſe 
Farlots; and thus | ſweep 'em from out my Family. 

Pleaſ. Down with the Suburbians, down with 'em, 

Aldo. O ſpare my Daughters, Mrs. Saintly : Sweet 
Mrs. Plca/ance, ſpare my Fleſh and Blood. 

Niod. Keep the Door open, and help to ſecure the 
Retreat, Father: There's no Pity to be expected. | 

[The Mhores run out, follow'd by Saintly, Pleaſance, 
and Judith. 

Aldo, Welladay, welladay! one of my Daughters is 
big with Baſtard, and ſhe laid at her Ga/co:zs moſt unmer- 
fully! every Stripe ſhe had, 1 felt it: The fuit Fruit of 
Whoredom is irrecoverably loſt! 

I ood. 
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Weed. Make haſte, and comfort her. 


Aldo. | will, I will: And yet I have a vexations Bui. 5 Ceren 
neſs which calls me firſt another way: The Rogue, n_ Years 
Son, is certainly come over; he has been ſeen in 75 I Tat 
four Days ago! Mots 

Weogd. Tis impoſſible: : I'll not believe it. the Hl 

Aldo. A Friend of mine met his old Man Gies, this“ uk 
very Morning, in queſt of me; and Giles aſſur d hin, N 3 
his Maſter is lodg'd in this very Street. b by 

cod. in this very Street! how knows he that? 3 * 

Aldo. He dogg'd him to the Corner of it: And then 3 * 
my Son turn'd back, and threaten'd him. But l' find 0 , 
out Giles, and then PII make ſuch an Example of my : - 
Reprobate! Exit Aldo. 4 

Wood. If Giles be diſcover'd, I am undone! Why, Ce- F 7 
vaſe, where are you, Sirrah ! Hey, hey! 7 1 

Enter Gervaſe. ae 

Run quickly to that betraying Raſcal Giles, a Rogue, * 
who wou'd take Judas his Bargain out of his Hands, and 43 4 : 
under-ſell him: Command him ſtrictly to mew bimſ{cif yy 
up in his Lodgings, till farther Orders: and in cafe he nd ir 


be refractory, let him know, I have not forgot to kick 4 927 


and cudgel. That 1omento wou'd do well for you too, „. 
Surah. e 
Gerv. Thank your Worſhip, you have always Wen atio 
liberal of your Hands to me. n ole 
I/cod. And you have richly deſerv'd it. Fa 
Gerw. I will not ſay who has better deſerv'd it, of my 77; 
old Matter. 3 Barpa 
Weed, Away, old Fpictetus, about your Buſineſs, and Wi Vl, 
leave your muſty Morals, or | {hall = «6; 
Gerv. Nay, I] won't forfeit my own Wiſdom ſo far, MM 7, 
as to ſuffer for it. Reit you merry: I'll do my beil, and rey 
Heav'n mend all. | Exit. N Pe m 
Enter Saintly. 9 
Saint. Verity, I have waited till you were alone, and They 
am cone to rebuke you, out of the Leal of my Spirit. WM nom; 
Food. Tis the 89 51 tf Perſecotion ; Dioci fan, und 
Julian the {pojiate, wire but Types of thre. G 2t thCe L That 
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Years. 
Saint, All this is nothing, Sir; I am privy to your 


Plots; I'll diſcover 'em to Mr. Limberham, and make 
the Houſe too hot for you. 

Mood. What, you can talk in the Language of the 
World, I ſee! 

Saint, 1 can, I ean, Sir; and in the Language of the 
Fleſh and Devil too, if you provoke me to Deſpair: You 
nuf, and ſhall be mine, this Night. 

Mood. The very Ghoſt of Queen Diao in the Ballad. 
daint. Delay no longer, or 
acd. Or! you will not ſwear, I hope? 

Saint, Uds- Niggers, but I will; and that fo loud, that 
Mr. Linbierbam ſhall hear me. | 

Mood. Jas Niggers, I confels, is a very dreadful Oath : 
You cou'd lye naturally before, as you are a Fanatick : 
[f you can {wear ſuch Rappers too, there's hope of you; 
jou may be a Woman of the World in time. Well, 
jon ſhall be ſatisſy'd, to the utmoſt ng To-night, 
ind in your own Chamber. 

daint. Or, expect To- morrow 
Mord. All hall be aton'd ere then, Go, provide the 
Bottle of Clary, the Wegphalia Ham, and other Forti- 
cations of Nature; we ſhall ſee what may be done: what 
an od Woman muſt not be caſt away. Cu, ber. 
Saint. Then, verily, | am appeas'd, 

Wied. Nay, no relapſing into Verily; that's in our 
again, Look how ſhe u eeps for Joy! *Y'is a good old 
Hul, I warrant her. 

Saint, You wi' not fail? 

Mao d. Doſt thou think I have no Compaſſon for thy 
rey Hairs? Away, away ; our Love may be diicover'd ; 
Ve muit avoid Scandal; 'tis thy own Mlaxim. 

[ Z.xi7 Saintly. 
They are all now at Oubre; and Bra arnfice s Maid bas 
promid'd tO ſend! ner Nliſtte ss Up. 

. Eeter Pleatance. 

that Fury here gan! 
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Ceremonial Law, and haſt been aboliſh'd theſe twenty 
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Pleaſ. LAſidb. ] VII con er my proud Spirit, I'm re. nt 
ſolv'd on't, and ſpeak kindly to him. What, alone, Ide 
Sir! It my Company be rot troubleſome; or a tender t00, 
young Creature, as J am, may ſafely truſt herſelf with 
a Man of ſuch Proweſs, in Love Aﬀairs—lIt wonnot be. 3 

Wed. So! there's one Broad-ſide already: I mug] ; 
ſhear off. [464  Ifiic 

Pleaſ. What, you have been pricking up and dun 
here upon a cold Scent; but, at laſt, you have hit it off, 
it ſeems! Now for a fair View at the Wife or Miſtreſs ep 
up the Wind, and away with it: Heigh Touler ! — 1 
think I am bewitch'd, cannot hold. = ”/: 

E/oed. Your Servant, your Servant, Madam: I am = 
in a little haſte at preſent. (Gar 

Pleaſ. Pray refolve me firſt, for which of 'em you lie Pl; 
in Ambuſh; for, mcthinks, ycu have the Mien of af en 
Spider in her Den: Come, 1 know the Web is ſpread, : 
and who ever comes, Sir Crarzz: ſtands ready to dart out, why f 
Hale her in, and ſhed his Venom. FB 

I cod. Afde.] But ſuch a terrible Waſp, as ſhe, will | 
ſpoil the Snare, if I durſt tell her ſo. 1 

Pleaſ. Tis unconſcionably done of me, to debar you WM" 
the Freedom and Civilities of the Houſe, Alas, poor dime! 
Gentleman! to take a Lodging at ſo dear a rate, and not "te! 
to have the Benefit of his Bargain Miſchief on me, Head 
what needed I have ſaid that; FA p 

I/:04. The Dialogue will go no farther ; Farewel, gen- Vork 
tle, quiet Lady. Br: 

Phaſ. Pray ſtay a little; I'll not leave you thus. ee. 
rod. I know it; and therefore mean to leave you firſt. erer! 

Pleaſ. O, I ſind it now; you are going to ſet up your liece 
Bills, like a Love- Mo. antebaxle; for the peedy Cure of rt, ! 
d iſtreſſed Widows, old Ladies, and languithing Maids in ter 
the Green-ſickneſs: a Sovereign Remed y. (FP 

Wood. That laſt, for Maids, wou'd be thrown away: .“ 
Few of your Age are qualify'd for the Medicine. What] lu; 
the Devil wou'd you be at, Madam? Ln 

Pleaſ. I am in the humour of giving you good Coun- ; 


(cl, The Wife cau afford you but the Leavings of 221 og 
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nato awitty Man, as you think yourſelf, that's nauſeous: 
The Miſtreſs has fed upon a Fool ſo long, ſhe's Carrion 
bo, and Common into the Bargain. Wou'd you beat a 
Ground for Game in the Afternoon, when my Lord 
Mayor's Pack had been before you in the Morning? 

Mood. IJ had rather fit five Hours at one of his greaſy 
Feaſts, than hear you talk. | 

Pha}. Your two Miſtreſſes keep both Shop and Ware- 
jouſe; and what they cannot put off in Groſs, to the 
Keeper and the Husband, they ſell by Retail to the next 
(hance-cutomer, Come, are you edify'd ? 

Mocd. Im conſidering how to thank you for your Ho- 
nily: and to make a ſober Application of it, you may 
have ſome laudable Deſign yourſelf in this Advice. 

Pleaſ. Meaning, ſome ſecret Inclination to that amia- 
tle Perſon of yours? 

fied, I confeſs, I am vain enough to hope it: for 
wy thou'd you remove the two Diſhes, but to make me 
fl more hungrily on the third ? 

Pleaj. Perhaps, indeed, in the way of Honour — 

Maod. Paw, paw ! that Word Honour has almoſt turn'd 
ny Nomach ; it carries a villainous interpretation of Ma- 
tineny along with it. But, in a civil way, I could be 
wntent to deal with you, as the Church does with the 


Heads of your Fanaticks, offer you a luſty Benefice to 


top your Mouth; if fifty Guineas, and a Courteſy more 
yorth, will win you. | 

Pleaſ. Out upon thee ! fifty Guineas ! Doſt thou think 
1 fell myſelf? and at a Play-hovuſe price too? When 
ter! go, I go all together: no cutting from the whole 
pece; he who has me ſhall have the fag end with the 


et, I warrant him. Be ſausfy'd, thy Sheers ſhall never- 


ater into my Cloth. But, look to thyſelf, thou impu- 
(ent Belſgvagger: PN be reveng'd; I will. [ Exit. 

Hod. The Maid will give warning, that's my Com- 
fort; for ſhe is brib'd on my fide, I have another kind 
or Line to this Girl, than to either of the other 
haz but a Fanatick's Daughter, and the Nooſe of Ma- 


mmony, are ſuch intorable Terms! O, here ſe comes, 


Fo will {ell me better cheap. 


= Euter 
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Enter Mrs. Brainfick. , 

Mrs. Brain. How now, Sir? what Impudence js thi 2 
of yours, to approach my Lodgings? |. 


I ood. You lately honour'd mine: and 'tis the 1 rf Cards 
of a well-bred Man, to return your Viſit. jy eve 
Mrs. Brain. If I cou'd have imagin'd how baſe Mrs 
Fellow you had been, you ſhou'd not then have beef ; [did 1 
troubled with my Company. return! 
Ho:d. How could I gueſs, that you intended me UG R oy 

_ Favour, without firſt aequainting me ? ; ance, 
Mrs. Brain. Cou'd I do it, ungrateful as you are, wit AR 
more Obligation to you, or more Hazard to wy ald 
than by putting my Note into your Glove? Uu 
Wood. Was it yours then? I beliey'd it came frodf N pd 021 
Mrs. Tricky. 1 Br, 
Mrs. Brain. You wiſh'd it ſo; which made you {E jav'd 
ealily believe it. I heard the pleaſant Dialogue beta 7 
you, Wh 
I/cad. I am glad you did: for you cou'd not but ob = | 


ſerve, with how much care I avoided all Occaſions 1 Bro 


railing at you; to which ſhe urg'd me, like a malicif jour 
ous Woman, as ſhe was. Mir 
Mrs. Brain. By the ſame token, you vow'd and ſor ſich a 
never to look on Mrs. Brainjick ! Bre 
i ocd. But 1 had my Mental Reſervations in a Readil Mr 
neſs. I had vow'd Fidelity to you before; and there wen bly ur 
my ſecond Oath, i'faith: it vaniſh'd in a twinkling, and 
never gnaw'd my Conſcience in the leaſt. 
Mrs. Brain, Well, I ſhall never heaitily forgive youl br, 
Fad, Mithin. ] Mr. Brainfick, Mr. Brainfich, what i 
do you mean, to make my Lady loſe her Game thus oil 
Pray come back, and take vp her Cards again. | Br, 
Mrs. Brain. My Husband, as [ live! Well, for al the nz 
my Quarre! to you, ſtep immediately into that little dark | 0 
Cloſer : *tis for my. private Occaſions ;. there's no Loch 5 the 
but he winot Ray. \ dif 
Hod. Thus am I ever tantaliz'd ! [ces i u, . 
Enter Brainſick. ; Why, 
Brain, What, am I become your Drudge ? your Slave hearir 
the Property of all your Picalures ? Shall I, the 10 an ** 
| Mal. 7 


The KIND K EETPEA. 345 


alter of your Life, become ſubſervient; and the noble 
ame of Husband be diſhonour'd ? No, though all the 
ds were Kings and Queens, and Indies to be gain'd 
by every Deal 

Mrs. Brain. My Dear, I am coming to do my Doty, 
14d go up a little, (I whiſper'd you for what) and am 
Kturning immediately. 

Brain, Your Sex 1s but one Univerſal Ordure, a Nu- 
ance, and Incumbrance of that Majeſtick Creature, Man: 
et | myſelf am mortal too. Nature's Neceſſities have 
ald me up; produce your Utenſil of Urine. 

Mrs. Brain. is not in the way, Child; you may 
down into the Garden. 

Brain. The Voyage is too far: though the Way were 
d with Pearls and Diamonds, every Step of mine is 
necious, as the March of Monarchs. 

Mrs. Prain. Then my Steps, which are not ſo preci- 

bus, ſhall be imploy'd for you: I'll call up Judith. 

Brain. 1 will not dance Attendance. At the preſent, 

jour Cloſet ſhall be honour'd. 

Mrs. Brain. O Lord, Dear, *tis not worthy to receive 

ich a Man as you ate. 

Brain. Nature preſſes; I am in haſte, 

Mrs. Brain. He mult be diſcover'd, and I unavoida- 

by undone ! | fade, 
[Brainſick goes to the Door, and Woodall meets bim 

SHE 2 ters Out. 

Brain. Monkeur Ho: dall ! 

Mord. Sir, be gone, and make no Noiſe, or you'll 
oil all. 

Brain. Spoil all, quoth a! what does he mean, in 
lie name of Wonder ? 
Mood. [Taking him afide. |] Hark you, Mr. Brain/c#, 
i the Devil in you, that you and your Wife come hither, 
o diſturb my Intrigue, which you yourſelf ingag'd me 
u, with Mrs. Tie, to revenge you on Linberbam? 
Why, 1 had made an Appointment with her here; but 
bearing ſomebody come up, I retir'd into the Cloſet, 
til | was fatisfy'd 'twas not the Keeper. | 
Brain, But why this Intrigue in my Wife's Chamber? 
| ood, 
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od. Why, you turn my Brains, with talking to ma 5 


a Comp 
of your Wife's Chamber! de you lie in common: "ye 4 


ger in 


Wite and Husband, the Keeper and the Miſtreſs? BY 
Mrs. Brain. I am afraid they are quarrelling; pra eat 
Heaven I get off. . *I 
Brain. Once again, I am the Stan of this Place 5" 
Mr. Limberham is the Mogol of the next Manſion, 24 Bra 
Wood. Though I am a Stranger in the Houſe, t. uri 
impoſſible I ſhould be ſo much miſtaken: I ſay, this if 4] ſerma 
Limberham's Lodging. bra 
Brain. Vou wou'd not venture a Wager of ten od 4 
that you are not miſtaken ? 2 
Wood. Tis done: I'll lay you. Ple 
Brain. Who ſhall be Judge ? .. 
N oo Who better than your Wife ? She ww are he 
partial, becauſe ſhe knows not on which ſide you hae bow 
laid. 7 Lit 
Brain, Content. Come hither, Lady mine: whoſgWl 10d 
Lcdgings are theſe? who is Lord, and Grand Seigniogf da, 
. an 
Mrs. Brain. Aſide.] Oh, goes it there? Why ſhou'd ; omn 
you ask me ſuch a Queſtion, when every Body in the d 
Houſe can tell they are n'own Dears ? aue 
Brain. Now are you fatisfy'd ? Chitdren and pou Pl 
you know the Proverb Li 
Hood. Pox on me; nothing but ſuch a Poſitive Cord . 
comb as I am, wou 'd have laid his Money upon ſuch et 
odds; as if you did not know your own Locgings be 
ter than 1, at half a Day 's warning! And that whit if nult 


vexes me more than the Lois of my Money, is the Lol F. 


of my Adventore ! (ail. : tour 
Brain. It ſhall! be ſpent: We'll have a Treat =" it. ie 
This is a Fool of the firſt Magnitude. ; L 
Mrs. Brain. Let n'own Dear alone, to find a Fool out. hl! 
Euter Limberham. 2 


Linb Bully Erainfich, Pug has ſent me to you on an WM & 
Embaſſy, to bring you down to Cards again; ſhe's in Ml ben 
her Mulligrubs already; ſhell never forgive you the ith L 
Vel you Mon. *Is but loſing a little to her, out of ſet. 

Com- 1 
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Cnplaiſance, as they ſay, to a fair Lady: And what- 


ver de wins, Vil make up to you again in private. 

Brain. | wou'd not be that Slave you are, to enjoy the 
Treaſures of the Eaſt, The Poſſeſſion of Peru, and of 
M21, ſhou'd not buy me to the Bargain. 

limb. Will you leave your Perboles, and come then? 

Brain. No; for 1 have won a Wager, to be ſpent 
uriouſly at Long's; with Pleaſance of the Party, and 
ſenagant Tricky; and I will paſs, in Perſon, to the 
reparation : Come, Matrimony. 

[Exit Brainſick, Drs. Brain. 
Enter Saintly and Pleaſance. 

Plaſ. To him: I'll ſecond you: now for Miſchief! 

Saint. Ariſe, Mr. Limberham, ariſe; for Conſpiracies 
ne harch'd againſt you, and a new Faux is preparing to 
iow up your Happineſs. 

Linb. What's the matter, Landlady ? Pr'ythee ſpeak 
wod honeſt Erg/i/b, and leave thy Canting. 

Saint. Verily, thy Beloved 1s led aitray, by the young 
Man Voodall, that Veſſel of Uncleanneſs : | beheld them 
onmuning together ; ſhe feigned herſelf fick, und reti- 
rd to her Tent in the Garden-houſe; and I watched her 
lu going, and behold he follow'd her. 

Pleaſ. Do you ſtand unmov'd, and hear all this? 

imb. Before George, I am Thunder-ftruck ! 
0B pw: Take to thee thy Refolution, and avenge thy- 
el, 
bet Unb. But g ve me leave to conſider firlt: A Man 
ich nut do nothing raſhly. 
of Pa. 1 could tear out the Villain's Eyes, for diſho- 
xit buring you, while you ſtand conſidering, as you call it. 
it. fre you a Man, and ſuffer this? 

Linb. Ves, l am a Man; but a Man's but a Man, 
ju know: I am recollecting myſelf, how theſe things 
an be, 
an Saint. How they can be! I have heard em; I have 
in een em. 
all Linb. Heard 'em, and ſeen em! It may be ſo; but 

o: bet 1 cannot enter into this ſame Buſineſs : I am — 
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I muſt confets ; but the beſt i 15, I do not believe one an 
155 f 
Saint, Make haſte, and thine own Eyes ſhall teſtif 1 
gainſt her. * 
Limb. Nay, if my own Eyes teſtify, it may be 0-1 
But 'tis impoſſible however; for I am making a dettley { 


0 


ment upon her, this very Day. . Gt 
Pleaj. Look, and ſatisfy yourſelf, ere you make tha 
Settlement on ſo falie a Creature. WW 
Limb. But yet, if I ſhou'd look, and not find if W 
falſe, then I mult caſt in another hundred, to make hel "8 
Satisfaction. zich 
Plea}. Was there ever ſuch a meck, hen- heard ſn 
Creature ! nd | 
Saint. Verily, thou haſt not the Spirit of a on wu 
Chicken. 1 
Limb. Before George, but I have the Spirit of a Lion! er 
and 1 will tear her Limb from Limb if I cou'd be 1 
lieve it. 9 
Plraſ. Love, Jealouſy, and Diſdain, how the ey toil 
ture me at once! and: is inſenſible Creature were 9 ſr 
but in his Place — [To 417.] Think, that this very inf bo f 
ſtant e's yours no more: Now, now ſhe's giving ug Li 
herſelf, with ſo much Violence of Love, that if 1hund lan 
der roar'd ſhe cou'd not hear it. =. 
Limb. | have been wl.etting all this while: They ſhall Iric 
be ſo taken in the Manner, that Mars and Venus all 4 Ih 
nothing to 'em. tt! 
Pied]. Make haſte; go on then. | k.lor 
Limb. Yes, | will goon; — and yet my Mind 3 3 
gives me plag u ly. | - 
Saint. Agaln back lliding! al 
Plea}. Have you no Senſe of Honovr in you? A 
Limb. Well, tlonour is Honour, ard I mutt £0: Pati 20 
] ſhall never get me ſuch another Pas again! O, raf C 
Heart * my poor tender Heart! *tis juſt breaking with uf 
J : 
Pug's Unkindaehs ! (They drag 3 cat + 
L 
S C E N bn 
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CEN E II. Woodall and Trickſy diſcover a 
in the Garden honſe. 


Enter Gervaſe to then. 


Gio. Make haſte, and ſave yourſelf, Sir; the Ene- 
17s at Hand; I have diſcover'd him from the Corner, 
dere you ſet me Sentry. 

Weed, Who 1s't ? 

Cerw. Who ſhou'd it be, but Limberham ? arm'd 
with a two-Hand Fox. O Lord, O Lord! 

Nick, Enter quickly into the Still-houſe both of you, 


488 
Wo. 
* 


e ad leave me to him: There's a Spring- lock within, to 
ben it when we are gone. 

oon. Well, I have won the Party and Revenge how- 

er: A Minute longer, and I had won the Tout. 

1 3 [ T hey go in © She locks the Door. 


Enter Limberbam, with a great Sword. 
Limb. Diſloyal Pug. : 
Trick, What Humour's this ? you're drunk it ſeems : 
bo ſleep. | 


Linb, Thou haſt robb'd me of my Repoſe for ever: 


tors 
ere! 


1 lan like Macbeth after the Death of gdod King Dur- 
s.; methinks a Voice ſays to me, Sleep no more; 
n % bas murder'd Sleep. 


bes 7 Now 1 find it: You are willing to fave your 
WJ cttlement, and are ſent by ſome of your wife Coun- 
kllors, to pick a Quarrel with me. | . 
Linb, I have been your Cully above theſe ſeven Years ; 
but, at laſt my Eyes are open'd to your Witchcraft: And 
naulgent Heav'n has taken Care of my Preſervation — 
n ſhort, Madam, I have found you out; and to cut off 
7. breembles, produce your Adulterer. 
nM Tr. If I have any, you know him beſt : You are the 
nne Ruin of my Reputation. But if I have diſhonour'd 
WM") Family, for the Love of you, methinks you ſhould 
ebe laſt Man to upbraid me with it. 
Unb. Jam ſure you are of the Family of your abo- 
NC able great Grandam Exe; but produce the Man, or, 
* my Father's Soul 


Veit, IV. 2 Trick. 
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Trick. Still Jam in the Dark. - 
Limb. Yes, you have been in the Dark; I kngy, it J 
But I ſhall bring you to Light immediately, - 
Trick. You are not jealous. 95 
Limb. No; I am too certain to be jealous: But vol 
have a Man here, that ſhall be nameleſs; let me {ee bini 
Trick. Ob, if that be your Buſineſs, you had beſt 6e 
And when you have weary'd yourſelf, and ſpent youll 
idle Humour, you may find me above, in my Chambenſ 
and come to aſk my Pardon. [Gringh 
Limb. You may go, Madam; but I ſhall beſeech you 
Ladyſhip to leave the Key of the Still-houſe Door bel 
hind you: I have a Mind to ſome of the Sweet-meat 
you have lock'd up there; you underſtand me. No 
for the old Dog-trick ! you have loſt the Key, I knowl 
already, but I am prepar'd for that ; you ſhall know you 
have no Fool to deal with. 4 
Trick. No; here's the Key: Take 1 in and ſatisfy youl 
fooliſh Curioſit ty. 
Linh. [ Aſide.] This Confidence amazes me if og 
two Giples have abus'd me, and l ſhou'd not find hig; 
there now, this would make an immortal Quarrel. 
Trick. [ Afiae.] | have put him to a ſtand. . 
Limb. Hang't, 'tis no matter; I will be ſatisfy'd: Ii 
comes to a Rupture, | know the way to buy my Peace 
Pur, produce tr 24 Key. f 
Te: K. [Takes 11% about the Neck. My Dear, I have! 
for you; Come, and kiſs me. Why w ou'd you be ſo * 
kind to ſuſpect my Faith now? when T have forſaken all 
the World for you—[ Xifs again] But I am noi in thf 
mood of quarreliing To-night ; I take this Jealouſy tif 
beſt way, as the Effect of your Vaſſion. Come up, ang 
we'll go to Bed together, and be Friends. [ K:/s again 
Limb. Aſide.] Bug's ina pure Humour To night, an "1 
twould vex a Man to loſe it; but yet I muſt be {atisfy'd 
And theretore upon mature Cons . give me wu 
R Ey. 3 
Track. You are reſo!ly' Athen? 5 
Limb. Yes, | am reivly'd ; for J have ſworn to my 
ef by Styx And that's an irrey ocable Oath, 
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There's the Key. 


[Gives it him. 

Linb, Why, that's a loving Pg; I will prove thee 
Innocent immediately: And that will put an End to all 
Controverſies betwixt us. 

Trick, Yes, it ſhall put an End to all our Quarrels : 
Farewel for the laſt time, Sir, Look well upon my 
Fice, that you may remember it; for, from this time 
farward, I have ſworn it os. too, that you ſhall 
vever ſee it more. 


Limb. Nay, but hold a little, Pug. What' s the Mean- 
ing of this new Commotion ? 

Trick. No more; but ſatisfy your fooliſh Fancy, for 
rou'are Maſter : And beſides, J am willing to be juſtify'd, 

Limb. Then you ſhall be juſtify'd. | 

[ Puts the Key in the Door. 

Trick, I know I ſhall ; Farewel. 

Limb. But, are you ſure you ſhall ? 

Trick. No, no, he's there: You'll find him up in the 
Chimney, or behind the Door; or, it may be, crouded 
into ſome little Galley-Pot. 

Limb. But you will not leave me, if I ſhou'd look? 
Trick, You are not worth my Auſwer : I am gone. 
oi 28 Out. 
Limb. Hold, hold, divine Pag, and let me recollect 
a little This is no time for Meditation neither: While 
| celiberate, the may be gone, She muſt be Innocent. 
7 (he could never be ſo conitdent and careleſs Sweet 
Pig, forgive me. [ Kreeds. 

Frick. I am provok'd too far. 

Lins, "Tis the Property of a Goddeſs to forgive. Ac- 
cept of this Oblation; with this humble Kiſs, I here 
preſent it to thy fair Hand: I conclude thee Innocent 
without looking, and depend wholly upon thy Mercy. 

{ Offers the Key, 
The Lodgings are you 


351 
Trick, Now, ſee your Polly : 


Trick. No, keep it, Keep it: 
5 


Liub. If I ſhou'd keep it, I were unworthy of For- 


wir enzis: I will no longer hold this fatal Inſtrument of 
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Trick. [Taking it.] Riſe, Sir: I will endeavour to over- 5 5 
come my Nature, and forgive you ; for I am ſo ſcrupy- BY 
louſly nice in Love, that it grates my very Soul to be Bl 
ſuſpeRed : Yet, take my Counſel, and ſatisfy yourſelf.“ 6 

Limb. I would not be ſatisfy'd, to be Poſſeſſor of Po. Pact 
toi, as my Brother Brain/ic& ſays. Come, to Bed, dear hg. 
Pug. Now would I not change my Condition, to be an , 
Eaftern Monarch. [ Exeunt for 

Euter Woodall and Gervaſe. 3 ion 

Ger. O Lord, Sir, are we alive! 3 po 


Wood. Alive! why, we were never in any danger: 
Well, ſhe's a rare Manager of a Fool ! AY 
| Gd 


Gerv. Are you diſpos d yet to receive good Counſel? 
has Affliction wrought upon you? | I 

Mood. Yes, I muſt aſk thy Advice in a moſt impor- 
tant Buſineſs : I have promis'd a Charity to Mrs. Saint/y, 
and ſhe expects it with a beating Heart a-bed : Now, 
J have at preſent no running Cath to throw away, my! 
ready Money is all paid to Mrs. Tr:c4/y, and the Bill) 


"of 
* 
7 
S 


$29.5 
$55 Ges 
6 3 


5 ik 


— 


8 


is drawn upon me for To-night. | . 
Gerv, Take Advice of your Pillow. = 
Weed. No, Sirrah, ſince you have not the Grace to Ni 

offer yours, I will for once make uſe of my Authority, | : 

and command you to perform the foreſaid Drudgery inf _ 
my Place. | bool 
Gerv. Jookers, I cannot anſwer it to my Conſcience. WM « 
cod. Nay, an your Conſcience can ſuffer you to y 

ſwear, it {hall ſuffer you to lye too: | mean in this Senſe.] 2 

Come, no Denial, you mult do it; ſhe's rich, and theres Cat 

a Proviſion for your Life. bo 
Gerwy. 1 beſcech you, Sir, have pity on my Soul. | 0 
cod. Have you pity of your Body: There's all the! U 

Wages you muit expect, YM jou 
Gery. Well, Sir, you have perfuaded me: I will ame 7; 

my Conſcience with a Refolution of making her an ho- t 

nourable amends by Marriage; for To-morrow Morning] | 

a Parſon ſhall authorize my Labours, and turn Forniza-WI jj... 

tion into Duty. And moreover, I wil! enjoin myicilWI bin 


by way of Penance, not to touch her for ſeven Nights 
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I %. Thou wert predeſtinated for a Huſband I ſee, 
by that natural Inſtinct: As we walk, I will inſtruct thee 
bon to behave thyſelf, with Secreſy and Silence. 

G:rw. I have a Key of the Garden, to let us out the 
pack-way into the Street, and ſo privately to our Lodg- 
ig. 
2 'Tis well: I'll plot the reſt of my Affai-s a- bed; 
for 'tis reſolv'd that Limberbam ſhall not wear Horns 
one: And I am impatient till I add to my Trophy the 


Spoils of Brarnfich, [ Excurt.. 
e re kec r RR 
eee e e 


ACF-Y SEMMMAS £ 


Enter Woodall and Judith, 
Jud. WI. you are a lucky Man! Mrs. Brainfich 


is Fool enough to believe you wholly inno- 
cent; and that the Adventure of the Garden-houſe laft 
Night, was only a Viſion of Mrs. Saiztly's. 

Mood. I knew, if I cou'd once ſpeak with her, all 
would be ſet right immediately ; for, had I been there, 
look you 

Jud. As you were, moſt certainly. 

Mood. Limberham muſt have found me out: that Fe- 
fa-fum of a Keeper would have ſmelt the Blood of a 
Cuckold-maker : They ſay, he was peeping and putting 
about in every Cranny. 

Jud. But one, Vou muſt excuſe my Unbelief, though 
Mrs, Brainſic is better ſatisfied. She and her Huſband, 
you know, went out this Morning to the New Exchange - 
There ſhe has given him the ſlip ; and pretending to call 
at her Taylor's, to try her Stays for a new Gown 

Wood. J underſtand thee. She fetch'd me a ſhort Turn, 
like a Hare before her Muſe, and will immediately run 


hither to Covert ? 
Q 3 Jud. 


A 1 
1 . ora Is, ů 2 * 
1 _ A a m7 * 2 ASS — „ 
8 _ 
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enough at the Exchange; but, locking behind me, as [| 


will certainly go a ſantring again. 
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broad. and you may have time 
Weed. To take in the Horn-work. 


with Father Aldo, to compleat her Settlement; my 


Landlady is ſafe at her Morning Exerciſe, with my Man | q 


Gervaſe, and her Daughter not ſtirring: the Houle is our . 
own, and Iniquity may walk bare-fac'd. 

Jud. And, to make all ſure, I am ordered to be from 
Home. When I come back again, I ſhall knock at your 
Door, with Speak Brother, ſpeak ; 1s the Deed done? 7 

Singing. : 

Mood. Long ago, long ago; and then we come "(vel out 
together. Oh, I am raviſh'd with the Imagination on't! 

Jud. Well, J muſt retire; Good-morrow to you, Sir. I 

Exit. 

Mood. Now do I humbly conceive, that this with 1 
in Matrimony, will give me more Pleaſure than the for- 
mer: for your coupled Spaniels, when they are once let 
looſe, are afterwards the higheſt Rangers. 3 

Enter Mrs, Brainſick running. q 

Mrs. Brain. Oh dear Mr. Goodall, what ſhall I do? 

Wood. Recover Breath, and I'll inſtruct you in the next | 
Chamber. 

Mrs. Brain. But my Huſband follows me at Heels, 

Wood, Has he ſeen you? 4 

Mrs. Brain. 1 hope not: I thought I had left him ſure Þ 


entered into the Houſe, I ſaw him walking a round rate 
this way. N 

Nood. Since he has not ſeen you, there's no Danger; 
you need but flep into my Chamber, and there well! 
lock ourſelves up, and transform him in a twinkling. | 

Mrs. Brain. I had rather have got into my own; but! 
Judith is gone out with the Key, I doubt. ö 

Mood. Ves, by your Appointment. But ſo much the 
better; for when the Cuckold finds no Company, he 
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Mrs. 


Jud. Ves, but becauſe your Chamber will be leaf fl. 
picious, ſhe appoints to meet you there: that, if ml = 
Huſband ſhould come back, he may think her {fil} a. 9 


It happens as 1 
wiſh: for Mrs. 7r:c4/zy, and her Keeper, are gone out 
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Mrs, Brain. Make haſte then. | 

Word. immediately, —— Voes to open the Door haſtily, 
at breaks his Key.] W ne matter here? the Key 
urns round, and will r, n! As I hve, we are un- 
ne! with too much . is broken! 

Mrs. Brain, Then Ia t; for I cannot enter into 
ny OWN, 

Teed. This next Room is Limberham's, See! the 
Noor's open; and he and his Miſtreſs are both abroad. 

Mrs. Brain. There's no Remedy, I muſt venture in: 
fr his knowing I am come back fo ſoon, muſt be cauſe 
«Jealouſy enough, if the Fool ſhould find me. 

2 [Looking in.] See there]! Mrs. Trick/ey has left 
her Indian Gown upon the Bed; clap it on, and turn 
jour Back 3 he will eaſily miltake you for her, if he 
hou'd look in upon you. 
ir. Mrs. Brain. 11] put on my Vizor-maſk however, for 
it, WM nore ſecurity. [No.] Hark! I hear him. {Gees in. 
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<6 Enter Brainfick, 
or. WM rain. What, in a muſty muling, Monſieur Yoda! / 


let Let me enter into the Affair. 

oed. You may gueſs it, by the Poſt J have taken up. 

= 5r:. O, at the Door of the Damſel Tr:c4/:y / your 
> Bulineſs is known by your Abode : as the Poſture of a 
ext Wl Porter before a Gate, denotes to what Family he be- 

boss. {Looks in.] Tis an Aff ignation I ſee: for vonder 
_ Witt ttands, with her Back toward me, dreſt up jor the 
Puel, with all the Ornaments of the £of, Now tor he 


ure Judges of the Field, to 1 th ie Sun and Wind be- 


; [WM (bike the Combatants, and a tcaring Trumpeter to ſound 
ate f the Charge. 
: Loo. 'Tis a private Quarrel, to be decided without 


er; Ceconds; and therefore you would do me a favour is 
e1| WM bithcrawy. 
Derain. Your Limberb1m is nearer than you imagine: 


but left him almoſt entring at the Door. 
Vea. Plague of all Im pertinent Cuckolds: they are 
the erer troubleſume to us honeſt Lovers: fo intrudi ing! 


he Brain. They are indeed, where their Company is not 
WM (curd, 
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Errand home, to come to me! 


Brain. "is unconſcionably done of him, But you 014118 
not adjourn your Love for this; the Brain/ick has an ai 
cendant over him: I am your Guarantztee; he's doom'd 


„Cuckold, in diſdain of Deſtiny. : 
/Focd. What mean yoa ? Z 
Brain. To Rand before the Door with my brandiq\'gf 

Blade, and defend the Entrance: He dies, upon the Point, 


it he approaches. 4 
I vod. If I durſt truſt it, *tis Heroick. 4 
rain. Tis the Office of a Friend: I'll do't. I 
i} cad. | fide.) Should he know hereafter his Wife! 

were here, he wou'd think I had enjoy'd her, though [3 

had not: *tis beſt venturing for. ſomething. He takes 

Pains enough o'conſcience for his Cuckoldom ; and, bye 

my Troth, has earn'd it fairly. — But, may a Man ven-“ 

ure upon your Promiſe ? „ 
Brain. Bars of Braſs, and Doors of Adamant, cod 

not more ſecure you. I 
Nod. I know it; but ſtill gentle Means are beſt: You 

may come to Force at laſt, Perhaps you may wheedle 

him away: Tis but drawing a Trope or two upon him. 
Brain, He ſhall have it: with all the Artillery off 

Eloquence. 1 
Weed. Ay, ay; your Figure breaks no Bones. With 

your good leave.— — [ Goes in. 
Brain. Thou haſt it, Boy. Turn to him, Madam; to 

her Woodall: and St. George for merry England. Tan ta 
ra ra ra, ra ra] Dub, a dub, dub; Tan ta ra ra ra. 


Enter Limberham. 3 

Limb. How now, Bully Brain/ict / What, upon the Tan 
ta ra, by yourſelf ? 1 
Brain. Clangor, Taratantara, Murmur. 9 
Limb. Commend me to honeſt Lingua Franca. Why, 
this is enough to ſtun a Chriſtian, with your Hebreaw, and | 
your Greek, and ſuch like Latin. I 
Brain. Out, Ignorance! I 
Limb. Then Ignorance by your leave; for I muſt m_ 3 
Aro 


Hood. Sure he has ſome Tutelar Devil to guard i 5 
Brows ! juſt when ſhe had bobb'd him, and made an 
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| Brain. Why in ſuch haſte ? the Fortune of Greece de- 
ends not on't. 

Lind. But Pug's Fortune does: that's dearer to me 
than Greece, and ſweeter than Ambergriſe. 
= 3Brain. You'll not find her here. Come, you are jea- 
bos: you're haunted with a raging Fiend, that robs you 
your ſweet Repoſe. | 

Linb. Nay, and you are in your Perbole's again! 
Look you, *tis Pug is jealous of her Jewels; ſhe has 
ft the Key of her Cabinet behind; and has deſir'd me 
o bring it back to her. 

Brain. Poor Fool ! he little thinks ſhe's here before 
lim! Well, this Pretence will never paſs on me ; for [ 
live deeper into your Affairs; you are jealous. But, ra- 
ther than my Soul ſhou'd be concern'd for a Sex fo in- 


fonificant Ha! the Gods! If I thought my proper 
yi Vife were now within, and proſtituting all her Trea- 
u. bes to the lawleſs Love of an Adulterer, I wou'd ſtand 


ö intrepid, as firm, and as unmov'd, as the Statue of a 
d Roman Gladiator. 

Lib. (In the ſame tone.] Of a Roman Gladiator! 
bu Now are you as mad as a March Hare; but am in hafte, 
le o return to Pug - yet, by your favour ; I will firſt ſe- 
n. cure the Cabinet. 
of Brain. No, you mult not. 

Limb. Muit not ? what, may not a Man come by 
th jou, to look upon his own Goods and Chattels, in his 
1. 077 Chamber? 
to Brain, No, with this Sabre I defy the Deſtinies, and 
fl Gm up the Paſſage with my Perſon; like a rugged Rock, 

© po;'d againſt the Roaring of the Boiſterous Billows. 

bor Jealouſy ſhall have no courſe through me, though 
nM botentates and Princes — 

Lind. Pr'ythee what have we to do with Potentates 


ad Princes ? Will you leave your Troping, and let me 
„bas? | 
Jl rain. You have your utmoſt Anſwer, 


Linib. If this Maggot bite a little deeper, we ſhall 

4 have you a Citizen of Beth lem yet ere Dog-days. Well, 
ll | Gay little ; but I'll tell Pag on't. [ Exit, 
= Q 5 Brains 
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off, march oft upon the Spur, ere he can reach you. 


—— —— 
8 — 
* 1 1 22 . 2 
: 2 [FX 


358 L1MBERHAM! Or, 9 
Brain, She knows it already, by your favour —_ 9 

[ Knocking, Þ 
Sound a Retreat, you loſty Lovers, or the Enemy will! . 
Charge you in the Flank, with a freſh Reſerve : March 


Tri, 
ed an 
Manor 
Ho. 
Enter Woodall. a 

Mocd. How now, Baron Teil-click, is the Pallige | 1 
clear? 8 
Brain. Clear as a Level, without Hills or Woods, and 4 neſs ti 
void of Ambuſcade. 177 
I vod. But Limberham will return immediately, when“ aint 
he finds not his Miſtreſs where he thought he left her, bels, 
Brain. Fri? -naſhip, which has done much, will yet do 4 
more. [Shows a K y.] With this Paſs par tout, I will! 
inſtantly conduct her to my own Chamber, that ſhe may 
out-face the Keeper, ſhe has been there; and when my 
Wife returns, who is my Slave, I will lay my Conjugal | 
Commands upon her, to afarm, they have been all this 
time together. | 
Weed. I ſhall never make you amends for this Kind.! 
neſs, my dear Patron but wou'd it not be better, if you 
wou'd take the pains to run after Limberbam, and flop Fx 
him in his way eie he reach the Place where he thinks and ti 
he left his Miſtreſs ; then hold him in Diſcourſe as long to ſer 
as post :bly you can, till you gueſs your Wife may be bn 
return'd, that ſo they may appear together ? 1 
Brain. | warrant you: laifiz faire a Marc Autorie, 
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W 2 Now, acam, you may venture out in latety, | bait 

s. Brain. | Fut ing] Pray Heav'n | may. [| Noe. 0 In th 
3255 Jar k! I hear Juguh's Voice; it happen wel f dune 
that ihe's return'd: {lip into your Chamber immedi- fe 
ately, and ſend back the Gown. ] Oh, | 
Mrs. Brain, Iwill: but are not you a wicked Man | can 

to put me into all this Danger ? FX wt | Want 
Weed. Let what can happen, my Comfort is, at icail, f Fe 

| have enjoy'd - But this is no Place for Conſideration. | 3 0 
Be jogging, good Mr. 1/edall, cut of this Family, while 
von Are wel] z ans go Plant in ſome other Country, 
where your Virtucz are not ſo famous, { Going: if 
ZH 
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Enter Trickſy, vit a Box of V Titings, 
Trick, What, wandring up and down as if you want- 
h an Owner? Do you know that Þ am Lady of the 
Manor; and that all Wafts and Strays belong to me! 
ogd. L have waited for you above an Hour; but 
yer Bacon's Head has been lately ſpeaking to me, that 
ſine is paſt, In a Word, your Keeper has been here, 
ind will return immediately; we muſt defer our Happi - 
neſs till ſome more favourable Time. | 


_— 


zoainft himſelf, by this Settlement; the next time he re- 
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: bels, he gives me a fair Occaſion of leaving him for ever. 
# Nod. But is this Conſcience in you? not to let him 


hve his Bargain, when he has paid fo dear for't ? 
Trick. You do not know him: he muſt perpetually be 
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* ; 
be ill, or he inſalts. Beſides, I have gain'd an abſolute 
F Dominion over him : he mult not ſee, when I bid him 


zink. If you argue after this, either you love me not, 
or dare not. 

cd. Go in, Madam: I was never dar'd before. III 
bat Scout a little, and follow you immediately. [Trick. 
2s in.] 1 find a Miſtreſs is only kept for other Men: 
aid the Keeper is but her Man, in green Livery, bound 
o ſerve a Warrant for the Doe, whene'er ſhe pleaſes, or 
z in Seaſon, 

Enter Judith ut the Night- Gœaun. 
Jud. Still you're a lucky Man! Mr. Bralnſich has 


K 
966... Si 33 EN 


1 
1 
2 


£ 

„ been exceeding honourable : he ran, as if a Legion of 
„alis had been at his Heels, and overtook Limber bam 
„ in the Street. Here, take the Gown ; lay it where you 
Land it and the Danger's over. 


Mocd. Speak ſoftly : Mrs. Trici/y is return'd. | Looks in.] 
Oh, he's cone into her Cloſet, to lay vp her Writings : 
can throw it on the Bed, ere ſhe perceive it has been 
Wanting — [7 brows it iu. 

Jud. Every Woman wou'd not have done this for you, 
Which I have done. 

Hood. 1 an ſenſible of it, little Judit“: there's a time 
to coe ſhall pay for all. J hear her returning: not 
a Word; away. Exit Judith. 
Re cher 


Trick. J fear him not; he has this Morning arm'd me 
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LIBER HAM: Or, 
Re-enter Trickſy. 


Trick. What, is a ſecond Summous needful ? my Faq g 
vours have not been ſo cheap, that they ſhou'd flick pol 4 


my Hands. It ſeems, you llight your Bill of Fares be 
cauſe you know it : or fear to be invited to your Loſs 

Mood. I was willing to ſecure my Happineſs from In 
terruption: A true Soldier never falls upon the Plunder 
while the Enemy is in the Field. 

Trick. He has been ſo often baffled, that he proyg 
contemptible. Were he here, ſhou'd he ſee you enterſ | 
into my Cloſet ; 

Food. You are like to be put upon the Trial, for 7 
hear his Voice. 

Trick. Tis ſo: go in, and mark the Event now: 4 
but as unconcern'd, as you are ſafe, and truſt him ol 
my Management. 1 

NJood. | muſt venture it: becauſe to be ſeen here 
wou'd have the ſame Effect, as to be taken within. Yet 
I doubt you are too confident, He goes in. 

Euter Limberham and Brainſick. \ 

Limb. How now, Pug ? return'd ſo ſoon ! | 

Trick, When I ſaw you came not for me, I was lol 
to be long without you. 

Linb. But which way came you, that T ſaw you not?} 

Trice. The back way; by the Garden-door. 

£inb, How long have you been here? ö 

Trick. Juſt come before you. 

Limb. O then all's well. For, to tell you true, Pag, 
T had a kind of villanous Apprehenfion that you had} 
been here longer; but whate'er thou ſay'ſt is an Oracle, 
ſweet Pug, and I am ſatisfy'd. 

Brain. L Alide.] How infinitely ſhe gulls him! and fel 
ſo ſtupid not to find it! [To her.] If he be ſtill within, 
Madam, (you know my meaning ?) here's Bilbo _— 
to forbid your Keeper Entrance. 

Trick, ¶ Aſide.] Weodall muſt have told him of our| 
Appointment. What think you of walking Gown] 
Mr. Limberham ? 

Linb, Lil but viſit the Chamber a little firſt, 
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7rick, What new Maggot's this? you dare not ſure 
be jealous! 

Iimb. No, I proteſt, ſweet Pug, I am not: only to 
ſatisfy my Curioſity; that's but reaſonable, you know. 

Trick, Come, what fooliſh Curioſity ? 

Limb. You muſt know, Pug, I was going but juſt now, 
in obedience to your Commands, to enquire of the health 
and ſafety of your Jewels, and my Brother Brainſick moſt 
barbarouſly forbade me Entrance: (nay, I dare accuſe 
you, when Pug's by to back me; but now I am reſolv'd 
will go ſee em, or ſome body ſhall ſmoak for't. 

Brain. But I reſolve you ſhall not, if ſhe pleafes to 
command my Perſon, I can comply with the Obligation 
of a Cavalier. : 

Trick. But what Reaſon had you to forbid him then, 
dir? 

Limb. Ay, what Reaſon had you to forbid me then, Sir? 

Brain. Twas, only my Caprichio, Madam. (Now 
moſt I ſeem ignorant of what ſhe knows full well.) 

Trick. We'll enquire the Cauſe at better leiſure: Come 
down, Mr. Limberbam. 

Limb. Nay, if it were only his Caprichio, T am ſa- 
it'd ; though I muſt tell you, I was in a kind of Haff, 
to hear him Tan ta ra, ten tara, a quarter of an Hour 
topether ; for Tan ta ra is but an odd kind of Sound, 
you know, before a Man's Chamber, 

Enter Pleaſance. 

Pleaſ. | Aſide.] Fudith has aflur'd me he muſt be 
there ; and, I'm reſolv'd, I'll ſatisfy my Revenge at 
any rate upon my Rivals. 

Trick. Mrs. Pleaſance is come to call us: pray let us go. 

Pleaſ. Oh dear, Mr. L::berham, I have had the 
dreadfull'ſt Dream To-night, and am come to tell it 
you ; I dream'd you left your Miſtreſs's Jewel's in your 
Chamber, and the Door open. 

Linb, Tn good time be it ſpoken; and ſo I did, Mrs, 
Pleaſanc e. 

Pleaſ. And that a great ſwinging Thief came in, and 
whipt 'em out. | 
Link, Marry, Hea/'n forb id. 

ä Trick, 
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Trick. This is ridiculous : I'll ſpeak to your Mother, s 


Madam, not to ſuffer you to eat ſuch heavy Suppers. 
Limb. Nay, that's very true; for, you may remember, 


are very heavy Meat, as Pug ſays. 
Trick. The Jewels are all ſafe; I look'd on em. 
Brain, Will you never ſtand corrected, Mrs. Pla. 
ance © 
Plea). Not by you; correct your Matrimony. And! 
methought of a ſudden, this Thief was turn'd to Mr. 
I codall; and that, hearing Mr. ZLimberham come, be 
flipt for fear into the Cloſet. 
Trick. I look'd all over it; I'm ſure he is not there. 
Come away, Dear. 3 
Brain. What, I think you are in a Dream too, Bro- 
ther Limberham. : 
Limb. It her Dream ſhou'd come out now! tis good 
to be ſure however. 3 
Trick, You are ſure: have not I ſaid it? You had be: f 
make Mr. V dall a Thief, Madam. | 
Pleaſ. I make him nothing, Madam: but the Thie | 
in my Dream wes like Mr. Weedall; and that Thief 
have made Mr. Limber bam ſomething. 1 
Linb. Nay, Mr. Woodall is no Thief, that's certain: 
but if a Thief ſhou'd be turn'd to Mr. Woodall, that may 
be ſomething. 
Trick. Then I'll fetch out the Jewels: will that ſatizfy | 
you ? : 
Brain. That ſhall fatisfy him. 
Limb. Yes, that ſhall ſatisfy me. ; 
Pieaſ. Then you are a Predeſtinated Fool, and {ome- 
what worſe, that ſhall be nameleſs: do you not lee how | 
oroſly ſhe abuſes you? My Life ont, there's ſomebody 
within, and ſhe knows it; otherwiſe ſhe would {uiter | 
you to bring out the Jewels. 
Limb. Nay, I am no predeſtinated Fool; and there- 
fore, Pug, give way. 
Trick. 1 will not ſati-fy your Elumour, | 
Limb. Then I will ſatisfy it myſelf; for my generous | 
Blood is up, and I'll force my Eutrance, ö 
Bain | 
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brain. Here's Bilbo then ſhall bar you: Atoms are not 
© (mall, as 1 will ſlice the Slave. Ha! Fate, and Furies! 
link. Ay, for all your Fate and Furies, | charge you, 
1 his Majeſty's Name, to keep the Peace: now, diſ- 
ey Authority, if you dare 

Trick, Fear him not, {ſweet Mr. Brainfick, | 

pleaſ. to Brain, But, if you ſhou'd hinder him, he may 
-ouble you at Law, Sir, and ſay you robb'd him of his 


d hs: 

ewe 8. . . . 
. Limb. That's well thought on. I will accuſe him hai- 
cl ;coily ; there and therefore fear and tremble. 
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Brain. My Allegiance Charms me: I acquieſce. 
b.] Th' Occaſion's plauſible to let him pals, Now 
the burniſh'd Beams upon his Brow blaze broad, for 
de Brand he caſt upon the Braznfict. 

Trice. Dear Mr. Limberham, cCOme back, and hear me, 


w # = 
"5 


U. Yes, I will hear thee, Pg. 
ia, Go on; my Life for your's, he's there. | 
nne 1 am deaf Adder; 1 will not! 
i WW [in J am deaf, as an er; 1 will not hear thee, 
1 1 have no Commiſeration. 


8 eruggles from her, and ruſhes in, 
Trick. Then I know the worſt, and care not. 
(Limberham comes running out with the Feavels, fol- 
low? d by Woodall, with his Savord arawwn, 

Linb. O, ſave me, Pug, ſave me! [Gets behind her. 

J/zed. A Slave, to come and interrupt me at my De- 
rtions | but IN 

Lind. Hold, hold, ſince you are ſo devout, ſo; Heav'n 
lake hold. 

Brain. Nay, Monſieur Voodall! 

Trick, For my fake, ſpare him. 

limb. Yes, for Pag's ſake, ſpare me. 

ed. 1 did his Chamber the honour, when my own 
vs not open, to retire thither; and he to diſturb me, 
xz a orophane Raſcal as he was. 

Limb. [ Afide.} I believe he had the Devil for his 
Chaplain, and a Man durſt tel] him ſo. 

Hood. What's that you mutter? 

Linb, Nay, nothing; but that I thought you had not 
lee lo well given. I was only afraid of Pug's Jewels. 
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364 L1iMBERHAM: Ox, * 
Wood. What, does he take me for a Thief? nay then Fi 


Limb. O mercy, mercy | Uin 
Pleaſ. Hold, Sir; *twas a fooliſh Dream of mine th WE 
ſet him on. I dreamt, a Thief who had been ju 9. 
priev'd for a former Robbery, was vent'ring his N J Un 
a Minute after in Mr. Limberham's Cloſet. " here 
Mood. Are you thereabouts, i' faith! A Pox of %, be Se 
midorus / | = 
Trick. T have had a Dream too, concernin „bor! 
ick, and perhaps —— 1 I poo 
Mood. Mrs. Trickſy, a Word in private with you, b In 
your Keeper's leave. aer 
Limb, Ves, Sir, you may ſpeak your Pleaſure to her; *'* 
and, if you have a mind to go to Prayers together, hel Jr 
Cloſet 1s open. . 
Mood. to Trick. You but ſuſpect it at moſt, and cannot L 
prove it: if you value me, you will not ingage me in if fund F 
Quarrel with her Huſband. ek 
Trick. Well, in hope you'll love me, I'll obey, der! 
Brain. Now, Damſel Trick/y, your Dream, your Neck 
Dream ! . 
Trick. Twas ſomething of a Flagelet that a Shepherd nin 
play'd upon ſo ſweetly, that three Women follow'd him! Lin 
for his Muſick, and ſtill one of em ſnatch'd it from the Ml data 
other. ber HH 
Pleaſ. [Afide.] 1 underſtand her; but I find ſhes MI 37! 
brib'd to Secreſy. aud 
Limb. That F lagelet Was, by Interpretation, but let | Tri 
that paſs; and Mr. Woodall there was the Shepherd that] bent 
play'd the Tan ta ra upon't: but a generous Heart, like bundr 
mine, will endure the Infamy no longer; therefore, Pig, 75 
I 0 


I baniih thee for ever. 
Trick, Then farewel. | P le 


Limb. Is that all you make of me? | Lin 
Trick. I hate to be tormented with your jealous Hu- | kindn 
mours, and am glad to be rid of 'em. 1 goe 
Limb. Bear witneſs good People, of her Ingratitude! | W. " 
Nothing vexes me, but that ſhe calls me jealous; when =. Lin 
1 found him as cloſe as a Butterfly in her Cloſet. | 6 wit 
Trick, No matter for that; I knew not he was there. | Mat; 


Liub. 
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Iinb. Wou'd I cou'd believe thee. 

Vood. You have both our Words for't. 

Trick. Why ſhou'd you perſuade him againſt his Will? 
Linb. Snce you won't perſuade me, I care not much: 
Here are the Jewels in my Poſſeſſion; and PII fetch out 
te Settlement immediately. | 
Wood. | Shewing the Box.] Look you, Sir, I'll ſpare 
jour Pains ; Four hundred a Year will ſerve to comfort 
z poor caſt Miſtreſs, 

Limb. I thought what would come of your Devil's 
Pater Nofters ! 

Brain. Reſtore it to him, for pity, Woodall. 

Trick, J make him my Truſtee ; he ſhall not reſtore 
i. 
Limb. Here are Jewels that coſt me above two thou- 
and Pound, a Queen might wear 'em; behold this Orient 
Neck-lace, Pag / *tis pity any Neck ſhould touch it, 
fer thine, that pretty Neck! but oh, 'tis the falſeſt 
Neck that e'er was hang'd in Pearl. 

Mood. Twould become your Bounty to give it her at 
arting. 
ö Link, Never the ſooner for your aſking. But, oh, 
that word Parting ! can [ bear it? if ſhe could find in 
her Heart but ſo much Grace, as to acknowledge what a 
Traytreſs ſhe has been, I think in my Conſcience I 
could forgive her. 

Trick, UII not wrong my Innocence ſo much, nor this 
Centleman's; but, ſince you have accus'd us falily, four 
hundred a Year betwixt us two, will make us ſome Part 


365 


: | of Reparation. 
"YM /7%. I anſwer you not, but with my Leg, Madam. 


Plea/. ¶ Afide.) This mads me; but I cannot help it. 

Limb. What, wilt thou kill me, Pug, with thy Un- 
kindneſs, when thou know'ſt I cannot live without thee ? 
t goes to my Heart, that this wicked Fellow 


| ö Mood. How's that, Sir? 
Lib. Under the Roſe, good Mr. Moodall. But I ſpeak 
MW ! vith all Submiſſion, in the Bitterneſs of my Spirit, 


at you, or any Man, ſhould have the diſpoſing of -> 
our 
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366 LIMBER HAM: Or, 


four hundred a Tear gratis: Therefore, dear Pag, a Word + 


io private, with your Permiſſion, good Mr. Woodall. 


Trick. Alas, I know by Experience, I may ſafely tru ll 
[Ex. Limb, and Trick) 


iny Perion with you. 
Enter Aldo. 


Plea}. O, Father Aldo, we have wanted you! Her 


hag been made the rareſt Diſcovery ! 
Brain. With the moſt Comical Cataſtrophe ! 


Weed. Happily arriv'd, i'faith, my old Sub- fornicater : 1 


I have been taken upon Suſpicion here with Mrs. a 
Aldo. To be taken, to be ſeen! Before George that's a 
Point next the worſt, Son Woodall, 


Mood. Truth is, I wanted thy Aſſiſtance, old 1 10 : 


lem But, my Comfort is, I fell greatly. 


Aldo. Well, young Phaeton, that's ſomewhat yet, i 4 


you make a Blaze at your Departure. 
Enter Giles, Mrs. Brainfick and Judith, 

Giles. By your leave, Gentlemen, I have follow'd anf 
old Maſter of mine theſe two long Hours, and had all 
fair Courſe at him up the Street: Here he enter'd In 
ſure. 

Aldo. Whoop holiday! our truſty and well-be! well 
Giles, moſt welcome! Now, for ſome News of my un- 
gracious Son. 


Food. | Afide.} Giles here! O Rogue, Rogue Nom 


wou'd I were ſafe flow'd, over Head and Ears, in the 


Cheſt again. 

Aldo. Look you now, Son Woodall, J told you J was 
not miſtaken ; my Raſcal's in Town, with a Vengeance 
to him. 
| Giles. Why, this is he, Sir; I thought you had known] 

im. 

Aldo, Known wbom? 

g Maſter. 


Giles. Your Son here, my young 
Aldo. Do I dote? or art thou drunk, Giles? 


Giles. Nay, I am ſober enough, I'm ſure; I hare 


been kept faſting almoſt theſe two Days. 
Aldo. Before George, tis fo! 
Look: What a Tartar have I caught! 
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Brain. I)/eoodall his Son! 

Plaſ, What, young Father Aldo“ 

Jg. [4fide. } Now cannot I for ſhame hold up my 
lead, to think what this young Rogue is privy to! 

Urs. Brain. The molt dumb Interview I ever ſaw ! 

Brain. What, have you beheld the Gorgon's Head on 
her Side ? 

Ja. Oh, my Sins] my Sins! and he keeps my Book 
{Conſcience too ! He can diſplay 'em, with a Witneſs! 
h, treacherous young Devil! 

ord, [ Aſide.] Well, the Squibs run to the End of 
te Line, and now for the Cracker: I muſt bear up. 

Ads. I muſt ſet a Face of Authority on the matter, 
hr my Credit Pray, who am 1? do you know 
ne, Sir? 

id, Yes, I think I ſhould partly know you, Sir 
lou may remember ſome private Paſſages betwixt us. 

Aldo. ( Aide.) I thought as much; he has me alrea« 
(y! But pray, Sir, why this Ceremony amongſt 
Friends? Put on, put on; and let us hear what News 
tum France Have you heard lately from my Son? does 
le continue ſtill the moſt Hopeful and eſteem'd young 
Gentleman in Paris? does he manage his Allowance 
ith the ſame Diſcretion? And laſtly, has he ſtill the 
me Reſpect and Duty for his good old Father ? 

ed. Faith, Sir, T have been too long from my Cate- 
cm, to anſwer ſo many Queſtions; but, ſuppoſe there 
be no News of your 249»dzm Son, you may comfort 
your Heart for ſuch a Loſs; Father Aldo has a nas 
nerous Progeny about the Town, Heav'n bleſs em. 

Aldo. Ts very well, Sir; I find you have been ſearch- 
ung for your Relations then, in Wherfone's Park 

od. No, Sir; I made ſome Scruple of going to the 
breſaid Place, for fear of meeting my own Father there. 

4/40. Before George, I cou'd find in my Heart to diſ- 
nheric thee. 

Plea/. Sure you cannot be ſo unnatural, 

Mood. Jam ſure I am no Baſtard ; witneſs one good 
Qulity I have: If any of your Children have a ove 
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368 LIM BER HAM: Or, 


Tang of the Father in'em, I am content to be difown 5 
Aldo. Well, from this time forward, I pronounce ti 
—— no Son of mine. A 
Wood. Then you deſire I ſhou'd proceed, to juſtifyf 
am lawfully begotten ? The Evidence is ready, Sir; an 7700 
if you pleaſe, I ſhall relate before this Honourable a8 <p 
ſembly, thoſe excellent Leſſons of Morality you gave nff C x 
at our firſt Acquaintance. As, in the ſirſt place m : 
Aldo. Hold, hold; I charge thee, hold, on thy Obedf | ſance 
ence. ] forgive thee heartily : I have proof enough thi * FF 
art my Son; but tame thee that can, thou art a ma 1 * 
one. 5 
Pleaſ. Why, this is as it ſhou'd be. on 
Aldo to him, Not a word of any Paſſages betwixt ug * 7 
*Tis enough we know each other; hereafter we'll banifi s hi 
all Pomp and Ceremony, and live familiarly togethef Plaſ. 
I'll be Pylades, and thou mad Oreftes, and we'll divid WH 
the Eftate betwixt us, and have freſh Wenches, and 3a M 6. 


15. 80 
ment 
"01s the 
Pha). 


lum Rankum every Night. io 
Mood. A Match, PRith: and let the World paſs. "i 
Aldo. But hold a little; J had forgot one Point: 3 
hope you are not marry'd, nor engag d? | mY 
Mood. To nothing but my Pleaſures, I. kep'tt 


Aldo. A Mingle of Profit wou'd do well though. Com 
here's a Girl; look well upon her; *tis a mettled Toa 
I can tell you that: She'll make notable Work betyig 
two Sheets, in a lawful way. 7 

Weed. What, my old Enemy, Mrs. Pleaſance ! 

Mrs. Brain. Marry Mrs. Saintly's Daughter! 

Alde. The Truth is, ſhe has paſt for her Daughter, h 
my Appointment ; but ſhe has as good Blood running i 
her Veins, as the beſt of you: Her Father, Mr. Palm 


Plꝛa / 
Day at 
um. 

Mrs. 
fer not 

Plea) 
but tak 


- me 
on his Death-bed, left her to my Care and Diſpoſal b «hs 
= ter 
fides, a Fortune of twelve hundred a Year; a pre % 
Convenience, by my Faith. WM 
Mood. Beyond my Hopes, if ſhe conſent. WM 2d! 
Aldo. J have taken ſome Care of her Education, au % 
plac'd her here with Mrs. Saintly, as her Daughter, Motte 
avoid her being blown upon by Fops, and younger 2 | BY 
ther 
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=... So now, Son, I hope I have match'd your Con- 
Ament with my Diſcovery ! there's hit for hit, ere [ 

ab the Cudgels. 
ph. Yoa will not take em up, Sir ? 
id. I dare not, againſt you, Madam: I'm ſure you'll 
o me at all Weapons. All I can ſay is, I do not now 
ai to love you. 
4. Let me ſpeak for thee : Thou ſhalt be us'd, little 
ſlaſance, like a Sovereign Princeſs : Thou ſhalt not touch 
hit of Butcher's Meat in a Twelvemonth ; and thou 
hill be treated 

Phaſ, Not with Ballum Rantum every Night, I hope ! 

4d. Well, thou art a Wag; no more of that. Thou 
bt want neither Man's Meat, nor Woman's Meat, as 
ir a5 his Proviſion will hold out. 

Plaſ. But I fear he's fo horribly given to a Houſe- 
ming abroad, that the leaſt Part of the Proviſion will 
ame to my Share at home. 

cod. You'll find me fo much Imployment in my own 
Family, that I ſhall have little need to look out for Jour- 
r7-work. 

2 Before George, he ſhall do thee Reaſon, ere thou 
lep 't. 

Pleaſ. No; he ſtall have an Honourable Truce for one 
Day at leaſt; for 'tis not fair, to put a freſh Enemy upon 
lim, 

Mrs. Brain. to Pleaſ. J beſeech you, Madam, diſco- 
fr nothing betwixt him and me. | 

Plaſ. to her. J am contented to cancel the old Score; 
it take heed of bringing me an After-reckoning. 

Enter Gervale /cading Saintly. 
Cerv. Save you, Gentlemen; and you my Quondam 


4 later: You are welcome all, as I may ſay. 

e. How now, Sirrah ? What's the Matter? 

WW 0. Give good words, while you live, Sir; Your 
* lundlord, and Mr. Saintiy, if you pleaſe. 


Vid. Oh, 1 underſtand the Bulineſs ; he's married 
Wo the Widow. | 

daint, Verily the good Work is accompliſh'd. 

brain, But, why Mr. Saintly ? 


Germ, 
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370 LIMBERHAM: Or, 
Gerv. When a Man is marry'd to his Betters, i; ll 
Decency to take her Name. A pretty Houſe, pretty * 
tuation, and pretuly turniſh'd : I have been unlawi 
labouring at hard Duty; but a Parſon has ſolder'd up t 8 
matter: Thank your Worſhip, Mr. ne, fl 
Giles, here! L 
Hora. This Buſineſs is out, and I am now Al: 1 q 
Father has forgiven me, and we are Friends, I 

Gerd. When will Gies, with his Honeſty, come 
this ? i 

M cod. Nay, do not inſult too much, good Mr. Saint ; 
Thou wert but my Deputy; thou know'ſt the W 10 
intended it to me. 1 

Gerv. But I am ſatisfy'd ſhe perform'd it with 
Sir, Well, there 1s Much good Will in theſe prec 
old Women; they 45 the moſt zealous dale 
Look and ſhe does nor bluſh now! wy ſee there's Graff 
in her. 

Nocd. Mr. Limberham, where are you ? Come, cl 
vp Man: How go Matters on your fide of the Count: i 
Cry him, Gerwvo/e. F 

Gerv. Mr. Liber bam, Mr. Limberban:, make " 
Appearance in the Court, and ſave your Recogniz rauch 

Enter Limberham and 1 rickſy. 

cod. Sir, I ſhould now make a Speech to you in mj 
on Defence; but the ſhort of all 15 this: If you cal 
torgive what's paſt, your Hand, and I'll endeavour @ 
make up the Breach betwixt you and your Mliſtreſs: 
not, 1 am ready to give you the Satisfaction of a Gent . 
man. b 
Limb. Sir, Iam a peaceable Man, and a good Chriſtian 
though I ſay it, and deſire no Satisfaction from any Man 
Pug and J are partly agreed upon the Point already; an 
therefore lay thy hand upon thy Heart, Pug, and if tho 
canſt from the bottom of thy Soul defy Mankind, naminſ 
no Body, I'Il forgive thy paſt Enormities ; and, to 9 N 
pood Exam ple to all Chriſtian Keepers, will take thee Þ 
ry wedded Wife: And thy four hundred a year ſhall U 

ſettled pon tice, for ſeparate Maintenance. 

ich. Why, now can conſent with Honour. 
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The KIND KEEPER. 371 
Ii. This is the firſt Buſineſs that was ever made up 
Woot me. 


ty | 

wid ed. Give you Joy, Mr. Bridegroom. 

up Lib. You may ſpare your Breath, Sir, if you pleaſe : 
Ho (dere none from you. 'Tis true, I'm ſatisfied of her 


ſirtue, in ſpight of Slander ; but, to ſilence Calumny, 
(hall civilly deſire you henceforth, not to make a 
(hapel of Eaſe of Pug's Cloſet. 

Pleaſ, ¶ Aſide.] I'll take care of falſe Worſhip, T1 
rrrant him: He ſhall have no more to do with Bell 
nd the Dragon. 


1 Love upon thy Lips: Sazntly has been ſeduc'd, and 
h has Trick/ But thou alone art kind and conſtant, 
fitherto I have not valu'd Modeſty, according to its 
Merit; but hereafter, Memphis thall not boaſt a Monu- 
nent more firm, than my Affection. 

od. A molt excellent Reformation, and at a moſt 
baſonable Time! The Moral on't is pleaſant, if well 
onlider'd. Now, let's to Dinner: Mrs. Saintly, lead the 
ray, as becomes you, in your own Houſe. 


[The reſt going off, 
Pleaſ. Your Hand, ſweet Moiety. 
ood. And Heart too, my comfortable Importance, 
Miſtreſs and Wife, by turns, I have poſſeſs'd: 
He who enjoys 'em both in one, is bleſs'd. 


EE 


Brain, Come hither, Wedlock, and let me ſeal my laſt- 
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Spoken by LIMBERH ARI. 


J Beg a Boon, that ere you all diſband, 

Scme one would take my Bargain off my Hand: 
To keep a Punk is but a common Ewil, 
To find her falſe, and marry, that's the Dewil. 
Well, I ne er acted Part in all my Life, 
But flill I was fobb'd off with ſome ſuch NM. ife = 
1 find the Trick; rheje Poets take no Pity 
Of one that is a Member of the City. 
We cheat you lawfully, and in cur Trades ;; 
Yeu Cheat us baſely with your common Fades, 
Now I am marry'd, I muſt ſit down by it; 
But let me keep my Dear-bought Spouſe in quiet ; 
Let none of you damn d Woodall's of the Pit, 
Put in for Shares to mend our Breed in Nit; 
ie know your Baſtards from cur Fleſh and Blood, 
Not one in ten of yours e er comes to good, 
In all the Boys their Fathers Virtues ſhine, 
But all the Female Fry turn Pugs like mine. 
When theſe grew up, Lord with what Rampant Gaaierl 
Our Counters will be throng d, and Reads awith Padders] 
This Tewn laco Bargains has, not aworth one Farthingi 


A Smithfield Zer/e, and Wife of Covent-Garden, 
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PREF ( 


HOUGH it be dangerous to raiſe too great 

an Expectation, eſpecially in Works of this 
Nature, where we are to pleaſe an unſatiable Audience; 
yet 'tis reaſonable to prepoſſeſs them in favour of an 
Author, and therefore both the Prologue and Epilogue 
inform'd you that OEdipus was the moſt celebrated 
Piece of all Antiquity: That Sophocles, not only the 
greateſt Wit, but one of the greateſt Men in Athens, 
made it for the Stage at the Public Coſt, and that it 
had the Reputation of being his Maſter- piece, not only 
amongſt the Seven of his which are ſtill remaining, but 
of the greater Number which are periſh'd. Ariftotle 
has more than once admir'd it in his Book of Poetry, 
Horace has mention'd it: Lucullus, Julius Ce/ar, and 
other noble Romans, have written on the ſame Subject, 
though their Poems are wholly loſt ; but Sezeca's is fall 
preſerv'd. In our own Age, Corneilie has attempted 
it, and, it appears by his Preface, with great Succeſs : 
But a judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, how much 
tie Copy is inferior to the Original. He tells you 
himſelf, that he owes a great Part of his Succeſs to the 
happy Epiſode of The/eus and Dirce; which is the fame 
thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that we were in- 
debted for our good Fortune, to the Underplat of A. 
drafts, Eurydice, and Creon. The Truth is, he miſerably 
fail'd in the Character of liis Hero: If he deſir'd that OZdt- 
pus ſhould be pitied, he ſhould have made him a better 
443 Man. 
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Man. He forgot that Shocles had taken care to flew | 
him in his firſt Entrance, a Juſt, a Merciful, a Succeſs. 
fal, a Religious Prince, and, in ſhort, a Fat! zer cf his 
Country: Inſtead cf theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, 
deſigning, more anxious of keeping the Thel an Ciowy, 
tan i follicitous for the ſafety of his People: HeQor'd by 
7 peſens, conte mn'd by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining aſe. | 
42 Part in his own Tragedy. This was an Error in 
the fuſt Concotiion ; and therafore never to be ed! 


in the ſecond or the third: He introduc'd a greater Hero 


than OFd'us himſelf: for when Theſeus was once there, 


that Com nparion of Hercules muſt yield to none: The Poet 


was oblig'd to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to make him 
an Equipage ſuitable to his Dignity, and by ſollowing 
him too cloſe, to loſe his other King of Brentford in the 
Crowd. Seneca on the other fide, as if there were no ſuch 
thing as Nature to be minded in a Play, is always run- 


ning after pompous Expreſſion, pointed Sentences, and 


Philoſophical Notions, mofe proper for the Study than 
the Stage: The Frenchman followed a wrong Scent; and 
ihe Reman was abſolutely at cold Hunting. All we cou'd 
gather out of Cornalle, was, that an Epiſode mult be, 
but not his way: And Sercca ſapply'd us with no new 
IIint, but only a Relation which he makes of his Tire- 


/ias raiſing the Ghoſt of Laius: Which is here „ 


in view of the Audience, the Rites and Ceremonies {9 


far his, as he agreed with Antiquity, and the Religion of 


the Greeks But he himſelf was beholden to Homer's Ji. 
eas in the Ody//is for ſome of them: And the reſt hare 
been collected from Heliodore's AH zopiques, and Lucas 


therefore we have followed him as clofe as poſſibly we 
could: But the 4:4enian Theatre, (whether more perfect 

than ours, is not now diſputed) had a Perfection differirs 
from ours. You ſee there in every Act a ſingle Scene, (0: 
two at moſt) which manage the Bufineſs of the Play, 
and after that ſucceeds the Chorus, which common: | 
takes up more Lime in Singing, than there has been em 
ploy'd in ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appears al. 


moſt conſtantly throvgh the Play; but the inferio! 
Parts 
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Erictho, S:þhocles indeed, is admirable every where: And 
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parts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy. The 
Conduct of our Stage is much more difficult, where we 
ae oblig'd never to loſe any conſiderable Character 
öbich we have once preſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has 
wy obtain'd, that we muſt form an Under-plot of ſecond 
a berſons, which muit be depending on the firſt, and their BUY 

J walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all 4314-1 


— 

— 

OC 
PPP 


in n a 

N of 'em lead into the great Parterre: Or like ſo many ſe- 

o J eral lodging Chambers, which have their Out. lets into 

e. tie ſame Gallery. Perhaps after all, if we could think 

e. 0, the ancient Method, as 'tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the moſt 1 

Bi !, and the beſt. For Variety, as 'tis manag'd, is "kk 

m natura 7 6 . d Ys : 4 , 1 

% boo often ſubject to breed Diſtraction : And while we 4 

5 JF vould pleaſe too many ways, for want of Art in the i F 
| 


Conduct, we pleaſe in none. But we have given you 
Y nore already than was neceſſary for a Preface, and, for 
JJ ozght we know, may gain no more by our Inſtructi- 
id „WC 
ene, than that politic Nation is like to do, who have 
d taught their Enemies to ſight ſo long, that at laſt they 
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"gn Athens all the Grecian State did guide, 
And Greece gave Laus to all the World beſide, 
hen Sophocles with Socrates did fits 

Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit : 

And Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 

But as tauas ſung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proje.> 
Then OEdipus, on crowded Theatres, 

Drew all admiring Eyes and liſining Ears. 

The pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every Line, 

The nobleft, manlieſt, and the beſt Defign J 

And every Criticꝶ of each learned Age, 

By this juft Model has reform'd the Stage. 

Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heaw'n avert our Fear / } 
Damn it in Silence, leaſt the World ſhould hear. 
For «vere it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 

You might ſet up for perfect Savages : 

Your Neighbours wwould not look on you as Men : 
But think the Nation all turn'd Picts again. 
Faith, as you manage Matters, "tis not ft 

You ſhould ſuſpect your ſelves of too much Wit. 
Drive not the Jeſi too far, but ſpare this Piece: 
And, for this once, be not more Wiſe than Greece. 
See tabice] Do not pell-mell to Damning ali, 

Like true-Lorn Britons, who neer think at all : 
Pray be adwvis'd; and though at Mons you avon, 
On pointed Cannon do not always run. 
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With ſeme reſpect to ancient Wit proceed : 
Yu take the four firſt Councils for your Creed, 
But, when you lay Tradition wholly by, 
Jad on the private Spirit alone rely, 
lou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
g notwathRlanding all that we can ſay, 
Tm needs will have your pen'worths of the Play 
frd come ręſalv'd to Damn, becauſe you pay, 
Record it, in Memcrial of the F att, 
The firſt Play bury'd ſince the Woollen A . 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M EN. 


OEdipus, Mr. Betterton. } 
Adraſlus, Mr. Smith, ®% 0 
Creen, | Mr. Samford, 
Tireſias. Mr. Harris. — 
Hamm, Mr. Crosby. 

Alcander, Mr. Williams. 
Dioclos, Mr. Norris 
Pyracmon, Mr. Boꝛoman. 
Pho, bas, Mr. GH. ; The 
Dymas, 


W ww, wu 


Aigeon, 
Ghoſt of Laius, Mr. //illiams. 


WOMEN. 


Jecaſſa, | Mrs. Bettertm, ; 
Eis ydice, ; M I'S, Lee. 1 N 


Hanto, Mrs. Evans, 
Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, Ec. A © 
Th: 
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The Curtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, repreſenting 
the preſent Condition of I hebes ; dead Bodies ap- 
pear at a Diſlance in the Streets; ſome faintly go 


over the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, nd Pyracmon, 


ALCANDER. 


PEy d Ethinks we ſtand on Ruins; Nature ſhakes 
ST About us; and the univerſal Frame 
S8o looſe, that it but wants another Puſh 
To leap from off its Hinges. 
Dio. No Sun to chear us; but a bloody 
Globe | 
Thar rowls above; a bald and beamleſs Fire : 
His Face o*er-grown with Scurf: The Sun's ſick too 
dortly hE@11 be an Earth. 


Pyr. 
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Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 

Lie all confus'd; and, by the Heav'ns neglected, 
Forget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer 

In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 

Has driv'n him headlong back: and the raw Damps 

With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 

Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rheums 
Through all the lazy Air. 

Alc, Hence Murrains follow'd 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 

At lait, the \ alady | 
Grew more Domeſtick, and the fairhful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. 

Dioc. And next, his Maſter : 3 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferior Creatures try'd their force; : 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man. 

Pyr. And then a thouſand Deaths at once advanc'd 
And every Dart took place; all was ſo ſudden, 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell; one but began 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a Wonder too; 

A third, who ſtoopd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
Dropt in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan ? : 
[Groan within. 

Dioc. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together there: 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes : 

How are we ſure we breathe not now our laſt, 
And that, next Minute, 

Ovr Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 

Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 

By half a People ? 

Alc. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link'd to Effects; invincible Neceſſity, 

That whate'er is, could not but ſo have been; 4 
That's my Security. 9 

Jo them, enter Creon. 4 

Cre. So had it need, when all our Streets lie _— 4 
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wich dead and dying Men; 

and Earth expoſes Bodies on the Pavements 

More than ſhe hides in Graves! 

Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 

The Nuptial Torch do common Offices 

Of Marriage and of Death. 

Dioc. Now, OEdipus, : 

(If he return from War, our other Plague) | 

Will ſcarce find half he left, to grace his Triumphs, 

Pyr. A feeble Pæan will be ſung before him. 

Alc. He would do well to bring the Wives and 
Children 

Of conquer'd Argians, to renew his Thebes. 

Cre. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates, 

With their deteſted Omen. 

Dioc. Of his Children. 

Cre. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 

Alc, O that our J Hebes might once again behold 

A Monarch Theban born ! 

Dioc. We might have had one. 

Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 

Cre. Come, you're my Friends : 

The Queen my Siſter, after Laius Death, 

Fear'd to he fingle; and ſupply'd his Place 

With a young Succeſſor. 

Dioc. He much reſembles 

Her former Husband too. 

Alc. I always thought ſo. 

Pyr. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his 
black Locks, 

He will be very Laius. 

Cre. So he will: 

Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Laius 

More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs, 

Theſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors! 

Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 

The ſame Reſemblance in a younger Lover 

Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 


And urges their Remembrance to Deſire. 
| Dioc. 


(EL. 1p us 


Dioc. Had Merit, not her Dotag 


t he e, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon had been King; but OEal pus, 


Anden 


hat word, Stranger, I confeſs, 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. 

Dioc. We are your Creatures. 
The People prone, as in all general Ills, 
To ſudden Change; the King in Wars abroad, 
Queen a Woman weak and unregarded ; 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Laius, 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried, 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd. 

Cre. 'The Gods have done | 
Their Part, by ſending this commodious Plague. 
But oh the Princeſs ! her hard Heart is ſhut 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 2 

Alc. Your Claim to her is ſtrong: You are betroth'd, 2 

Pyr. True; in her Nonage. 3 

Dioc. J heard the Prince of Argos, young Adraſtus, 
When he was Hoſtage here I 

Cre. Oh name him not! the Bane of all my Hopes; 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warrior, has the Charm? 
Of Youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhneſs, ] 
pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form, 
And empty Noiſe, and loves itſelf in Man. 1 

Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Frontiers, 
He's now a Foe to Thebes. ] 

Cre. But is not ſo to her; ſee, ſhe appears; 
Once more ll prove my Fortune: You inſinuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Court; gull em with Freedom; 
And you ſhall ice em toſs their Tails, and gad, 
As it the Breeze had ſtung 'em. 

Dioc. We'll about it. 


[Exeunt Alc. Dioc. and Pyr. 
Enter Eurydice. f 

Cre. Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eurydice! 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born; 
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4nd made thee of ſuch Kindred-mold to Heav'n, 
Thou ſeem'ſt more Heav'n's than ours. 
Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 
Where late the Streets were ſo thick ſown with Men, 
Like Cadmus Brood they juſtled for the Paſſage ; 
Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee em 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways: 
When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 
If theſe be Hours of Courtſhip. 
Cre. Yes, they are; 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt, tis time 
We ſhould renew the Race. 
Eur. What, in the midſt of Horror? 
Cre. Why not then ? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Eur. Impious Creon / 
Cre. Unjuſt Zurydice! can you accuſe me 
Of Love, which is Heav'n's Precept, and not fear 
That Vengeance which you ſay purſues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries ? 
Eur. Still th' old Argument, 
bad you, caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now cait 'em on your ſelf: Think what you are. 
Cre. A Man. 
Eur. A Man! 
Ce. Why doubt you? I'm a Man. 
Eur. Tis well you tell me fo, I ſhould miſtake you 
For any other Part o'th' whole Creation, 
Rather than think you Man : Hence from my Sight, 
Thou Poiſon to my Eyes. 
Cre, * Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine; and yet me- 
thinks | . 
My Face and Perſon ſhould not make you Sport. 
Eur, You force me, by your Importunities, 
To thew you what you are. 
Cre. A Prince, who loves you: | 
And fince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 
Ev'n at its higheſt Value. 
Eur. Love from thee ! 
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Why Love renounc'd thee ere thou ſaw'ſt the Light: 
Nature herſelf ſtart back when thou wert born; 
And cry'd, the Work's not mine 
The Midwife ſtood aghait ; and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain Back, and thy diſtorted Legs, 
Thy Face itſelf, 
Half-minted with the Royal Stamp of Man, 
And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whoſe Right in thee were more : 
And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, 
Were not the holier Work. 
Cre. Am I to blame, if Nature threw my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mould? yet when ſhe caſt 
Her envious Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled 'em 
On heaps in their dark Lodging, to revenge 
Her bungled Work ſhe ſtampt my Mind more fair: 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The God ſtrook Fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautify the Sky, ſo he inform'd | 
This ill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul: 
And making leſs than Man, he made me more. 
Eur. No; thou art all one Error; Soul and Body. 
The firſt young Trial of ſome unskill'd Pow'r ; 
Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Fove. 
Thy crooked Mind within hunch'd out thy Back; 
And wanderd in thy Limbs: To thy own Kind 
Make Love, if thou can'ft find it in the World: 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Off-ſpring, 


Which, mingled with the reſt, would tempt the Gods | 


To cut off human Kind. 

Cre. No; let *em leave 
The Argian Prince for you: That Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vows 
You made to me. 

Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when I was at Nurſe. 

Cre. But hear me, Maid: 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd, loath'd Creon, 


2 Mat 
of you 
And ſt 
Eur. 
Then! 
And, 7 
And le 
but let 
Let Cr. 

Cre. 
What | 
My Bo 
Ind le 
y all 
| muſt 
To ſna 
But Lo 
(narls \ 
The H 
And le: 

Ent 


What r 
Wou'd 
For Ea! 
My po 
Tir, 
Thou v 
Condud 
for me 
With il 
Methin 
Where 
Max. 
The me 
Of The! 
And G 
Tir, 
There | 


pin 17 


8 g 5 Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 


1 - a 6 1 5 * wits (06 NN + - * «IIs 

we . as W "7 $4 4s ee 4 , 2 O 7 $ * * 4 \ 4 k 

3 C ͤ VVV G 8 . 

2 {> 8 2 2 8 8 . 1 0 bas. : 2 ; 4 0 0 
r r 5 C RY 148 n 3 1 N 


, [ Of your young Mi nion, ſpoil the Gods fine Work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. 


Eur. This when thou doſt, | 
Then mayſt thou ſtill be curs'd with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd; 
And let his Ghoſt—No, let his Ghoſt have reſt : 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 
let Creon haunt himſelf. [Exit Eur. 
Cre. Tis true, lam 
What ſhe has told me, an Offence to Sight: 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices ſeen 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
| maſt make haſte ere OEdipus return, 
To ſnatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill love; 
But Love with Malice: as an angry Cur 
fnarls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtanch 
The Hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. 
Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, and led by hi} 
| Daughter Manto. 
What makes this blind prophetic Fool abroad ! 
Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 
For Earth and me; Il ſhun his Walk; and ſeek 
My popular Friends. [Exit CreonÞ 
Tir, A little farther; yet a little farther, 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Conduct my weary Steps: And thou who ſeeſt 
for me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
Vith impious Steps upon dead Corps; Now ſtay: 
Mlethinks I draw more open, vital Air. 
Where are We? 
Max. Under Covert of a Wall : 
The moſt frequented once, and noiſy Part 
Ut Thebes, now midnight Silence reigns ev'n here: 
and Graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our Feet. 
Tir, If there be nigh this Place a ſunny Bank, 
There let me reſt a-while : A ſunny Bank! 
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Alas! how can it can be, where no Sun ſhines! 
But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, 


That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowzy Head 0 Ws 
To glimmer through the Damps! YH Cre. 0 
LA Noije within, Follow, fellow, follew, A Crean 1 Cit. 

A Creon, 4 Creon. 20. 
Hark ! a tumultuous Noiſe, and Creon's Name lien bu 
Thrice echo'd. nd dro 
Man. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this way. ung 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight? In fatisf 
If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, WM ;cG 
Secure of greater [1s ! "Wccronat 
[ Noiſe again, Creon, 3 Creow| WM vocthet 

=_ 4. 


Droc. 
Al. 
Tir. 
1 Cit 
lan: 
Tir. 


Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon; alu 
by the Crowd. | 


Cre, I thank ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me; they re too great; 
And I am too unworthy: Think again, 

And make a better Choice. 3 

1 Cit. Think twice! I ne'er thought twice in all my! : 
Life : That's double Work. : 

2 Cit. My firſt Word is always my Second ; and there- 
fore ['Il have no ſecond Word: and therefore once ag gain 
I ſay, A Creon. N 

All. A Creon, A Creon, A Creon ! 

Cre. Vet hear me, Fellow- Citizens. 3 

Dioc. Fellow-Citizens! there was a Word of Kindneſs! 

Ale. When did OEdipus falute you by that familiar 


Vatter 
he can 
therefo 


Name? Tir, 

1 Cit. Never, never; he was too proud. 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger : Is it fe 
But under him our T hetes is half deftroyed. Unjaſt 
Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould periſh Which 
Under a Theban born. 10 
Tis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among ing, 8 

Ou, ; 30. 
Becauſe a — rul'd: but what of that, 2 C 
Can I redreſs it now; Lene 


3 Cit] 


| | 
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Cit. Ves, you or none. 


is certain that the Gods are angry with us, 


kecauſe he reigns. | 


Cre. OEdipus may return: you may be ruin'd, 

1 Cit. Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruined already, 

2 Cit. Half of us that are here preſent, were living 
llen but Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop 
ad drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or 
hing And therefore while we are ſound and well, let 
s fatisfy our Conſciences, and make a new King. 

1 Cir. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another 
Coronation, and then if we muſt die, we'll go merrily 
noether. 

Il To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 

Dioc. Are you content, Creon ſhould be your King? 

fil, A Creon, A Creen, A Creon! a 

Tir, Hear me, ye Thebarns, and thou Creon, hear me. 

1 Cit. Who's. that would be heard? we'll hear no 
len: We can ſcarce hear one another. 

. Tir, I charge you by the Gods to hear me. 

2 Cit, Oh, 'tis Apollo's Prieſt, we muſt hear him; 
ts the old blind Prophet that fees all things. 

Ct. He comes from the Gods too, and they are 
vr Betters; and in good Manners we muft hear him: 
Treas, Prophet. 

2 Cit, For coming from the Gods that's no great 
latter, they can all ſay that; but he's a great Scholar, 
ie can make Almanacks, and he were put to't, and 
nere fore I ſay hear him. 

Tir. When angry Heav'n ſcatters its Plagues among 

ou, 
Is it . novght, ye Thebans! are the Gods 
Unjaſt in puniſhing? are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 

Ct. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins flir- 
ing, that are the Cauſe of all. 

3 Cit. Yes there are Sins; or we ſhould have no Taxes, 
2 Cit, For my part I can ſpeak it with a ſafe Con- 
Gence, I ne'er ſinn'd in all my Life. 
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1 Cit. Nor I. 

3 Cit. Nor I. 3 
2. Cit. Then we are all juſtified, the Sin lies not #0 

our Doors. z 
Tir, All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty; [A 
Were every Man's falſe Dealing brought to light, Mie dro» 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, d ſhac 
His Weights and Meaſures, th' other Man's Extortiong the clap 
With what Face could you tell offended Heav'n, l uud thr! 
You had not ſin'd? Dioc. 
2 Cit. Nay, if theſe be Sins, the Caſe is alterd; Jr.) 
for my part I never thought any thing but Murder ball 7 invol 
been a Sin. ho lea 


Tir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than nothing, This Cy 
You add Rebellion to em, impious Thebans / The Blo 
Have you not ſworn before the Gods to ſerve Till OE 


And to obey this OEdipus, your King 
By publick Voice elected? anſwer me, ö fimſelf 
If this be true! four Q 
2 Cit. This is true; but it's a hard World, Neighd 
bour Sy f Ind He 
If a Man's Oath muſt be his Maſter. abet 
Cre, Speak Diocles; all goes wrong. 2 
Dioc. How are you Traytors, Countrymen of 7“ G Tir. 
This holy Sire, who preſſes you with Gaths, han y 
Forgets your firſt; were you not ſworn before ln Hea 
To Laius and his Blood ? Tis gr. 
Al. We were; we were, Of won 
Dioc. While 2 has a lawful Succeſſor, | ſee, | 
Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Eurydice ind m 
Is Heir to Laius; let her marry Creon : Ci. 
Offended Heav'n will never be appeas'd Tr.! 
While OEdipus pollutes the Throne of Laius, but oh 
A Stranger to bis Blood. heeſt! 
All. We'll no OEdipus, no OEadipus. And al! 
1 Cit. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. 
2 Cit. I knew it would be ſo; the lait Man eveh 
ſpeaks the beſt Reafon. | 
Tir. Can Benefits thus die, ungrateful Theban: ! 
Remember yet, When after Laius Death, 
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ine Monſter Sphinx laid your rich Country waſte, 
bur Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew ; 
bur ſelves for fear mew'd up within your Walls, 
e, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town; 
It when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 

Ide drove the Air around her like a Whirlwind, 

nd ſhaded all beneath; till ſtooping down, 

oe clap'd her leathern Wing againſt your Tow'rs, 
Ind thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors. 
ioc. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 

ſir, You durſt not meet in Temples 
P invoke the Gods for Aid, the proudeft he 
sho leads you now, then cow'rd, like a dar'd Lark: 
This Creon ſhook for fear, 

The Blood of Laius cruddled in his Veins ; 

Till OEdipus arriv'd. 

(a's by his own high Courage and the Gods, 

Himſelf to you a God: Ye offer'd him 

four Queen and Crown; (but what was then your 
Crown!) 

Ind Heav'n authoriz'd it by his Succeſs ; 

Sreak then, who is your lawful King ? 

A. *'Tis OEadipus. 

YT. "Tis OEaipus indeed: Your King more lawful 

Than yet you dream: For ſomething ſtill there lies 

n Heav'n's dark Volume, which I read through Miſts: 

Tis great, prodigious; tis a dreadful Birth, 

f wondrous Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. 

| fe, I ſee! how terrible it dawns: 

ind my Soul fickens with it. 

1 Cit. How the God ſhakes him! 

Tir. He comes! he comes! Victory! Conqueſt! Triumph! 
but oh ! Guiltleſs and Guilty : Murder! Parricide ! 
heeſt! Diſcovery! Puniſhment 'tis ended, 
and all your Sufferings o'er. 

A Trumpet within : enter Hzmon. 
Hzm. Rouze up you Thebans; tune your {o Peans I 
Your King returns; the Argians are o'ercome; 
MW [heir warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
0 And led in Bands by God-like OEdipus. 3 
16 2 
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All. OEdipus, OEdipus, OEdipus . = Cre. 

Cre. Furies confound his Fortune! —— x ade 
Haſte, all Haſte: 75 
And meet with Bleſſings our Victorious King; 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy-days; 1 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garland;; ® per! 


o then 


And raiſe a brazen Column, thus inſerib'd, [ Tce, ber 
To OE ⸗aipus, now twice a Conqueror: Deliverer of his of 
Truſt me, 1 weep for joy to ſee this Day. 14 ; K 
Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep'ſt — (Gi [100g 
Countrymen, 1 285 
And, as you ule to ſupplicate your Gods — - on 
So meet your King with Bayes, and Olive-branches: _ 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him - h 
An End of all your Woes; for only he : | 0 
Can give it you. [Ex. Tireſias, The People following % My 
Enter &dipus in Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner; Dran Is 5 
rain. 3 
Cre. All hail, great OEaipus; A 4 


Thou mighty Conqueror, hail; welcome to Th:le;; MI: ; 
To thy own Thebes; to all that's left of Thebes : = 


For half thy Citizens are {wept away, = 
And wanting for thy Triumphs : | 
And we, the happy Remnant, only hve hut! 
To welcome thee, and die. 4 . 1. 
OEaip. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man; AW 
But lent by Heay'n upon hard Uſury: 3 vi | 
And, while Jede holds us out the Bowl of Joy, | bas & 
Ere it can reach our Lips, it's daſht with Gall 4 ad 
By ſome left-handed God. O mournful Triumph! Ne 
O Conqueſt gain'd abroad, and loſt at home! Gr 
O Argos! now rejoice, for T hebe: lies low; 4 Aud | 
Thy flaughter'd Sons now ſmile, and think they won ; Cods 
When they can count more Thel an Ghoſts than thels. Fou 
Aar. No; Arges mourns with Thebes; you temper'd ſo | luer 
Your Courage while you fov2ht, that Mercy ſeemd ti 
The manlier Virtue, and much more prevail 4 Wi. 
While Argos 15 a People, think your Thebes 3 h. 
Can never want for ſubjects. Every Nation f = 


Will crowd to ſerve where OE4pus commands. 


Cre, 


Qperior Virtue. 
OEdip. This indeed is Conqueſt, 
To gain a Friend like you: Why were e Foes? 
Aar. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain'd an Equal. 
[ fought to have it in my Pow'r to do 
What thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my Conqueſt, 
To ſhew thee, Honour was my only Motive, 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 
and Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 


4 EDIUS. 23 
4 Cre. to Hzm. How mean it ſhows to fawn upon the 
1 Victor! TE | 

1 em. Had you beheld him fight, you had ſaid other- 
4 wiſe: b 

4 Come, tis brave bearing in him, not to envy 
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Thich, like a Toy dropt from the Hands of Fortune, 
lay for the next Chance-comer. 

1 OEdip. (embracing.) No more Captive, 

1 But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſant, 
nd ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, 


Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our warlike Hands, 
and kept 'em from ſoft Ute. 
Adr. My Conqueror! 
OEdip. My Friend! that other Name keeps Enmity 
alive. 
but longer to detain thee were a Crime: 
To Love, and to Eurydice, go free: 
duch Welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 
Expect from me ; the reſt let her ſupply. 
adr, ] go without a Bluſh, though conquer'd twice, 
by you, and by my Princeſs. Ex. Adraſtus. 
Cre. [ Aſede.] Then I am conquer'd thrice; by OEaipus, 
And her, and ev'n by him, the Slave of both: 
Gods, I'm beholden to you, for making me your Image, 
Wou'd 1 cou'd make you mine. [Ex. Creon. 
Enter the People with Branches in their Hands, holding 
them up, and kneeling : Taco Prieſts before them. 
OEdip. Alas, my People! 
What means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt Eyes, 
And lifted Hands? if there be one among you 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the "_ 
147. 
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| 1 Pr. O Father of thy Country! All m 
1 To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, Shall 
1 As to a viſible Divinity. New 
| | A Prince on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe Driv'r 
Fi The Buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence Then 
wa Might on thy careful Boſom ſleep ſecure, Cou'd 
Ui And leave her Taſk to thee. - | | 2 P 
1 But where's the Glory of thy former Acts? br. 
"44 Ev'n that's deſtroy'd, when none ſhall live to ſpeak it, MY Worſe 
1 Millions of Subjects ſnalt thou have; but mute. ro M. 
1 A People of the dead; a crowded Deſart; hell h 
3 A Midnight Silence at the Noon of Day. JF That 1 
WH OEdip. O were our Gods as ready with their Pity, ls if 
14 As II with mine, this Preſence ſhou'd be throng'd Than: 
128 With all I left alive; and my ſad Eyes And I, 
'3f1 Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd Sight Lo ex} 
1 Flatter'd my Toils of War. or ho 
3h 1 Pr. Twice our Deliverer. How / 
. OZaip. Nor are now your Vows Paſs'd 1 
| Addreſt to one who fleeps. | But ful 
38 When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, It van 
41 Dymas was ſent to Delphos, to enquire 1 P. 
I} The Cauſe and Cure of this contagious III: And n. 
| | And is this Day return'd : But ſince his Meſſage EA 
i41 Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it None | 
1 But in this general Preſence : Let him ſpeak. 2 Pr 
| Dym. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, He {ca 
7 ! And facred Tripos did the Prieſteſs give, = 077 

Ul In theſe myſterious Words, ; 
Pn The Oracle. Shed in @ curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, I Pr 

4 Blood. Royal unreweng d has curs'd the Land. | 
— When Laius' Death is expiated well, Who te 
"1 Your Plague ſhall ceaſe. The reſt let Laius tell. To mu 
; OEdip. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's Blood WM Left to 
vb too: Ea 
And ſuch a King's, and by his Subjects ſhed! but too 
14 (Elſe why this Curſe on Thebes?) no wonder then = 2”. 
48 If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes! W's the 
| | It Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery ad pre 
, ; al” as 
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All muſt be empty' d on us: Not one Bolt | 4 0149 
$hall err from Thebes; but more be call'd for, more: | 
New moulded Fhunder of a larger Size; 
Driv'n by whole Fowve. What, touch anointed Power! 
Then Gods beware; Fowe wou'd himſelf be next; 
Cou'd you but reach him too. 
2 Pr. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 
OEdip. Well you may: 
Worſe than a Plague infects you: Y'are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th? inſernal Pow'rs : 
Hell has a right in you: I thank you, Gods, 
That I'm no Theban born: How my Blood curdles! 
As if this Curſe touch'd me! and touch'd me nearer 
Than all this Preſence! — Ves, tis a King's Blood, 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds 
To expiate this Blood: But where, from whom, 
Or how muſt I atone it? tell me, Thebans, 
How Laius fell; for a confus'd Report 
Pad through my Ears, when firſt I took the Crown: 
But full of Hurry, like a Morning Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 
Pr. He went in private forth; but thinly follow'd ; 
And ne'er return'd to Thebes. 
' .OEdip. Nor any from him? came there no Attendant? 
None to bring the News? 
2 Pr. But one; and he fo wounded, | 
tle ſcarce. drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Words. 
OEdip. What were they? ſomething may be learnt 
from thence. 


Pr. He ſaid a Band of Robbers watch'd their Paſ. 


. 
— 


ſage 3 a 4 1 | 
Who took advantage of a narrow Way 1. 
To murder Laivs and the reſt: Himſelf 17 1 
left too for dead. 14.138 
OEaip. Made you no more Enquiry, 1 | 
but took this bare Relation ? Wl 
2 Pr. Twas neglected : | 'v 
for then the Monſter Sphinx began to rage; li, 4-1 
hes e 
and preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote; | whe! 
9 was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd, Wh 


K &, 
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OEaip. Mark, Thebans, mark! 
Juſt then, the Sphinx began to rage among you; 


The Gods took hold ev'n of th' offending Minute, "8 Th 
And dated thence your Woes : Thence will I trace em. An 
1 Pr. Tis juſt thou ſhould'ſt. = : 
OEcip. Hear then this dreadful Imprecation ; hear it: 1 7 
*Tis laid on all; not any one exempt : fal 
Bear witneſs Heav'n, avenge it on the Perjur'd. 15 , 
If any Theban born, if any Stranger | His 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author, ((o 
Ten Attick Talents be his juſt Reward : 4 0 
But, if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 3 
The Murd'rer he conceal, the Curſe of Thebes 7 
Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, ; 
Ye Gods, and place em there: From Fire and Water, MW No 
Converſe, and all things common be he baniſh'd, JM Th: 
But for the Murderer's felf, unfound by Man, J 
Find him ye Pow'rs Cœleſtial and Infernal: The 
And the ſame Fate or worſe than Laius met, AN 
Let be his Lot: His Children be accurſt ; And 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be curs'd. For 
Both Pr. Confirm it, Heav'n ! | But 
Enter Jocaſta; Attended by Women. | r 
Foc. At your Devotions! Heav'n ſucceed your '0) 
Wiſhes; And 
And bring th' Effect of theſe your pious Pray'rs like 
On you, and me, and all. f 7 
Pr. Avert this Omen, Heayn ! For | 
OEadip. O fatal Sound, Unfortunate Foca/ta ! WM But | 
What haſt thou ſaid ! an ill Hour haſt thou choſen WM Goo, 


For theſe fore boding Words | why, we were curſing ! All 
Foc. Then may that Curſe fall only where you laid it. MW Ton 


OEdip. Speak no more! | 5 
For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous!: We were curling ; ; 2 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd N 07 

On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. = Ti; 
oc. Are then my Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe? Had 

O unkind OEdipus My former Lord | Noc 

Thought me his Bleſſing: Be thou like my Las. M [her 
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ORdip. What yet again? the third time haſt thou 
curs'd me: 
This imprecation was for Laius Death, 
And thou haſt wiſh'd me like him. 
oc. Horror ſeizes me! 

OEdip. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? pr'ythee, Love, 
Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 

Foc. The more I look, the more I find of Laius e 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action; nay his Frown ; 
(For I have ſeen it;) but ne'er bent on me. 

OEdip. Are we ſo like? | 

Foe. In all things but his Love. 

OEdip. 1 love thee more: So well I love, Words 

cannot ſpeak how well. 
No pious Son e'er lov'd his Mother more 
Than I my dear Jocaſta. 

Foc. I love you too 
The ſelf-ſame way : And when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 

And bad me not be angry: Be not you: 
For I love Lazus ſtill, as Wives ſhou'd love: 
But you more tenderly ; as part of me: 
And when I bave you in my Arms, methinks 
I lull my Child aſleep. 
OEdip. Then we are bleſt: 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies 
Like empty Clouds; but drop not on our Heads. 

Foc. 1 have not joy'd an Hour ſince you departed, 

For publick Miſeries, and for private Fears ; 

But this bleſt Meeting has o'er-paid 'em all. 

Good Fortune that comes ſeldom comes more welcome. 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſent 
To make my Brother happy. 

OEdip. How, Jocaſta? 

Foc. By Marriage with his Neice, Furydice ? 

OEdip. Uncle and Neice! they are too near, my Love: 
"Tis too like Inceit : *T'is Offence to Kind: 

Had I not promis'd, were there no Adraſtus, 

No Choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 

They ſhou'd not marry ; ſpeak no more of it; 

The Thought diſturbs me. 
BE 2 


- 


Foc 


„ n 2 


Foc. Heav'n can never bleſs 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creon ; 
Remember he's my Brother. 

OEaip. That's the Bar: 
And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature would abhor 
To be forc'd . again upon her ſelf, 


And like a Whirl-pool ſwallow her own Streams. 

Foc. Be not diſpleas d: I'Il move the Suit no more. 
OEaip. No, do not; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When l but think on Inceſt; move we forward 

To thank the Gods for my Succels, and pray 

To waſh the Guilt of Royal Blood away. [Ex. omnes. 
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ACT Ul. | 
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SCENE, An open Gallery. A Royal Bed-Cham- 
ber being ſuppos'd behind. 


2 2 
* 


: The Time, Night. Thunder, &c. 


Enter Hzmon, Alcander, and Pyracmon. 


Hem. O Ure tis the end of all things; Fate has torn 
The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now 

The ghaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 

Call you theſe Peals of Thunder, but the Yawn 

Of bellowing Clouds? By Fowe, they ſeem to me 

The World's laſt Groans; and thoſe vaſt Sheets of Flame 

Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the God, 

The Sun and Moon, run down like Waxen-Globes ; 

The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Jellies, 

And Chaos 1s at hand. 

Pyr. *Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Thebar ſleeps, 

But ſuch as ne'er muſt wake. All crowd about 

The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 

Help of the King; who, from the Battlement, 

By the red Lightning's Glare, deſcry'd afar, 

Atones the angry Powers. [Thunder, &. 

Hem. Ha! Pyracmon, look; 

Behold, Alcander, from yon' Weſt of Heav'n, 

The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 

A Scepter bright with Gems in each right Hand. 

Their flowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 

Diſtinctly yonder in that Point they ſtand, 

Juſt weſt; a bloody Red ſtains all the Place: 

And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 1 
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Pyr. Clufters of golden Stars hang o'er their Head: 
And ſeem ſo crowded, that they burſt upon 'em: 
All dart at-once-their baleful Influence 
In leaking Fire. ” 

Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 

Like flaming Porcupines, to their left Sides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their Hearts, 

Hem. But fee! the King, and Queen, and all the Court 
Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this ? 

| [7 hunaers again. The Scene draws, and di/. 
covers the Prodigies. 
Enter OEdi pus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, and a1] 
coming forward with Amaxement. 

OEaip. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine; ſpare all this 

Noiſe, 
This Rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure. 
Why breaks yon dark and duſky Orb away? 
Why from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night 
Burſt forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars ? 
Ha! my Jocaſa, look! the Silver Moon! 
A- ſettling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! 
She's all o'er Blood! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns fhe journeys on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet : 
Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War; 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. 

Adr. Tis vain; you ſee the Prodigies continue; 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous, 

OEdip. Forbear, raſh Man Once more I ak 

your Pleafure ! 
If that the Glow-worm Light of human Reaſon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this Storm of Nature ? 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea? 
Why thoſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth : 
Why yon Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters? 
Alas ! 1s all this but to fright the Dwarts 
Which your own Hands have made? Then be it ſo. 
Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 


ESD IGuusSVs . 
por murder'd Laius : hear me, hear me, Gods ! 


Hear me thus proſtrate: Spare this groaning Land, 


cave innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; 
Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt Anger, 
Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the Center. 


* 


31 


The Cloud draws that weil'd the Heads of the Figures in 
the Sky, and ſhews em Crown'd with the Names of 
OEdipus and Jocaſta written abo ve in great Charac- 


ters of Gold. 


Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away 
Or juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, 

I ſee, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 
OEdipus and Jocaſta. 
Alc. 1 read the ſame. 


Aar. Tis wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade 


Too far in the vaſt Deep of Deſtiny. 


Thunder; and the Prodigies vaniſh, 


Joc. My Lord, my OEdipus, why gaze you now, 
When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made ? will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People ; who devour each Word 
You breathe ? 

O Edip. It ſhall be fo. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to ſave thee ! 


Draw from my Heart my Blood, with more Content 


Than e'er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Focaſta / 
By all th' Indearments of miraculous Love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft have made us wonder ; here I ſwear 
On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I ſwear, 
cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 
Joc. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Laius, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 
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32 En 
Perhaps my Poniard firſt ſhould drink your Blood; 


But you are innocent, as your Foca/ta, 

From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To fave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe: 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt Thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 

When you reſolv'd to die. 

OEaip. Is't poſſible? 

Foc. Alas! why ftart you ſo? Her ſtiff 'ning Grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine : Methinks I ſhould have made 
My Boſom bare againſt the armed God, 

To ſave my OEdipus l 

OEaip. I pray, no more. 

ec. You've ſilenc'd me, my Lord. 

OEdip. Pardon me, dear Foca/ta ! 

Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Sufferings, 
And can but vent itſelf in ſobs and Murmurs: 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, I'll find him out. 
Ves, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample Vengeance 
On Lazus' Murderer. O, the Traytor's Name! 
I'll know't, I will ; Art ſhall be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unravel'd. 
Fee. Sacred Sir— 


OEaip. Rage will have way, and 'tis but juſt; Ill ; 


fetch him, 
Tho? lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's Wing, 


Tho? Rocks ſhould hide him: Nay, he ſhall be dragg'd ? 


From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along: 
His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tiręſas Power, 
(Tireſſas, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more ; 
And then be plung'd in bis firſt Fires again. 
Enter Creon. 

Cre. My Lord, 
Tirefias attends your Pleaſure. 

OEdip. Haſte, and bring him in. 
O, my Jocaſia, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
Creon, and all ye Thebans, now the end A 
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of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
Draws on: This Battle of the Heav'ns and Earth 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to Peace. 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by his Daughter 
Manto, fellow'd by other Thebans, ed 


0 thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 

Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 

Opens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 

To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council; 

0 Prophet, anſwer me, declare alouc. 

The Traitor who conſpir'd the death of Laius - 

Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes ? 
Tir, We muſt no more than Fate commiſſions us 

To tell; yet ſomething and of moment I'll untold, 

If that the God would wake; I] feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 

That leaps and moves the Wood without a. Wind ;. 

The rouzed God, as all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf.; 

He ſtruggles, and be tears my aged 'Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burit, 

My rivePd ſkin, 

Like parchment, crackles at the hallow'd Fire ; 

| ſhall be young again: Mano, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Bard 

Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 

With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 

O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 

Tull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 

With pow'rful Strains; Manto, my lovely Child; 

Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild. 
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SONG to APOL L o. =_— 
Uke 
Hebus, God below'd by Men, Yet C 
At thy Dawn, every Beaſt is rouz'd in his Des: OZ 
Alt thy Setting, all the Birds of thy Abſcence complain, 

And aue die, all die till the Morning comes again. = GC 
Phoebus, God below'd by Men “ 3 And 
Idol of the Eaftern Kings, 41 of 
Awful as the God who flings 3 Me 8 
His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings ; 3 Muc 
God of Songs, and Orphean Strings, 1 That 
Who to this mortal Baſom brings =_ 

All harmonious head uly things 4 IIb 

Thy drouxy Prophet to revive, 3 O, 1 

Ten thouſand thouſand Forms before him drive; q 0 
With Chariots and Horſes all o fire awake him, 3 As 0 
Convulſions, and Furies, and Prophefies ſhake him 1 0 
Let him tell it in Groans, th he bend with the Load, | To \ 
7 he he burſt wwith the Wight of the terrible God. | _ 
J Art 

Tir. The Wretch, who ſhed the Blood of old Labdacid, And 
Lives, and is great; Wh; 
But cruel Greatneſs ne er was long: Y but 
The firſt of Laius' Blood his Life did ſeize, MF b 
And urg'd his Fate, And 
Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong, ; 2 
The Wretch, who Laius kill'd, muſt bleed or fly; 1 E 
Or Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in Ruins he. And 
OEdip. The firſt of Latus Blood! pronounce the Perſon; Tha 
May the God roar from thy prophetick Mouth, ö Wh 
That even the Dead may ſtart up, to behold; | Uth 
Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, bec⸗ 
For by the Stars he dies: Y 76 
Speak, I command thee; | 4 


By Phebus, ſpeak ; for ſudden Death's his Doom ; | And 
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Here ſhall he fall, bleed on this very Spot; 
His Name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak. 
Tir, Tis loſt, 
Like what we think can never ſhun remembrance ; 
Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. 


35 


OEdip. Fetch it from thence; 111 have't, where-e'e 


it be. 
Cre, Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
And Creon ſhall point out the great Offender. . 
Tis true, Reſpect of Nature might enjoin 
Me Silence, at another time; but, oh, 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal Love! 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: Yet Thebes, 
Country 
[11 break through all to ſuccour thee, poor City! 
O, I muſt ſpeak. 
OEaip. Speak then, if ought thou know'ſt: 
As much thou ſeem'ſt to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid! 
To whom my Vows were ever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeft, chaſte and pure Affection, 


my 


The coldeſt Nymph might read 'em without bluſhing, 


Art thou the Murdreſs then of wretched La:us ? 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee! O my Tears ! 
Why will you fall in fo abhorr'd a Cauſe ? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deftroy'd 
Thy Father, (O monſtrous Act!) both Gods 
And Men at once take notice. 

Obaip. Eurydice ! 

Eur. Traitor, go on; I ſcorn thy little Malice, 
And knowing more my perfect Innocence, 


Than Gods and Men, then how much more than thee, 


Who art their Oppoſite, and form'd a Lyar, 
thus diſdain thee! Thou once didſt talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate thy Love, 
Thou doſt accuſe me. 
Adr. Villain, inglorious Villain, 


And Traitor, doubly damn'd, who durſt blaſpheme - 
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36 EPI» 9 74 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brigheſt Beauty; "I There 
Thou dy'ſt: Nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty, 3 
| 8 [ Draws and wounds bin, = 4! 
That guards this Place, preſerve thee from my Rage. OE. 
por. Difarm em both: Prince, I ſhall make you 
now | , 


| He fb; 

That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him, 17 
Adr. Sir, | | A OE 

J muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe Hence 
Repentance might abaſh me; but I glory 3 7 
In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traitor's Blood. Enoug 
OEdip. Creon, you ſhall be ſatisfy'd at full. Lierce 
Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal Wich 
To wile Tirefias, if my Accuſation y in 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Laius's Blood 0E 
Gave him his Death. Is there a Prince before her? or fu 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I aſk her Pardon. MJ Upon 
And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, ir 
If pity of thy Sufferings did not move me JM Ther 


To ſhew the Cure which Heav'n it ſelf preſcrib'd, A Therc 
Eur. Yes, Thebans, 1 will die to ſave your Lives, Their 


More willingly then you can wiſh my Fate; And! 
But let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man, For P 
Pronounce my Sentence: For to fall by him, uy ! 
By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, Till 
Would fink my Soul, tho? 1 ſhould die a Martyr. Y follo 
Aar. Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieft of Kings, MI 0,0 
See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to kneel ; | JM ! th: 
Touch not Earydice, by all the Gods, Indul 
As you would fave your Thebes, but take my Life: Lo-n 
For ſhould ſhe periſh, Heav'n would heap Plagues on And 

Plagues, f 

Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bolts : 
Upon your guilty Heads, Mane 

Cre. You turn to Gallantry, what is but Juſtice: 
Proof will be eaſy made. Adraſtus was | 
The Robber who bereft th' unhappy King 0. 
Of Life; becauſe he flatly had deny'd YM Ate: 


:Te make fo poor a Prince his Son-in-Lay ; 


There 


I Therefore twere fit that both ſhould periſh, 


9 e r 


x. 


1 Theb. Both, let both die. 

A Theb. Both, both; let 'em die. | 
| OEaip. Hence, you wild Herd! For your Ring- leader 

here, nx 3 

He ſhall be made Example. Hænon, take him. 

1 Theb. Mercy, O Mercy! 

OEdip. Mutiny in my Preſence! 
Hence, let me ſee that buſy Face no more. 


Tir. Thebant, what Madneſs makesyou drunk with Rage? 


Enough of guilty Death's already acted: 

Fierce Creon has accuſed Eurydice. 

With Prince Adraſtus; which the God reproves. 

By inward Checks, and leaves their Fates in doubt. 

OEdip. Therefore inſtruct us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer ; for I feel a Sleep like Death 
Upon me, and I ſigh to be at reſt. 

Tir, Since that the Pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtiek Deed, l'll to the Grove of Furies; 
There I can force th' Infernal Gods to ſhew 
Their horrid Forms; Each Trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
And leave their grizly King without a Waiter. 

For Prince Adraſtus and Eurydice, 
My Life's engag'd, I'll guard 'em in the Fane, 
Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 
Follow me, Princes; Thebanrs, all to reſt. 
0, OEdipus, to-morrow but no more. 
t that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 
Induige thy Brain this Night with ſofter Slumbers : 
To-morrow, O to-morrow |! ſleep, my Son; 
And in prophetick Dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 
[Ex. Tir. Adr. Eur. Man. and Theb. 


Manent OEdipus, Jocaſta, Creon, Pyracmon, Hæmon, 
and Alcander. 


OEdip. To Bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Jocaſſa. 
After the Toils of War, 'tis wondrous ſtrange | 


wares 3 
— 5 e 


e 


— 


ee 


9 — — — — CPS — Mes = 
— ney mama * » I : — Ir — 
—_ — - _ — — —— — —— ——— — - K 5 — i > l Ar { ors — 2 S r bs ö * 
2 2 N ö + K STE. © td Eg OW YT - 8 7" e r r 8 * 7 2 1 N 
n 2 8 5 1 1 n * — N 2 4 7 5 mY. w A F 7 ah 8 2 2 s Ps o 
| AF f * * nir K 3% w_ _ 
BY > * * < 2 _ N I . * * 8 2 , > pa 
— 7 ee 3 — — Go WA PT: v- — >. 0 — 9 — q 
: Þ - [4 
_ - 1 * . of 2 — P — - 
„ 12 — — 5 « * — — — o 4 7 * aol. C3524 a 2 8 . . >. I's 0 —— — — 
— — * 2 * - 3 "Be — 0 — Df N * 2 N * 1 
© * ” W — — — - x - p . . +: — CI — 4. A rr hoe W n x e # "ev; — - 
—— * — © 7 — * Sis + Tie 4 _ _ DS - —— n 4 
* R > 3 RG 9% 2 14 l + | rn. n . Y IEG: 5 . E 3 a 
. 5:4 4 D — — N. Pn . - N 1 2 222 1 27 4 
l : - N * 4 * —_ * 8822 — 1 . — * — 1 * A * e * — Sie iy 0 
* * * 2 a N W — — — ok — 4 * N wo 
* ry -— _ = * — - 
a — * 5 2 - — % — dy 4 * 
— — — bs a o — ww wore: 3 1 . . a> - "_ * 
, - 5 > 3 


- 


yg 
Ports AO nos 


38 Gps. 


Our Loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One Moment; 


Thought, | 
And Tl approach the Arms of my Belov'd. 


Foc. Conſume whole Years in Care, ſo now and then 


I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 

With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and figh my Vows : 
This and no more, my Lord, is all the paſſion 

Of languiſhing 


Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love! 
I never offer'd to obey thy Laws, 
But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me ; 
An unknown Hand ſtill check'd my forward Joy, 
Daſh'd me with Bluſhes, tho? no Light was near; 
That ev'en the Act became a Violation. 

Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 


OEdip. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, didſt thou : 


call me? 
Cre. Not J, my gracious Lord, nor any here. 


OEdip. That's ſtrange! methought I heard a doleful 4 


Voice 
Cry OEdipu.— The Prophet bad me ſleep. 
He talk'd of Dreams, and Viſions, and To-morrow ! 
P11 muſe no more, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; 


And with thoſe Thoughts PII reſt : Creon, good night, | 
[Ex. with Hæm. 


Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes up, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags cf Fancy wing him through the Air: 
From Precipices hurl him headlong down; 
Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet before him. 

Alc. Your Curſes have already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very ſad. 

Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
His Eye-balls never move, Brows be unbent, 


His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 


Jocaſta. Exit, 


OEaip. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt of the World! good Wah. 5 


YES 
= > 7 
E 
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Be blacker than the Place T wiſh him, Hell. 

Pyr. No more: You tear yourſelf, but vex not him. 
Methinks *twere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tireſias conjures up the Fiends, 

And paſs the time with nice Eurydice. 

Alc. Try Promiſes, and Threats, and if all fail, 

Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead, with her Aaraſſtus. 

Cre. Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another Thought. Luſt and Revenge! 

To ſtab at once the only Man I hate, 

And to enjoy the Woman whom I love! 

[ as« no more of my auſpicious Stars, 

The reſt as Fortune pleaſe; fo but this Night 
She play me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 


Enter Hzmon. 


Hzmon, My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt; 
Yet, ere he ſlept, commanded me to clear | 
The Antichambers: None muſt dare be near him. 

Cer. Hæmon, you do your Duty ;— [ 7 hunderx.. 
And we obey. The Night grows yet more dreadful! 
'Tis juſt that all retire to their Devotions; 

The Gods are angry : But To-morrow's Dawn, 
If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. [ 4s bey go 22 


OEdi pus enters, walking aſleep in his Shirt, with a Dag- 
ger in his Right-Hand, and a Taper in his Left. 


OEdip. O, my Fece/la! 'tis for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies on the cold Ground; 
For this he bears the Storms 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms : 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd; 
That I could hold thee ever !——Ha! where art thou ? 
What means this melancholy Light, that ſeems 
The Gloom of glowing Embers ? 
The Curtain's drawn; and ſee ſhe's here again! 


Jocaſta 3 
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Fecaſta? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? 
How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me: 
Ha ! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 

And Vultures gnaw out my inceſtuous Heart. 


By all the Gods ! 


My Sword: What, Hæmon, dar'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me? © 
With thy own Ponyard periſh. Ha! who's this? 
Or is't a Change of Death? By all my Honours, 
New Murder; thou haſt ſlain old Po/ybas - 

Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's murdered! 

Out thou infernal Flame: Now all is dark, 

All blind and diſmal, moſt triumphant Miſchief ! 

And now while thus I ſtalk about the Room, 

I challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like OEdipus! [ Thunder, &c. 
Enter Jocaſta attended, with Lights, in a Night-gown, | 


OEaip. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell, n 
Furies 

Where am I? O, Fecafla, let me hold thee : 

Thus to my Boſom, Ages let me graſp thee,. 

All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd Fleſh, 

With fierceſt human Spirit inſpir d, can dare, 

Or do, I dare; but, oh you pow'rs, this was 

By infinite degrees too much for Man. 


Methinks my deafen'd Ears 


Are burſt; my Eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire: 
That ſleep ſhould do this! 

Foc. Then my Fears were true. 
Methought J heard your Voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now, in a ſtill mall Tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as racking Ships, 
After the dreadful Yell, ſink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. 

OEaip. Truſt me, thou Faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind; 
None &er in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before. 
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my Mother Merope / 2 
My Sword, a Dagger ; Ha, who waits there ? Slaves, ö 
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Ixet what moſt ſhocks the Niceneſs of my Temper, 
Iva far beyond the killing of my Father, | 
Ind my own Death, is that this Horrid Sleep 

I 0:4'd my fick Fancy with an Act of Inceſt : 
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[ dreamt, Fecaſta, that thou wert my Mother; 
Which tho impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a Miſchief on myſelf, 

leſt I ſhould ſleep and dream the like again. 

Ja. O OEdipus, too well I underitand you! 
know the Wrath of Heav'n, the Care of Thebes, 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, 
ind thouſand other Labours of the State, 

Are all referr'd to you, and ought to take you 
for ever from Focaſta. 

OEdip. Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul, 
Feav'n knows I love thee. 

Jec. O, you think me vile, 

And of an Inclination ſo ignoble, 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever, 
be wineſs, Gods, and ſtrike Foca/ia dead, 
an immodeft Thought, or low Defire | 
lam d my Breaſt, fince firſt our Loves were lighted. 
OEdip. O riſe, and add not, by thy cruel Kindneſs, 
A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments, 
Thou think'ſt my Dreams are forg'd ; but by thyſelf, 
The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true: 
but, be they what they will, I here diſmiſs *em ; 
begone, Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds. 
5 there a Fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
f Birds and Beaſts, and tired the Prophet's Art? 
let what avails ? he, and the Gods together, 
deem like Phyſicians at a loſs to help us: 
therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
Vell ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love; 
To Bed, my Fair. 
Ghoſt avithin. OEdipus ! 
OEdip. Ha! who calls? 
Vid thou not hear a Voice? 


E PDPDIGYVUS. 


Foc. Alas! I did, 
Ghoſt. Focafta! 

Foc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport . I 

OEAdip. Call louder, till you burſt your Airy Forms, 
Reſt on my Hand. Thus, arm'd with Innocence, is 
I'll face theſe babbling Demons of the Air, 
In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'II on, 
Tho' round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms; 
P11 break 'em with Jocaſta in my Arms; 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, I'll wait my Doom; 
And act my Joys, tho' Thunder ſhake the Room. 
Len, | * 
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SCENE, a dark Grove. 


Enter Creon, and Diocles. 


1 07 I'S better not to be, than be unhappy. 
: Dioc. What mean you by theſe Words? 
Cre. Tis better not to be, than to be Creon. 

| thinking Soul is puniſhment enough; 

it when *tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
lien every Thought draws Blood. 

Dice, You are not wretched. 

(re, Jam: My Soul's ill-married to my Body, 

zou'd be young, be handſom, be belov'd : 

wd I but breathe myſelf into Adrafiusr —— 

Dix, You rave; call home your Thoughts, 

07%. I pr'ythee let my Soul take Air awhile; 

ſee ſhe in OFdipus, 1 were a King; 

ten I had kilPd a Monſter, gain'd a Battle; 

nd bad my Rival Pris'ner; e, brave Actions: 
ty have not I done theſe? 

Dic. Your Fortune hinder'd. 

(re. There's it: I have a Soul to do 'em all: 
Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
by young handſom Fools: Body and Brawn 
ball her Work : Hercules was a Fool, 

aa ſtraight grew famous: a mad boiſt'rous Fool, 
i worſe, a Woman's Fool. 

vis the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 
Vice, A Serpent ne'er becomes a flying Dragon, 
ll he has eat a Serpent, | 
(re. Goes it there? 


nderſtand thee ; I muſt kill Adraftas. 
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Direc. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs: 25 
Eurydice and he are Pris' ners here, Ius be: 
But will not long be ſo: This Tell-tale Ghoſt ud be 
Perhaps will clear 'em both. ea © 

Cre. Well: *tis reſolv'd. Irhich : 

Dtac. The Princeſs walks this way; ind lo: 
You muſt not meet her, bis is 
Till this be done. a to 

Cre. I muſt. N Eur. 

Dioc. She hates your Sight: Alernal 
And more ſince you accus'd her. lciſitu 

Cre. Urge it not. ind an 

I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Defign ; o hol 
For ſhe's too near. bbs for 
Enter Eurydice. BZ 

How, Madam, were your 'Thoughts employ'd ? Lu. 

Eur. On Death, and thee. | yr Dea 

Cre. Then were they not well ſorted: Life and me Disc. 
Had been the better Match. r. 

Eur. No, I was thinking 0 take 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature: | ME 
And they are Death and thee. IF tc. 

Cre. The Thought of Death to one near Death WI Lr. 

dreadful ! o Inn 

O *tis a fearful thing to be no more. lo frig 
Or if to be, to wander after Death; And he 
To walk as. Spirits do, in Brakes all Day; e. 
And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths ef Des 
That lead to Graves; and in the ſilent Vault, Kur.) 
Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, Dioc 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps: Kur. 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt of My 
Into your lifeleſs Lips: Cee. 
Then, like a lone benighted Traveller ad ye 
Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſwer d]W% nex 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe ever y Blaſt will ſhake Maid . 
Your tender Form to Atoms. Eur. 
Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being? and thus wander! WM Cre. 


No quiet after Death! | Wax 


6. None: You muſt leave 
Ibis beauteous Body; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 
ft be no more the Object of Deſire, | 
it a cold Lump of Clay; 
Irbich then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
ud loath its former Lodging. 
bis is the beſt of what comes after Death, 
irn to the beſt. 
Ar. What then ſhall be thy Lot! 
emal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur : 
liciſitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts : 
ud an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
Jo hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh; 
This for Eurydice; theſe for her Adraftus “ 
Cre, For her Aaraſtus ! 
Eur. Ves; for her Adraſtus - 
for Death ſhall ne'er divide us: Death, what's Death! 
Dioc. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
Fur. But I more fear Creon - 
To take that hunch-back'd Monſter in my Arms, 
I Excreſcence of a Man. 
Dioc. to Cre. See what you've gain'd. 
Exr. Death only can be dreadful to the Bad: 
To Innocence, *tis like a Bug- bear dreſs'd 
To frighten Children ; pull but off his Maſque, 
und he'll appear a Friend. 

Cre. You talk too ſlightly 
of Death and Hell. Let me inform you better. 
Eur, You beſt can tell the News of your own Country, 
Dioc. Nay now you are too ſharp. 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one who has accus'd me 
f Murder and of Parricide ? 
Cre, You provok'd me: 
ind yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
ks next of Blood to Laius : be advis'd, 


ind you may live. 
Fur. The Means? 
| WM Cre. Tü offer'd you, 
he Fool Adraſtus has accus'd himſelf, 


uh | Zur. 
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Eur. He has indeed, to take the Guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, *tis well: 

He ne'er cou'd prove it in a better Time. = 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompence for Loy 
Cre. Tis a Fool's juſt Reward : 1 

The Wiſe can make a better uſe of Life: 

But *tis the young Man's Pleaſure; his Ambition: 

J grudge him not that Favour. 

ur. When he's dead, 

Where ſhall I find his Equal! 
Cre. Every where. 

Fine empty Things, like him, 

The Court ſwarms with 'em. ? 

Fine fighting Things; in Camps they are ſo common, 

Crows feed on nothing elſe; plenty of Fools ; IJ 

A Glut of them in J Hebes. ; 


£ 
*. 


And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen: 4 : 
She places em aloft, o' th* topmoſt Spoke | Tis S 
Of all her Wheel: Fools are the daily Work | I. 
Of Na: ire; her Vocation; if ſhe form boa k 
A Man, ſhe loſes by't, *tis too expenſive; mie! 
*T would make ten Fools: A Man's a Prodigy. ; 4 
Eur. That is, a Creon O thou black Detradtor, 
Who ſpitt'ſt thy Venom againſt Gods and Men! ne I. 
'Phou Enemy of Eyes: | Dios 
Thou who lov'ſt nothing but what nothing loves, W 4 
And that's thyſelf: who haſt conſpir'd againſt J . 
My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all; had b 
And only fit for thee. ver. f 
But for Adra/tus' Death, good Gods, his Death! ro fre 
What Curſe ſhall J invent? AY c(. 
Dioc. No more: he's here. Din, 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. C,. 
He who wou'd give his Life; give up his Fame — Wn. 
Enter Adraſtus. | pw 

If all the Excellence of Woman-kind Tis f 
Were mine; No, ?tis too little all for him: 3 
Were I made up of endleſs, endleſs Joys. "Tx 


| Ar. And ſo thou art: daher 
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Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Price; 
[ncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour; 
Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away; 
zut when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love, 
Throw ev*n that over- board, for Love's the Jewel 
and laſt it muſt be kept. 
Cre. to Dioc. Work him be ſure 
To Rage, he's paſſionate ; 
Make him th* Aggreſſor. 
Dioc. O falſe | Gap falſe Honour! 
Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe! 
Adr. Dar'ſt thou ſay this to me? 15 
Cre. To you] why what are you, that I ſhould fear you 
am not Laius : Hear me, Prince of Argos. | 
You give what's nothing, when you give your Honour; 
Tis gone; *tis loſt in Battle. For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: 
You kill'd her Father; you confeſs'd you did: 
mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to the Daughter. 
Aar. [ Afide. ] Gods, muſt I bear this Brand, and 
not retort | 
The Lye to his foul Throat! 
Dioc. Baſely you kill'd him. | 
Ar. | Alide.] O, I burn inward : my Blood's all o*fire. 
Hades, when the poiſon'd Shirt fate cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague-fit to this my Fever. 
Yet, for Eurydice, ev'n this P11 ſuffer, | | 
To free my Love. Well then, I kilPd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure, you cou'd not. 
Dioc. Nor alone. 
Cre, You had your fellow Thieves about you, Prince; 
They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 
Aar. | Akde.) Down ſwelling Heart 
Tis for thy Princeſs all—O my Eurydice !— [To her. 
Eur. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of my 
if I cou'd not bear a ſhameful Death, [Sex, 


Of 
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By fc 
Of which I know you free. Kao 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, ohe f 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Nature, Marl 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? gyn 
Eur. You know he kill'd him not. 4, 
Cre. Let him ſay fo. Chall 
Dioc. See he ſtands mute. tr: 0, I 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience, ev'n in wicked Men Thy 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter My! 
One Syllable, one No to clear himſelf To {| 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted horrid Act, Coe h 
That ere cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. my 
Adr. Hal Villain!  : :;- And 
Dioc. Echo to him, Groves; cry Villain. To b 
* Adr. Let me conſider! did I murder Lains, Cr 
Thus like a Villain ? Now 
Cre. Beſt revoke 2 Words; And 
ſay you kill'd him not, 2 
e like a Villain; pr'ythee change me that E 
For any other Lye. ; En 
Dioc. No, Villain, Villain. ; 9 
Cre. You. kilPd him not! proclaim your Innocence, W, 
Accuſe the Princeſs: So I knew it *twould be. "Is 
Adr. I thank thee, thou inſtruct'ſt me: "8 
No matter how - — m, ou! 
Aide. Cool'd again 5 
Dos Fon, — uſt —_ the ſacred Nameof Conſcience, | ＋ 
Did not thy own ſelf declare him innocent? f To d. 
To me declare him ſo? The King ſhall know it. le. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, tor I'll forſwear it. Have 
Eur. What's now thy Conſcience? oY ves 
Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glore, | = 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw off, Ml The | 
As I think beſt: Tis my obedient Conſcience. 75 
Aar. Infamous Wretch ! Not < 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office Durſt 
To ſave a Rival's Life; when thou art dead, Fo 
(As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe parle 


Than thou think ſt me, 
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By forfeitirg her Life, to fave thy own.—) 

Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 

he ſhall be mine: (ſhe is, if Vows were binding) 

EY Mark me, the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 

on of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 

Jar. Thine, ſay'ſt thou, Monſter ; 

hall my Love be thine ? 

0, I can bear no more! 

Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rais'd 

My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 

To fall and paſh thee dead. 

See here thy Nuptials ; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, [Draws. 

Thy promis'd Juno vaniſh'd in a Cloud; 

And in her room avenging Thunder rolls 

To blaſt thee thus.—Come both.— [| Both draw. 
Cre. Tis what I wiſh'd! 5 

Now ſee whoſe Arm can lanch the ſurer Bolt, 

And who's the better Fove / 
Eur. Help; Murder, help! 


Enter Hzmon and Guards, run betwwixr them, and 
beat down their Swords, 


_ [ Fight, 


mL; 


Hæm. Hold; hold your impious Hands; IthinktheFuries 
To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
You have profan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice, 

All full of human Souls ; that cleave their Barks 

To dance at Midnight by the Moon's pale Beams : 

At leaſt two hundred Years theſe reverend Shades 

Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
died by the Prieſt's own Hand to Pro/erpine. 

Adr. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 

Hem. Thou, Creon, didſt. 

Not OEdipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 

Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 

To touch one ſingle Hair: but muſt, unarm'd, 

IJ farle as in a Truce, or ſurlily avoid | 

3 What moſt he long'd to kill. 
9 | GH: Cre. 
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Cre. I drew not firſt; + 

Bur in my own Defence. = 7 
Adr. 1 was provok'd | =_— . 
Beyond Man's Patience, all Reproach cou'd urge JF An 
Ty us'd = kindle one not apt to bear. "BL 
Hem. Tis OEdipus, not I, muſt judge thi . I | 
Lord Creon, you — Diocles retire: * Jl» 
Tire/ias, and the Brother-hood of Prieſts, F fen 
Approach the Place: None at theſe Rites aſſiſt, To 
But you th'Accus'd, who by the Mouth of Lains Ane 
Muſt be abſolv'd or doom'd. = T7 
Aar. I bear my Fortune. IJ Fil 
Eur. And I provoke my Trial. And 
Hæm. Tis at Hand. Hoy 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervain crown'd, 50 
The Prieſts with Yeugh, a venerable Band; Jl |»: 
We leave you to the Gods. | = 
[Ex. Hæmon ai Creon and Diocles- T 

Enter Tireſias, Jed by Manto: The Priefts fallow ; all ; _ 
cloathed in long black Habits. ö Wi. 

ir. Approach, ye Lovers; Alta 
IIl-fated Pair! whom, ſeeing not, I know: Will 
This day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were join'd: Anſy 
When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, A, 
And threaten'd both with Death: I fear, I fear. Ti 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, Drau 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? Drav 
Are they all deaf? or have the Giants Heav'n ? Barre 
Tir. 'The Gods are juſt. Cut 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? Full 
Reaſon! alas, it does not know it ſelf! And 
Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort lin'd plummet, MW uv 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of Heav'nly Juſtice. | Al 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt ; | T1 
Since all things are by Fate, But purblind Man Lor 
Sees but a part o'th' Chain; the neareſt Links; Ming 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam Feaſt 
That poiſes all above. | 1 
ols 


Fur. Then we muſt die! 


Tir, 
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Tir. The Danger's imminent this Day, 


And who wou'd moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 
Which in a Day muſt paſs? ſomething, or nothing 
| ſhall be what I was again, before 
JF 1 was Adraſtus ;— | 
Fenurious Heav'n, can't thou not add a Night 
Jo our one Day? give me a Night with her, 
And III give all the reſt. 
Tir. She broke her Vow 
Firſt made to Creon: but the Time calls on; 
And Laius Death muſt now be made more plain. 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horror, that I once rejoice 
I want the uſe of Sight. 
1 Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay. 
Tir. Chooſe the darkeſt part o'th* Grove; 
Such as Ghoſts at Noon-day love, | 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Laius lie, 
Altars rais'd of 'Turf or Stone, 
Will th' Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
Anſwer me if this be done? 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir, Is the Sacrifice made fit? 
Draw her backward to the Pit: 
Draw the barren Heifer back; 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows : 
And turn your Faces from the Sun: 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir, Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wine, 
To mother Earth and Pre/erpire : 
Mingle Milk into the Stream ; 
Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam ; 
dratch a Brand from Funeral Pile; 
Toſs it in to make 'em boil: 
2 A ad 


. 


Aar. Why then there's one Day leſs for human Ills; 
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And turn your Faces from the Sun; 85 

Anſwer me, if all be done? Ly z. 
All Pr. All is done. 1 

[ Peal of I hander ; and Flaſhes of Lightni „ge then M 7, 
Groaning below the Stage. I 
Man. O, what Laments are thoſe ? [Pain, . 
Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with © 

And heave it up; they pant and ſtick half way. : 

[The Stage wholly darken'q, © 

Man. And now a ſudden Darkneſs covers all, 1 

True genuine Night: Night added to the Groves: Cb 

The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heav'n. f | 
Tir. Am I but half obey'd? Infernal Gods, N 

Muſt you have Muſick too? then tune your Voices, 

And let 'em have ſuch Sounds as Hell ne'er heard ] 

Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades. N N 


Mufick Firſt. Then Sing. 1 


1 — 


1. Hear, ye ſullen Pow'rs beloaw : f 
Hear, ye T1 askers of the Dead. f 5 
2. Jou that boiling Cauldrons blow, N ö 
You that ſcum the molten Lead. I 
3. Yeu that pinch with Red-hot Tongs; MM Ti 
1. You that drive the trembling Hoſis | 
| Of poor, poor Ghoſts, 
With your ſharpen'd Prongs ; 
2. You that thruſt em off the Brim; 
3. You that plunge em when they ſwim : 
1. Till they drown ; 
Till they go 
On a row 
Down, down, down 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand Fathoms low. 
Chorus. T// they drown, &c. 
1. Mufick for a while 
Shall your Cares beguile, 
Wondring how yeur Pains were tasd ; 


2. And diſdaining to be pleas'd ; 
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3. Till Alecto free the Dead | | 


From their eternal Bands; 
Till the Snakes drop from her Head, 
And Whip from cut her Hands, 
1. Come away, | 
= Do not ſtay, 
1 But obey 
While we play, | 
For Hell's broke up and Ghoſts hawe Holy-Day. 
Chorus, Come away, &c. 
A Flaſh of Lightning: the Stage is made bright; and 
the Ghoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the Trees. 
1. Laius! 2. Laius! 3. Laius. 
1. Hear! 2. Hear! 3. Hear! 
Tir. Hear and appear. 
By the Fates that ſpun thy Thread; 
Cho. Which are three. | 
Tir, By the Furies fierce and dread ! 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Fudges of the dead ! 
Cho. Which are three ! 
Three times three! 
Tir. By HelPs blue Flame: 
By the Stygian Lake - 
And by Demogorgon's Name, 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
Hear and appear. | 
[The Ghoſt of Laius riſes arm'd in his Chariot as he 
was flain, And behind his Chariot, ſit the three 
who were murder'd with him. 
Ghoſt of Laius. Why haſt thou drawn me from my 
Pains below, a 
To ſuffer worſe above; to ſee the Day, 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes. 
For Pity ſend me back, where I may hide, 
In willing Night, this ignominious Head: 
In Hell I ſhun the publick Scorn; and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly: 
Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor'd Side, ; 
d An 
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And chatter at my Wounds. 
Tir, I pity thee: 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accurit, 
And Il unbind the Charm. 
GH. O ſpare my Shame. 
Tir. Are theſe two innocent ? 
Gh. Of my Death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt [ ſpeak ! 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors, 
The Gods foreſaw it; and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was born. I broke their Laws, 
And clothed with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul. 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for Deſtiny, 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Maſs 
With "Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly Virtue : But in vain. 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-winkt to the World, 
Perform'd its Work by his miſtaken Hands. 
Aſk't thou who murder'd me? twas OFatpus : 
Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? OZdipus c 
For whom then are you curſt, but OZripus : 
He comes; the Parricide: I cannot bear him: 
My Wounds ake at him: Oh his mu1d'rous Preath 
Venoms my airy Subſtance ! hence with him, 
Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plagues he bears 
Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his Way with Ruin. 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be driven. 
Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him Heav'n. $ 
[Ghoſt diſcend. 
Enter OF dipus, Creon, Hæmon, Ec, 
OEdip. What's this! methought ſome peſtilential Blaſt | 
Struck me juſt entering; and ſome unſeen Hand | 
Struggled to puſh me backward ' tell me why 
My Hair ſtands briſtting up, why my Fleſh trembles! 
You ſtare at me! then Hell has been among ve, 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove, 
Tir, What Omen ſaw'ſt thou entring ? 
OEaip. A young Stork, 
That bore his aged Parent on his Back; 


Tix | 
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Till, weary with the Weight, he ſhook him off, 
And peck'd out both his Eyes. 

Adr. Oh, OEaipus / 

Eur. Oh, wretched OFdipus ! 

Tir. O! al King? | - 


OEdip. What mean theſe Exclamations on my Name? 


thank the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach me: 
No: I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
And ſhake. my Soul quite e mpty in your Sight. 
Then wonder not. that I can bear unmov'd 
Theſe fix'd Regards, and ſilent Threats of Eyes: 
A generous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence; 
And conſcious Virtue is allow'd ſome Pride. 

Tir. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſapy'ſt. 

OEdip. What mutters he! tell me, Enrydice : 


Thou ſhak'ſt : Thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, Adraftus ; 


And boldly, as thou met'ſt my Arms in fight; 
Dar'ft thou not ſpcak ? why then 'tis bad indeed: 
Tireſſats, thee I ſummon by thy Prieſthood, 
Tell me what News from Hell: Where Laius points, 
And who's the guilty Head! 

Tir. Let me not anſwer. 

OEdip. Be dumb then, and betray thy native Soil 
To farther Plagues. 

Tir. I dare not name him to thee. 

OEdip. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou 

fcar 
An human Name ? 

Tir, Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known, 
Would make thee more unhappy ; "Twill be found, 
Tho' I am ſilent. 

OEdip. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thyſelf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murder. 

Ard ſhun'ft the Juſtice, which by publick Ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 

Tir. O, if the Guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great: Know, wretched Man, 
Thou only, thou art guilty; thy own Curſe 
Falls heivy on thyſelf. 

C 4 | OEl pus. 
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OEdip. Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the Winds when they are loudeft: 
Or to the raging Seas, they Il hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it: Hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 
But ſent it back to Light: And thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black Seal has firm'd this horrid Truth, © 
OEdipus murder'd Laius. 1 1 
OEalp. Rot the Tongue, g 
And blaſted be the Mouth that ſpoke that Lye. 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of Soul, 
Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. 5 
OEaip. Who were my Parents ? 
Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. S < 
OEdip. Why ſeek I Truth from thee ? . 


c 
( 
{ 
( 
| 
( 


The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 3 ” 
The Tradeſman's Oaths, and Mourning of an Heir, MY x, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell, 1 Ne 
O why has Prieſt-hood Privilege to lye, in 
And yet to be believ'd! thy Age protects thee— YM ro, 


Tir. Thou canſt not kill me; 'tis not in thy Fate, 

As *twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother; 

And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 

OEdip. Riddles, Riddles! M 
Tir, Thou art thyſelf a Riddle; a perplext f M 

Obſcure Arigma, which when thou unty ſt, -M $ 

Thou ſhalt be found and loft, T 
OEdip. Impoſiible ! ql 

Adraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a King, 

Whoſe Royal Word is ſacred, clear my Fame. A 
Aar. Wou'd ] cou'd: | It 
OEdip. Ha, wilt thou not? Can that Plebeian Vice B. 

Of Lying mount to Kings? can they be tainted ? 4 

Then Truth is loſt on Earth. 

Cre. The Cheat's too grol . 

Adraſftus is his Oracle, and he 

The pious Juggler, but draus Organ. | 
he pious Jugg us Organ. O U, 


E PDTy us. 57 


OEdip. Tisplain, thePrieſt's ſuborn'd to free thePris'ner. 
Cre. And turn the Guilt on you. 80 
OEdip. O, honeſt Creon, how halt tnou been bely d! 
Eur. Hear me. 

Cre. She's brib'd to ſave her Lover's Life. 

Adr. If, OEdipus, thou think'ſt 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy Men. 

Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts all brib'd, all Prieſts. 
OEdip. Adraſtus, J have found thee: 

The Malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz'd thee. 
Adr. If Envy and not Truth 
OEdip. Vil hear no more: Away with him. 

[Hæmon takes him off by force: Creon and Eury- 
dice folliwv. 
To Tir,] Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor ! 
So old and yet ſo wicked Lye tor Gain; 
Ard Gain fo ſhort as Age can promite thee ! 
Tir. So ſhort a time as | have yet to live 

Exceeds thy pointed Hour; Remember Laius e 

No more; if e'er we meet again, twill be 

In mutual Darkneſs ; we ſhall feel before us 

To reach each other's Hand; remember Lazus. 

[Ex Tireſias: Prieſts fullowvs 
OF dipus / lus. 
Remember Lains! that's the Burden ſtill: 

Murder ard Inceſt? but to hear em nam'd. 

My Souls ſtarts iv me: The good Sentinel 

Stands to his Weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 

To guard me from ſuch Crimes—-D:d I kill Laius? 

Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful Dream; 

My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night; | 

And brought me back to Bed ere Morning-wake. 

It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt Way, 

But ſome dark Hint would juſtle forward now,. 

And goad my Memory——Oh my Joca/ta ? 

Enter Jocaſta. 
ec. Why are you thus difturb'd? 
OEalp. Why, would'ſt thou think it? 
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No leſs than Murder. 

Foc. Murder! what of Murder? 

OE4aip. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, 
And Inceſt; bear not theſe a frightful Sound? 

Foc. Alas! 

OEdip. How poor a Pity is Alas 
For two ſuch Crimes! was Laius us'd to lye ? 

Foc. Oh no: The moſt fincere, plain, honeſt Man— 
One who abhor'd a Lye. 

OEdip. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. 
He charges me——but why accuſe I him? 
J did not hear him ſpeak it: They accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Auraſtus and Eurydice, 
Of murdering Laius.— Tel] me, while I think on't, 
Has old Trrefas practis'd long this Trade? 

Foc. What Trade? 

OEdip. Why, this foretelling Trade. 

Foc. For many Years. 

OEaip. Has he before this Day accus'd me? 


oc. Never. 


OEdip. Have you ere this inquir'd, who did this Marder? 


Foc. Often; but ſtill in vain. 

OEdip. I am ſatisfy'd. 

Then tis an Infant-lye; but one Day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt; 
The Blood of Laius was to murder L azus : 
Fm not of La'us Blood, 

Joc. Ev'n Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg'd ; 
Lains had one, which never was fulfill'd, 
Nor ever can be now ! 

OEa;p. And what foretold it? 

Foc. That he ſhould have a Son by me, fore-doom'd 
The Murderer of his Father : 'True indeed, 
A Son was born ; but to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 


Bor'd through his untry'd Feet, and bound with Cords, | 


On a bleak Mountain naked was expos'd : 
The King himſelf liv'd many, many Years, 


And | 
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And found a different Fate; by Robbers murder'd, 
Where three Ways meet: Yet theſe are. Oracles, 
And this the Faith. we owe 'em. 
OEdip. Say'ſt thou, Woman? 
By Heav'n thou haſt awaken'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul! 
Foc. What new Diſturbance ! 
O£4ip. Methought thou ſaid'ſt 
thou ſaid'ſt it!) 
This Murder was on Lazus' Perſon done, 
Where three Ways meet ? 
Zoc. So common Fame reports. 
OEdip. Would it had ly'd. 
Foc. Why, good my Lord? 
OEdip. No Queſtions. 
Tis buſy time with me; diſpatch mine fitſt; 
Say where, where was it done! 
Foc, Mean you the Murder? 
OEdip. Couldſt thou not anſwer without namingMurder? 
Toc. They ſay in Phocide ; on the Verge that parts it 
Erom Dalia, and from Delphos. 
OEdip. So! How long? when happen'd this? 
Joc. Some little time before you came to T hebes.. 
OEaip. What will the Gods do with me! 
Foc. What means that Thought? 
OEdip. Something: But 'tis not yet your Turn to ask. 
How old was Laius, what his Shape, his Stature, 
H's Action, and his Mien? quick, quick, your Anſwer 
Foc, Big made he was, and tall; his Port was fierce, 
Erect his Countenance: Manly Maj jeſty 
Sate in: his: Front, and darted a tus Eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed: His Hair juſt grizled, 
As in a green old Age: Bate but his Vears, 
You. are his Picture. 
OEdip. Alide.] Pray Heav'n he drew. me not! am I. 
Joc. So] have often told you. his Picture 2: 
OEdip. True, you have; 
Add that unto the reſt: How. was the King. 
Attended when he travell'd? 
Joc. By four. Servants 


(or do I dream 
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He went out privately. 
OEdip. Well counted ſtill: 
One ſcap'd I hear: what ſince became of him? 
Foc. When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneel'd, and trembling begg'd I would diſmiſs him: 
He had my Leave; and now he lives retir'd. 
OEdip. This Man muſt be produc'd; he muſt, Jocaſſa, 
Joc. He ſhall-—yet have I leave to ask you why ? 
OEaip. — you ſhall know: For where ſhould 1 
repoſe 
The iſh of my Soul, but in your Breaſt! 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth; 
My Parents, Po/ybus and Merope, 
Two Royal Names; their only Child am I, 
It happen'd once, twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son ; I, ſtung with this Reproach, 
Struck him; My Father heard of it : The Man 
Was made ask Pardon; and the Buſineſs huiſh'd. 
Foc. I'was ſomewhat odd. | 
OEaip. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
I ftole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bade me ſeek no farther: Twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 
Fec. Vain! vain Oracles! 
OEdip. But yet they frighted me; 
1 look'd on Corinth as a Place accurſt, 
Reſolv'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; 
And never catch me there, 
' Foc. Too nice a Fear. 


Edip Suſpend your Thoughts; and flatter not too ſoon. | 


uſt in the Place you nam'd, where three Ways meet, 
And near that Time, five Perſons I encounter'd ; 


One was too like, (Heav'n grant it prove not him) 


Whom you deſcribe for Laius Inſolent 


And fierce they were, as Men who liv'd on Spoil. 
I zudg'd 'em Robbers, and by Force repelPd 
The Force they us d: In ſhort, four Men I ſlew ; 


The 


Y The fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, 

My Mercy gave it——Bring me Comfort now. 

If I flew Laius, what can be more wretched ! 

From Thebes and you my Curſe has baniſh'd me z 

From. Corinth Fate. | 
oc. Perplex not thus your Mind ; 

My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, 

So Phorbas ſaid : This Band you chanc'd to meet; 

And murder'd not my Laius, but reveng'd him. 

OEdip. There's all my Hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 
And I ſhall live again 
To.you, good Gods, I make my laſt Appeal; 

Or clear my Virtue, or my Crime reveal: 

If wandering in the Maze of Fate l run, 

And backward trod the Paths I ſought to ſhun, 

Impute my Errors to your own Decree; 

My Hands are guilty, but my Heart is free. [Ex. Amb, 


, 


&C'T 


62 


— 3 


rr. SCENE IL 


Entr Pyracmon and Creon. 


Pr, 0, Buſineſs of Import that Triumph wears 
You ſeem to go with; nor is it hard to gueſs 

When you are pleas'd, by a:malicious Joy; 

Whoſe red and fiery Beams caſt through your Viſage. 

A glowing Pl-afure. Sure you {mile Revenge, 

And I could gladly hear. 

Cre. Wouldſt thou believe! 
This giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tiręſſas 
Has Thunder-ſtruck with heavy Accuſation, 
Tho? conſcious of no inward Guilt, yet fears; 
He fears Focafta, fears himſelf, his Shadow; 
He fears the Multitude; and, which is worth, 
An Ape of Laughter, out of all Mankind 
He chuſes me to be his Orator : 
Swears that Aaraſtus, and the lean-look'd Prophet, 
Are joint Conſpirators; and wiſh'd me to 
Appeaſe the raving Thebans; which I ſwore 
Ta: do. 

Pyr. A dangerous Undertaking ; 
Directly oppoſite to your own. Intereſt. 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon ; when I left his Preſence, 
With all the Wings with which Revenge could imp. 
My Flight, I gain'd the midſt o'th' City; 
There, ftanding on a Pile of dead and dying,, 
L to the mad and ſickly Multitnde, 

With interrupting Sobs, cry'd out, O Thebes, 

O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy OEdipus, 
This barbarous Stranger, this Uſurper, Monſter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wife Tireſas, 

Proclaim'd the Murderer of thy Royal Laius: 
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Jocaſta too, no longer now my Siſter, 
is found Complotter in the horrid Deed. 
3 3 Here I renounce all Tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear T hebes, poor bleeding Thebes. 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howl'd, 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick Mouths 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the Crx. 
- Pyr. This cannct fail: I ſee you on the Throne; 
And OEaipus caſt out. 
Cre. Then ſtraight came on 
Alcanaer, with a wild and bellowing Croud, 
Whom he had wrought; I whiſper'd him to joia, 
And head the Forces while the Heat was in 'em. 
So to the Palace I return'd, to meet 
The King, and greet him with another Story. 
But ſee, he enters. 
Enter OEdipus and Jocaſta, attended. 
OEdip. Said you that Phorbas.is return'd, and yet; 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover'd ? 
Foc. He ſtarted when I told him your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of: that Affair 
Would give no Satisfaction to the King; 
Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Life, 
To be diſmiſs'd from Court: He trembled too, 
As if convulſive Death had ſeiz d upon him, 
And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r ſo wildly,. 
That had he been the Murderer of Laius, | 
Guilt and Diſtraction could not have ſhoak him more. 
OEdip. By your Deſcription, ſure as Plaguesand Death 
Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome Deed that ſhuns the Light 
Begot thoſe Fears; If thou reſpect'ſt my Peace, 
Secure him, dear Jocaſta; for my Genius 
Shrinks at his Name. 
Foc. Rather let him go: 
So my poor boding Heart would have at be, 
Without a Reaſon. 
OEdip Hark, the Thebans come 5 
Therefore retire : And,. once more, if thou lov'ſt me, 
et Phorbas be retain d. 


For, 
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Paoc. You ſhall, while I 
Have Life, be ſtill obey'd: 
In vain you ſooth me with your ſoft Indearments, 
And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view; 
Your gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a Deadneſs 
And inward Languiſhing: That Oracle | 
Eats like a ſubtile Worm its venom'd Way, 
Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 


How-e'er the beauteous Out- ſide ſhews ſo lovely. 
Odip. O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's Exceſs! 


Ghoſt, OEdipus ! 
OEaip. Ha! again that Scream of Woe! . 


It hallow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 

Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion, OZarpus ! 
Or is it but the Work of Melancholy; 

When the Sun ſets, Shadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 

But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible; 

So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 

Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds, 

Owls, Ravens, Crickets, ſeem the Watch of Death, 

Nature's worſt Vermin ſcarce her God-like Sons. 

Echoes, the very Leavings of a Voice, | 

Grow babbling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves : 

Each Mole-hill Thought ſwells to a huge Olympar, 

While we fantaftick Dreamers heave and puff, 

And ſweat with an Imagination's Weight ; 

As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 

We could ſuſtain the Burden of the World. 


Cre. O, ſacred Sir, my Royal Lord 
OEdip. What now ? 
Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fixt 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purſu'd : 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy Wonder; 
Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 


The King himſelf's thy Guard. 


All, all is well; re tire, the Thebans come. [ Ex. loc. | 


Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 


[ Creon comes forward. | 
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Cre. For me, alas, | 
My Life's not worth a Thought, when weigh'd with yours! 
But fly, my Lord; fly as your Life is ſacred, 
Ycur Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruin. 
When J but offer'd at your Innocence, 
They gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 
And drove me through the Streets, with Imprecations 
Againſt your ſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traitors 
Which juſtify'd your Guilt : Which curs'd Trreſſas 
Told, as from Heav'n, was Cauſe of their Deſtruction, 
OEdip. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our Guard, 
Rank *em in equal Part upon the Square, 
Then open every Gate of this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes. [ Shout, 
hear 'em roar: Begone, and break down all 
The Dams that would oppoſe their furious Paſſage. 
Ex. Creon with Guards. 
Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn, 
Adr. Your City 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deſtruction; 
I heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
A thund'ring Shout, which made my Jailors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace; where's the cruel King ? 
Yet, by th' infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
That have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
And theſe Eyes ſeen, I mult believe you guiltleſs ; 
For, ſinee I knew the Royal OZaipus, 
] have obſerv'd in all his Acts ſuch Truth 
And God-like Clearneſs; that to the laſt Guſh 
Of Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his Life, 
And here have ſworn to periſh by his Side. 
OEdip. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me. 
[ Embracing bim. 
O what, what Recompence can Glory make? | 
Aar. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue, 


But hark! the Storm comes nearer, 
OEadip. 
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OEaip. Let it come. May 
The Force of Majeſty is never known « JF But le 
But in a general Wrack: Then, then is ſeen If tho 
The Difference *twixt a 'Threſhold and a Throne, u io 
Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. Of 

Alc. Where, where's this cruel King? T hebans, behold, MY | fve 
There ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Deſolation JW be w 
Of this unhappy ſpeak; ſhall I kill him? Wk 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to Baniſhment? ; 77 

All Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him. 4 O1 


O£E4dip Hence, you Barbarians, to your ſlaviſh Diſtance: | 
Fix to the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he 
Who ſtirs, dares more than Mad men, Fiends, or Furies. 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well | 
May brave the Majeſty of Thundering Fove.. 
Did I for this relieve: you when. beſieg'd 
By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, # 
And to the very Brink. of Fate reduc'd ? | 
When lean-jaw'd Famine made more Havock of you, 
Than does the Plague ? But I rejoice I know you, 
Know the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler, of my own; 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. 

Adr. Methink, my Lord, I ſee a ſad Repentance, 
A general Confternation ſpread among 'em. 

OEdip. My Reign is at an end; yet ere J finiſh— 
Tl do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, | 
A Monarch, who, i'th' midſt of Swords and Javelins | 
Dares a& as on his Throne encompaſt round 
With Nations for his Guard. Acander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your Head: | 
[Seizes hin. 
Here, Hæ non, take him; but for this, and this, | 
Let Cords diſpatch 'em. Hence, away with 'em. 

Tir. O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'n's Award; 

If that th' Infernal Spirits have declar'd 
The Depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 


May 


May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain: 
f thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known: 
If innocent, then let Tireſſas die. |  [Alcander: 

OEdip. I take thee at thy Word, Run, haſte, and ſave 
| [wear the Prophet, or the King ſhall die. 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of my Oath ; 
and Phorbas be the Umpire. | 

Tir. I ſubmit. [ Trumpet ſound. 

OEdip. What mean thoſe Trumpets ? 

Enter Hzmon it Alcander, fc. 

Hzm. From your Native Country, 
Great Sir, the fam'd Ægeon is arriv'd, 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father: 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience. 

OEdip. Haſte, Hæmon, fly, and tell him that I burn 
J embrace him. 

. Hem. The Queen, my Lord at preſent holds him 
in private Conference; but behold her here. 

| Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, Fc. 

Fac. Hail, happy OEdipus, happieſt of Kings! 
Henceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou cant deſire, 
Sleep without Fears the blackeſt Nights away; 
Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
decure, thy Slumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants Dreams. 

OEdip. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend ? 
And whither would this Rapture ? 

Foc. O, I could rave, 
Pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe Oracles, 
That robb'd my Love of Reſt: if we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice ; 
And not a Grey- beard forging Prieſt come near, 
To pry into the Bowels of the Victim, 
And with his Dotage mad the gaping World. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will truſt, 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 
Enter 
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Enter AEgeon. Kneels. 


OEdip. O, to my Arms, welcome, my dear Ageon; ; 


Ten thouſand Welcomes, O, my Foſter-Father, 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd! 
Welcome to me, 
As, to a linking Mariner, 
The lucky Plank that bares him to the Shore! 
But ſpeak, O te!l me what ſo mighty Joy | 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Jocafta ? 
Foc. Peace, peace, Ægeon, let / «cafta tell him! 
O that I could for ever charm, as now, 
My deareſt OEdipus; thy Royal Father, 
Polybus, King of Corinth, is no more. 
OEdip. Ha! can it be? Ageon, anſwer me. 


And ſpeak in ſhort what my Jecaſia's Tranſport 
May over-do. | 


Ege. Since in few Words, my Royal Lord, you ask | 


To know the Trath; King Polybus is dead. 
OEadip. O all you Powers, is't poſſible ? what dead. 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars: 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſſaſſinates, or Poiſon ? ſpeak ; 
Or did he languiſh under ſome Diſeaſe ? 
Age. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn-Fruit that mellow'd long : 
Ev'n wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for * — Years ; 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more : 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 
OEdip. O, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 
And ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Yes Thebans, yes Jocaſta, yes Aaraſtus, 
Old Pelybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes; 
F th? midſt of Tumult, Wars, and Peſtilence. 
I will rejoice for Po/yzbus his Death. 
Know, be it known to the limits of the World ; 
Yet farther, let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 
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The Manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike em deaf 
With everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy - | 
Tir. Fate! Nature ! Fortune! what is all this World ? 
OEdip. Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old wizard 
Prophet, | 
Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now ; 
Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity ? and where are now 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 
Js he not dead? deep laid in's Monument: 
And was not 1 in Thebes when Fate attack'd him? 
Avaunt, begone, you Viſors of the Gods! 
Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep ; 
But, as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice : 
And will tho? his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blaſt me, 
O, for this Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting Jo's ring: 
lo, Jocaſta, lo pæan ling. 
Tir, Who would not now conclude a happy end! 


But all Fate's Turns are ſwift and unexpected. 


Age. Your Royal Mother Merope, as if 
She had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land, 
Waves all the neighb'ring Princes that adore her. 
OEaip. Waves all the Princes! poor Heart! for 
what? O ſpeak. 
ge. She, tho' in full-blown Flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age: 
And, for your ſakeg has ſworn to die unmarry'd. 
OEdip. How! for my ſake, die, and not marry! O, 
My Fit returns. 
Age. This Diamond, with a thouſand Kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, 
She charg'd me give you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 
OZaip. There's Magick in it, take it from my Sight; 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flaſhing Luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt: 
Take it from theſe fick Eyes, Oh hide it from me. 
No, my Jocaſta, tho Thebes caſt me out, 
While Merope s alive, I'll ne'er return 


O, 
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O, rather let me walk round the wide World s 
A Beggar, than accept a Diadem 0 
On duch abhorr'd Conditions. I My 1 
Foc. You make my Lord, your own Unhappineſ, MY 
By theſe . and needleſs Fears. OE 
OEaip. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! By Heav'n ld 


rather n cut 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders f 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, By 
Than offer at the execrable Act y all 
Of damn'd Inceſt : therefore no more of her. Conce 
Ege. And why, O ſacred Sir, if Subjects may ; 
Preſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, peak 
Why ſhould the Chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope I Ro! 
Infuſe ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name? 
OEdip. Becauſe the God of De/phos did forewarn me, M A 
With Thundering Oracles. - 


ge. May I entreat to know em? Not! 

OEdip. Yes, my Ægecn; but the ſad Remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul : ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt! por 
Methinks I have his Image now in View: 3 OZ 
He mounts the Tripos in a Minute's ſpace, A Beca 
His clouded Head knocks at the Temple-roof, 1 -- 
While from his Mouth being 
Theſe diſmal Words are heard : He te 


« Fly Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's 0 
Blood to ſpill. | BS 
« And with prepoſt'rous Births thy Mother's Womb With 
to fill. ; Impl. 

ge. Is this the Cauſe Kill! 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth ? I wil 
OEaip. The Cauſe! why, is it not a monſtrous one? IF But + 
ge. Great Sir, you may return; and tho' you ſhould | 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) 12 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. | 
OEdip. How, A geon? | | 
Tho? I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuous! With 
Thou rav'ſt, and ſo do I; and theſe all catch Upoz 
My Madneſs; look, they're dead with deep Diſtraction: | O. 
Not Inceſt! what, not Inceſt with my Mother ? : 
Age. 
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Age. My Lord, Queen Merope is not your Mother. 
O kaip. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Merope 
IJ ly Mother! 7 ' 
Age. Nor was Polybus your Father. 


OEdip. Then all my Days and Nights muſt now be 


ſpent 
in curious ſearch to find out thoſe dark Parents 
who gave me to the World; ſpeak then, .Zgeon, 
y all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
y all the Tyes of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
FJ Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 
4 Point or ſmalleſt Grain of what thou know'ſt: 
Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts directly. 
f Royal Polybus was not my Father, 
Why was I call'd his Son? 
Ege. He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles 
Upon its Infant Heir. 
OEdip. But was I made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 
Becauſe Zgeon's Hands preſented me? 
ge. By my Advice, 
Being paſt all hope of Children, 
He A 4 embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 
OEdip. Perhaps I then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir: 
lf it be fo, I'll kneel and weep before. you, 
Wich all tWObedience of a penitent Child, 
Inploring Pardon. | 
Kill me if you pleaſe, 
Iwill not writhe my Body at the Wound: 
but fink upon your Feet with a laſt Sigh, 
And ask Forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 
ge. O riſe, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little Blood which ſhould keep warm my Heart; 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſuch a God-like Off-ſpring. Sir, I found you 
Upon the Mount C:theron. | 
OEdip. O ſpeak, go on, the Air grows ſenſible = 
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Of the great Things you utter, and is calm: 


The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms fo rack'd of. late, 

Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that Jove were talking, 

Citbæron ! ſpeak, the Valley of Citbæron ! 
Ege. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 

Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 

Who led a rural Life, and had Command 

O'er all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 

Tended their numerous Flocks: in this Man's Arms 

I ſaw you fmiling at a fatal Dagger, 

Whoſe Point he often offer'd at your Throat; 

But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back, 

Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again: 

Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 

And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy Death. 

Then I ruſh'd in, and after ſome Diſcourſe, 

To me he did bequeath your innocent Life; 

And I, the welcome Care to Polybus. 


OEdip. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds? 


Age. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot: 
That he was of the Family of Laius, 
J well remember. 

OEaip.- And is your Friend alive? for if he be, 
III buy his Preſence, tho? it coſt my Crown. 

ge. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; and who has now 
SIRE.” 

Foc. Winds, bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen, 
O'er-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous Height, 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellying Clouds: 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For Horrors that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

OEdip. If there be any here that knows the Perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak; Concealment ſhall be ſudden Death : 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have Reward 
Beyond Ambition's Luſt, | 
Tir, His Name is Phorbas; 


Focaſta 


ocaſt. 


J Advilſc 


Upon 
Jocafta knows him well; but if I may 
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Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 


OEaip. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur d 
By my Jocaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth: | 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what mean 


I Theſe Tears, and Groans, and Strugglings? ſpeak, my 


What are thy Troubles? 


Fair, 
Foc. Yours; and yours are mine: | 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 
OEaip. Not for the World. 


By all the Gods, I'Il know my Birth, tho? Death = " 


Attends the Search: I have already paſt 
The middle 'of the Stream ; and to return 
Seems greater Labour, than to venture o'er: 
Therefore produce him. 
Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 
beg, my OZdipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My Love, my All, my only utmoſt . Hope, 
beg you, baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods, 
] kneel, that you may grant this firſt Requeſt. 
Deny me all things ele ; but for my Sake, 
And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 
Never let Phorbas: come into your Preſence. 
OEdip. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho? his dread Eyes were Ba/i/zfts. Guards, haſte, 
dearch the Queen's Lodgings: find, and force him hither. 


[ Exeunt' Guards. 


Foc. O, OEadipus, yet ſend, 
And ſtop their Entrance, ere it be too late: 
Unleſs you wiſh to fee Jocaſta rent 
With Furies, ſlain out-right with mere Diſtraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbgs. 
Forbear this Search, I'll think you more than Mortal 
Will you yet hear me? 

OEdip. Tempeſts will be heard, 


And Waves will daſh, tho' Rocks their Baſis keep. 


But ſee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this Subject, or retire. 
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Enter Hæmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 


Foc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 


A Story, that ſhall turn thee into Stone. 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A: Flaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 


Through which the Groans of Ghoſts may ftrike thy Ears, | 


They would not wound thee, as this Story will, 

Hark, hark! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, 

Jocaſta: Yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, 

Where firſt the- Myſteries of our Loves were acted, 

And double-dye it with Imperial Crimſon; 

Tear off this curling Hair, | 

Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital Part, 

And when at laſt Pm {lain, to crown the Horror, 

My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall eleave the Ground, 

To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound. [ Exit, 
OEaip. She's gone: and as ſhe went, methought her Eyes 

Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits 

Seething, like riſing Bubbles, on the Brim, 

Peep'd from the watry Brink, and glow'd upon me. 

PII ſeek no more; but .huſh my Genius up 

'That throws me.on my Fate. Impoſlible ! 

O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſy Thoughts 

Ride ſwifter than the galloping Heav'ns round, 

With an eternal Hurry -of the Soul : 

Nay, there's a time when ev'n the rolling Year 

Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 

When not a Breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves: 

But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 

Is ne'er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 

Come then, fince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

Let's know the bottom. Hæmon, you I ſent: 

Where is that Phorbas ? 
Hem. Here, my Royal Lord. 
OEaip. Speak firſt, Zgeon, ſay, is this the Man? 
Age. My Lord, it is: Tho' Time has plough'd that Face 

With many Furrows fince I ſaw it firſt; 

Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to 

forget it. O Eaip. 
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OEdip. Peace; ſtand back a while. 
Come hither Friend; I hear thy Name is Phorbas. 
Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer 
To what I ſhall enquire; Wert thou not once 
The Servant to King Laius here in Thebes ? 
Phor. I was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant. 
Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave. 
OEdip. What Office hadſt thou? what was thy Em- 
ployment :? 
P)hor. He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleaſures ; 
For much he lov'd 'em : oft I entertain'd 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom I had command. 
OEdip. Where was thy Reſidence? to what Part 
o'th* Country 
Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort? | 
Phor. To mount Cithæron, and the pleaſant Vallies 
Which all about lie ſhadowing its large Feet. 
OEdip. Come forth, ,Zgeon. Ha! why ſtart'ſt thou, Phorbas? 
Forward I ſay, and Face to Face confront him; 
Look wiſtly on him, through him, if thou canſt, 
And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him? 
Didſt thou e'er ſee him? e'er converſe with him | 
Near Mount Cithæron? þ 
Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man ? | 
OFaip. This Man, this old, this venerable Man: [ 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there? 
Phor. Where, ſacred Sir? 
OEdip. Near Mount Cithæron; anſwer to the Purpoſe, 
'Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal Minutes are 
Of much more worth than thouſand Vulgar Years : 
Didſt thou e'er ſee this Man near Mount Cithæron / 
Pzhor. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears; but know not where nor when. 
Ege. Is't poſſible you ſhould forget your ancient 
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Friend? 
e There are perhaps | 
Particulars, which may excite your dead Remembrance. 
0 Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
p, Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale? 
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The Swadling-bands were purple, wrought with Gold 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd f 
That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 

Phor. What &er I begg'd, thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak's 
More than is requiſite; and what of this ? 
Why is it mention'd now ? And why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 

Ege. Be not too raſh. That Infant grew at laſt 
A King: and here the happy Monarch ſtands. 

Phor. Ha! whither wouldſt thou? O what haſt thou 

utter'd ! | | ſever! 

For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for 

OEdip. Forbear to curſe the Innocent; and be 
Accurſt thyſelf, thou ſhitting Traitor, Villain, 
Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Pher. O Heav'ns! wherein my Lord, have I offended? 
| OF dip. Why ſpeak you not according tomy Charge? 
Bring forth the Rack: fince Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 

Pher. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir ; 
You will not rack an innocent old Man. 

OEaip. Speak then. 

Phor. Alas, what would you have me ſay? 

OEadip. Did this old Man take from your Arms an Infant? 
Phor. He did: And, Oh! I wiſh to all the Gods, 
Pherbas had periſh'd in that very Moment. [adying. 

OEaip. Moment! Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years a 
Here, bind his Hands; he dallies with my Fury : 
But I ſhall find a way 
Phor. My Lord, 1 faid 
I gave the Infant to him. 


OEdip. Was he thy own or given thee by another? 


Phor. He was not mine; but given me by another. 
OEdip. Whence ? and from whom ? what City? of 
what Houſe ? 
Phor. O, Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, 
Would I could fink beneath it: by the Gods, 
J do conjure you to enquire no more. 
OEdip. Furies and Hell! Hæmon, bring forth the Rack, 
| Fetch 
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Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphurous Flames: 


He ſhall be bound, and . his Skin flead off, 
And burnt alive. 


Phor. O ſpare my Age. 
ObEdip. Riſe then, and ſpeak. 
Phor. Dread Sir, I will, 
OEdip. Who gave that Infant to thee ? 
Phor, One of King Laius Family. 
OEadip. O, you immortal Gods! But ſay, who was't ? 
Which of the Family of Laius gave it ? 3 
A Servant, or one of the Royal-Blood ? 
Phor. O wretched State! T die, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And if I. ſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me ! 
OEaip. Thou ſhalt not die. Speak then, who was it? ſpeak, 
While 1 have Senfe to underſtand the Horror; 
For I grow cold. 
Pbor. The Queen Jocaſſa told me 
It was her Son by Laius. 
OEdip. O you Gods !——But did ſhe give it thee ? 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 
OEdip. Wherefore? for what? — O break not yet, 
my Heart; 
Tho' my Eyes burſt, no matter : wilt thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever; for what End, 
Why gave the thee her Child ? 
Phor. To murder it. 
OEdip. O more than ſavage! murder her own Bowels ! 
Without a Cauſe! 
Phor. There was a dreadful one, 
Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 
OEdip. But one thing more. 
Jecajta told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was ſlain : Speak, I conjure thee, 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 
What was the Number of th' Aſſaſſinates? 
Phor. The dreadful Deed was ated but by one; 
And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 
OEZdip.” Tis well! I thank you, Gods!'tis wond'rous v ell! 
IF 3 Daggers 
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Daggers, and Poiſon! O there is no need 
For my Diſpatch: And you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 
Hoard up your Thunder-ſtones ; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. [ Falls, 
Adr. Help, Hæmon, help, and bow him gently forward; 
Chafe, chafe his Temples: How the mighty Spirits, 
Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais'd, 
Struggle for Vent! But ſee, he breaths again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through Oppoſition, 
How fares my Royal Friend ? 
OEdip. The worſe for you. 
O barbarous Men, and oh the hated Light, 
Why did you force me back to curſe the Day ; 
To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare. to touch me? 
Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 
But fhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire, 
Stand from this Spot, I wiſh you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, teſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already. 


[ Draws, and claps his Sword to his Breaſt, avhich 


Adraſtus fries away with his Foot. 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life: 
Craon, Alcander, Ha mon, help to hold him. 
Ok dip. Cruel Adrafius! wilt thou, Hæmon, too? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends? 
O worſe than work of my moſt barbarous Foes! 
Dear, dear Adrafius, look with half an Eye 
On my unheard of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 
With all the-low Submiſſions of a Slave, 
T do conjure thee give my Horrors way ; 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave : 
As well thou may'f adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And' his Bones broke, to wait a better Day. 
Adr. My Lord, you as{k me things impoſſible; 
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And I with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 

Tir. Tho' baniſn'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reigng 
Th' Infernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more: 
Calm then your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 

OEdip. III ave no more to do with Gods, nor Men! 
Hence, from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother * 
What, violate, with Beſtial Appetite, 

The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn ! 
T'his is not to be born! Hence; off, I ſay; 

For they wha let my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid Guilt. 

Adr. Let it beſo; We'll fence Heav'n's Fury from you, 
And ſuffer all together: This, perhaps, | 
When Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall. 

OEdip. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen | 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; rc) 
So now in very Deed I might behold 
The pond'rous Earth, and all yon' Marble Roof. © 
Meet, like the Hand of Fowe, and cruſh Mankind! 18 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial, and Infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of out- caſt OEAdipus, 

Fall Darkneſs then, and everlaſting Night 

Shadow the Globe; may the Sun never dawn, 

The Silver Moon be blotted from ber Orb; 

And for an Univerſal Rout of Nature 

Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 

May there not be a Glimpſe, one Starry Spark, 

But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the Dark; 

That Jars may rife, and Wrath Divine be hurt'd, 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. [ Zæeunt. 
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Enter Creon, Alcander, and Pyracmon, 


Creon. ebes is at length my own; and all m 
＋ * Wiſhes, K . d 

Which ſure were great as Royalty e'er form'd, 

Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown'd. 

O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 

Where all its different Lines are reconcil'd, 

As if thou wert the Burning-glaſs of Glory! 

Pyr. Might I be Counſellor, I would intreat you 
To cool a little, Sir; | 
Find out Eurydice ; 

And with the Reſolution of a Man 
Mark'd out for Greatneſs, give the fatal Choice 
Of Death or Marriage. 

Alc. Survey curs'd OEdipus, 

As one who tho? unfortunate, belov'd, 
Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the 7 hHebans you mult mark him dead: 
Since nothing but his Death, not Baniſhment, 
Can give Aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 

Cre.Well have you done, to ſnatch me trom the Storm 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little Streams 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the Under Paſſions, 

As Waters are by ſucking Whirl-pools drawn, 
Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph of Empire 
Therefore, P;racmon, as you boldly urg'd, 

Eurydice ſhall die, or be my Bride. 

Alcander, ſum mon to their Maſter's Aid 


My 


be of 


2 


„ rr ee 


EO Vu. A WS I HS - rH x7 


E DfIypfusS. 82 


My menial Servants, and all thoſe whom Change 
Of State and Hope of the new Monarch's Favour, 
Can win to take our Part: Away. What now ? 


[ Exit Alcander. 
Enter Hæmon. 


When Hzmon weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
] may foretel there is a fatal Cauſe. 
Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King ? 
Cre. J know no more, but that he was conducted 
Into his Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed; 
All left him there, at his Defire, alone : 
But ſure. no lll, unleſs he dy'd with Grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 
Ham. | did; and having lock'd the Door, I flood ; 
And through a Chink I found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him: 
At firit, deep Sighs heav'd from his woeful Heart 
Murmurs, and Groans that ſhuok the outward Rooms. 
And art thou fall alive, Oh Wretch! he cry'd: 
Then groan'd again, as if his ſorrowful Soul ; 
Had crack'd the Strings of Life, and burk away. f 
Cre. I weep to hear ; how then ſhould I have griev'd, | 
Had I beheld this wondrous Heap of Sorrow! ; 
But, to the fatal Period. | 
| Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, { 
Wich all his Force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, | 
And thus, with Out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou thinkſt tis well. 
Theſe Bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, 
Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on; ö 
Yet theſe thou think'ſt are ample Satisfaction 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: 
No, Parricide; if thou muſt weep, weep Blood ; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears: O, by the Gods, 
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Tis greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my Woes, 
Which ſaid, he ſmil'd revengefully, and leapt | 
Upon the Floor; thence gazing at the Skies, 

His Eye-balls fiery red, and glowing Vengeance; 
Gods, I accuſe you not, tho? I no more 

Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Glaſſes, 
The mighty SouPs immortal Perſpectives, 
J find your dazling Beings : Take, he cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal Farewel-view; 
Then with a Groan, that ſeem'd the Call of Death, | 
With horrid Force lifting his impious Hands, | | 
He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, | i 
The Balls of Sight, and dafh'd 'em on the Ground. | 

Cre. A Maſter-piece of Horror; new and dreadful ! 
Hem. | ran to ſuccour him; but, oh! too late; 

For he had pluck'd the remnant Strings away. 

What then remains, but that I find Tzrefas, 

Who, with hts Wiſdom, may allay thoſe Furies 

That haunt his gloomy Soul? Exit. 

Cre. Heav'n will reward 

Thy Care, moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hzmon ! 

But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 
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Enter Alcander, attended. 


1 ſee thou haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe, 
For Number, to the Crowds that ſoon will follow); 
Be reſolute, | 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge.. 
Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 
Th Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be clos'd, till they behold Aaraſtus 
Stretch'd at the Feet of falſe Zurydice. 
But ſee, they're here ! retire a while, and mark. 


Enter Adraſtus, and Eurydice, attended, 


Aar. Alas, Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
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That ſhall hereaſter read the Fate of OEdipus, 
Will dare, with his frail Hand, to graſp a Scepter ? 
Eur. Tis true, a Crown fema dreadful, and I wiſh. 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our 2 Hours in humble Cells away: 
Not but I love you to that infinite Height, 
J could (O wondrous Proof of fierceſt Love!) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 
Aar. Take then this moſt lov'd Innocence away: 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes, from Blood and Marder 
F by from the Author of all Villanies, | 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon. From that Fury Creon: 
Vouchſafe chat I, o' er- joy'd, may bear you hence, 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. © 
[ Creon and Attendants come up to 22 
Cre. I have: o'er-heard thy black Deſign, Aara/tus. 
And therefore as a Traitor to this State, : 
Death ought to be thy Lot: Let it ſuffice 
That Thebes:ſarveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 
Her proffer'd Mercy, but retire 8 
Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy Doom. 
Aar. Think not, moſt abject,. | 
Moſt abhorr'd of Men, 
Adraſtus will vouchſafe to anſwer thee; 
Thebans, to you I juſtify my Love: : 
1 have addreſt my Prayer to this fair Pi inceſs; 
But, if I ever meant a Violence, 
Or. thought to raviſh, as that Traitor did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win; | 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhonour,. 
And let Men curſe me by the Name of Creon ! 
Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you. dread the Wrath 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you p1ize your Lives, 
To take the Part of that Rebellious Traitor. 
By the Decree of Royal OEdipus, 
By Queen Jocaſta's Order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vews of everlaſting Love, 
L here reſign to Prince Adraftus' Arms. 
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All chat the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Cre. O perjur d Woman! 
Draw all ! and when I give the Word, fall on. 
Traitor, reſign the Princeſs, or this Moment 
Expect, with ail thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn in Pieces. 
ddr. No, Villain, no; | 
With twice thoſe OddT of Men, 
doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſh thee, 
Captain, remember to your Care I give 
My Love; ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
Than Life or Liberty. 
Cre. Fall on, Alcander. 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. 
Adr. Ah, Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me ? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions, ſee, the Cowards fly. 
[Ex. fighting: Creon's Party beaten off by Adraftus. 
Enter OEdipus. 
OEdip. O, tis too little this, thy Loſs of Sight, 
What has it done? I ſhall be gaz'd at now 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter ! 
Nor have I hid my Horrors from myſelf ; 
For tho? corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 
The bright reflecting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger Size her black Idea's, 
Doubling the bloody Proſpect of my Crimes: 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 
With Wife and Mother; Tortures, Hell and Furies 
Ha! now the baleful Off- ſpring's brought to Light! 
n horrid Form they rank theml(clves before me; 
hat ſhall I call this Medley of Creation? 
Here one, with all th* Obedience of a Son. 
Borrowing Jocaſta's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father; there a ſturdy Boy, 
Reſembling Laius juſt as when I kill'd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
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Cries out, how fares my Brother OEAipus ? 


What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too 
Fly all, begone, fly from my whirling Brain; 


Hence, Inceſt, Murder; hence, you ghaſtly Figures! 
O Gods! Gods, anſwer ; is there any Mean! 
Let me go mad, or die. 


Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
This ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, | 
Whoſe Story told, whoſe very Name but mention'd, 
Would cool the Rage of Fevers, and unlock 
The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's Hair, 

And throw the Raviſher before her Feet! 

OEdip. By all my Fears, I think Jocaſfa's Voice! 
Hence ; fiy; begone: O thou far worſe than worſt 
Of damning Charmers ! O abhorr'd, loath'd Creature! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 


Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'n ; 


But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there: 
The golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 
Foc. O wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! 
Two Worlds of Woe! 
OEaip. Art thou not gone then? ha! | 
How dar'ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods? 
Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleaſures ? 
Joc. Talk on; till thou mak'ſt mad my rolling Brain; 
Groan ſtill more Death; and may thoſe diſmal Sources 
Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears, 
Methinks, at ſuch a Meeting, Heav'n ſtands ſtill; 
The Sea nor ebbs, nor flows: This Mole-hill Earth 
Is heav'd no more: The buſy Emmets ceaſe : 
Yet hear me on 
OEdip. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul. i 
Foc. O, my lov'd Lord, tho? I reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries 
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Tis Horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewel. | 
OE4ip. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me! ſtay thee, O Jocaa. 
Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for ever from me. | 

Joc. Tis Woman's Weaknels, that I would be pity'd, 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho' moſt wretched, © 
Of all thy Kind: My Soul is on the Brink, 

And fees the boiling. Furnace juſt beneath : 

Do not thou puſh me off, and I will go, 

With ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 

With all its Glory glow'd for my Reception. f 

OEadip. O, in my Heart, I feel the Pangs of Nature,; 
It works with Kindneſs o'er: Give, give me way; | 
I feel a melting here, a Tenderneſs, 

Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods! 
Direct me to thy Knees: yet oh forbear, 

Left the dead Embers ſhould revive. 

Stand off. and at juſt Diſtance 

Let me groan my Horrors——here 

On the Earth, here blow my utmoſt Gale; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till L burſt with Sighing : 
Here Gaſp and Languiſh out my wounded Soul. 

Joc. In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes the cruel Gods, 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence ; 

Know yours: *tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. 
OEdip. Swear I am, 
And I'll believe thee; ſteal into thy. Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think *em no Pollutions, 
But chaſte as Spirits Joys: Gently PII come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſofily in my Arms to ſlumber. 
[The Gheſt of Laius aſcends by degrees, pointing 
at Jocaſta. 

Foc. Begone, my Lord! Alas, what are we doing ? 
Fly from my Arms! Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 
Who haſt no. uſe of Eyes; for here's a Sight. 
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Would turn the ae Face of Mercy's ſelf 
To a wild Fury. | 

OEdip. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there ? 

Foc. The Spirit of my Husband'! O the Gods! 1 
How wan he looks? - - 

OEdip. Thou rav'ſt; thy Husband's here. 

Joc. There, there his mounts: 

In circling Fire among the bluſhing Clouds ! 
And ſee he waves Jocaſta from the World! 
Ghoſt. Jocaſta, OEdipus.. [Fanmſh with Thunder. 
OEdip. What wouldſt thou have? 
Thou know'ſt Jean not come to thee; detain'd 
In Darkneſs here; and kept from means of Death. 
I've heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful; 
At whoſe Approach, when ftarting from his Dungeon,. 
The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Tow'rs are thunder'd down: 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

Foc. Was that a Raven's Croak ; or my Son's Voice? 
No matter which; Pll to the Grave and hide me: 
Earth open, or In tear thy Bowels up. 

Hark! he goes on, and blabs the Deed of Inceſt. 

OEdip. Strike then, imperial Ghoſt ; daſh all at once 


This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand Pieces : 


That my poor lingring Soul may take her Flight 
To your immortal Dwellings. 
Foc. Halte thee then, 
Or I ſhall be before thee: See; thou canſt not ſee; 
Then I will tell thee that my Wings are on: 
I'll mount, I'll fly, and with a Port Divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 
To find my Laius out: ask every God 
In his bright Palace, if he knows my . 
My murder'd Laius / 
OEdip. Ha! how's this, Jocaſta? 
Nay, if thy Brain be ſick, then thou art happy. 
Foc. Ha! will you not? ſhall I not find him out? 
Will you not ſhow him ? are my Tears deſpis'd ? 
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Why, then I'll thunder, yes, I will be mad, 
And fright you with my Cries: Yes, cruel Gods, 
Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, 
I'Il ſnatch celeſtial Flames, fire all your Dwellings. 
Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 
Of Cryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges ; 
Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hives, | 
To ſwarm like Bees about the Field of Heav'n: Ss Y 
This will I do, unleſs you ſhew me Laius, 3 4A 
My dear, my murder'd Lord, O Laius! Laius ! Lains! In 
| [Ex. Jocaſta. 
OEdip. Excellent Grief ! why, this is as it ſhou'd be! 1 A 
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No Mourning can be ſuitable ro Crimes TS 7 
Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madneſs forms, O. 
I could have wiſh'd methought for Sight again, S 7 
To mark the Gallantry of her Diſtradtion: 

Her blazing Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 77 


T' have ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns, and mate the Gods, Sh 

While with her thundring Voice ſhe menac'd high, | 

And every Accent twang'd with ſmarting Sorrow ; 

But what's all this to thee? thou, Coward, yet 

Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road O! 

To the great Palace of magnificent Death ; 

'Tho' thouſand Ways lead to his thouſand Doors, 

Which Day and Night are ſtill unbarr'd for all. | 
[ Claſhing of Swerds: Drums and I rumpets without, Hi 

Hark! *tis the Noiſe of claſhing Swords ! the Sound 

Comes near: O, that a Battel would come o'er me! 

If I but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Dagger, | Fo 

Tl make a Ruin with the firſt that falls. 7 


Enter Hæmon, with Guards, 


Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow'r. Th 
Pardon me, ſacred Sir; I am inform'd 
That Creon has Deſigns upon your Life: 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 6 
I order your Confinement. Th 
OZaip. Slaves, unhand me. 
I think thou baſt a Sword: Twas the wrong — Beg 
et, 
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vet, cruel Hæmon, think not I will live; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate Way to ftifle this curſt Breath: 
Or if I ſtarve! but that's a lingring Fate; 
Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall ! 
The airy Soul can eaſily o'er- ſhoot 
Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriv'ſt to pale her in: 
Yes, I will perith in deſpight of thee; 
And, by the Rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee 
In tt other World, I'll curſe thee for this Uſage, [ Exit. 
| Hzm. Tiręſias, after him; and with your Counſel 
Advite him humbly ; charm, if poſlible, 
Theſe Feuds within : While I without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th' Attempt, the furious Creon ; 
That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 
Jo all our Plagues: What old Tireſias can, | 
. Shall ſtra ight be done, Lead, Manto, to the Tow'r. 
[Ex. Tir. and Mant. 
Hæm. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, 
[ Trumpets again. 
Or fall together in the Bloody Broil. [Ex. 
Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon, and bis 
Party, giving Ground to Adraſtus. 
Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Aaraſtus Prince of Argos, 
s Hear, and behold ; Eurydice is my Priſoner. 
Adr. What would'ſ thou, Hell-hound ? 
Cre. See this brandiſh'd Dagger: 
Forego th' Advantage which thy Arms have won, = 
Or, by the Blood which trembles through the Heart 4 
Ot her whom more than Life I know thou lov'ſt, J 
I'll bury to the Haft, in her fair Breaſt, 4 
This Inſtrument of my Revenge. j 
Adr. Stay thee, damn'd Wretch : hold, ſtop thy 
bloody Hand. 
Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, 
This Moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 
Adr. Away, my Friends, fince Fate has fo allotted ; 
Begone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy, A | 
by ur. 
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Eur. Ah, my Aaraſtus! call 'em, call em back! 
Stand there; come back O, cruel barbarous Men! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King, 
After ſo bravely having fought his Cauſe, 

To periſh by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 

All to his Ruin? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contageous Quarters on the Gates; 
Nor let my Death affright you. 

Cre. Die firſt thyſelf then. 

Aar. O, I charge thee hold. 

Hence, from my Preſence all: he's not my Friend 
That diſobeys: See, art thou now appeas'd ? 

| [ Ex. Attendants, 
Or is there ought elſe yet remains to do, 
That can atone thee ? ſlack thy Thirſt of Blood 
With mine: but ſave, O fave that innocent Wretch. 

Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thyſelf my Priſoner, 

Eur. Vet while there's any Dawn of Hope to ſave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraftus, 
What-e'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; 

With that thou may'ſt get off, tho* Odds oppoſe thee : 
For me, O fear not; no, he dares not touch me; 
His horrid Love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 
Left I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. 

Aar. Inſtruct me, Gods, what ſhall Adraſtus do? 

Cre. Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead: my Soldiers 
With Numbers will o'er- pow'r thee ? Is't thy Wiſh 
Eurydice ſhould fall before thee ? 

Adr. Traitor, no: | 
Better that thou, and I, and all Mankind, 

Should be no more. | #3 

Cre. Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my Mercy, or I ſtrike. 

Adr. Hold thy rais'd Arm; give me a Moment's pauſe 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this; 

My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge; 
If thou forego'ſt it, Miſery attends thee : 


Yet Love now charms it from me ; which in all _ 
| The 
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The Hazards of my Life I never loft. 
'Tis thine, my faithful Sword; my only Truſt; 
Tho? my Heart tells me that the Gift 1s fatal. 
Cre. Fatal! yes, fooliſh Love-ſick Prince, it mall: 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
My Wound's Remembrance, 
Turn all at once the fatal Point upon thee, 
Pyracmon, to r Palace, diſpatch 
The King: hang Hamon up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppoſe me : Come, Sir, are you ready ? 
Adr. Ves, Villain, for what-ever thou canſt dare. 
Eur. Hold, Creon, or through me, through me you 
wound. : 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both ; behold 
I'm not unarm'd, my Ponyard's in my Hand: 
Therefore away. 
Eur. I'll guard your Life with mine. 
Cre. Die both then, there is now no time for Dallying. 
[Kill Eury dice. 
Eur, Ah, Prince, farewel ; farewel, my dear Aaraſpus. 
Dies, 
Har. Unheard-of Monſter! eldeſt-born of Hell ö 
Down, to thy primitive Flame. [Stab, Creon, 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, help: 6 
Revenge me. | 
Adr. More: yet more: a thouſand Wounds ! 
I'll tab thee ftill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 
[ Adraftus falls, kilPd by the Soldiers, 
Eiter Hemon, Guards, with Alcander and Pyracmon 
bound : the Aſſaſſins are driven off, 
O Hæmon, I am flain: nor need I name 
Th inhuman Authqriof all Villanies ; 
There he lies gaſping. 
Cre. If 1 muſt plunge in Flames, 
Burn firſt my Arm; haſe Inſtrument, unfit 
To act the Dictates of my daring Mind: 
Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 2 
Of that, the God, Ambition. Dies. | 
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Adr. She's gone: O deadly Marks-man, in the Heart! 
Vet in the Pangs of Death ſhe graſps my Hand: 
Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 
Her laſt Farewel. O, OZEdipus, thy Fall 

Is great; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 


talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 


And wondrous Pleaſures in the other World ; 


Let me but find her there, I ask no more. | 
Enter a Captain 7 Hæmon: with Tireſias and Manto. 
Cap. O, Sir, the | 


Queen Jocaſta, ſwift and wild, 


As a robb'd Tygreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 

Has ated Murders that amaze Mankind: 

In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 

On the Bed Royal, and her little Sons 

Stabb'd through the Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows, 
Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns ! is then the Fate of Laius 

Never to be aton'd; How ſacred ought 

Kings Lives be held, when but the Death of one 

Demands an Empire's Blood for Expiagyion ! 

But ſee ! the furious mad Focafta's bere. 


[Dies. 


Scene draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta held by her Women, ard 


Was ever yet a Sight of ſo much Horror, 
And Pity brought to view ! 

Foc. Ah, cruel Women! 
Will you not let me take my laſt Farewel 
Of thoſe dear Babes? O let me run, ang ſeal 
My melting Soul upon their bubblig 
III print upon their Coral Mouth 
As ſhall recall their wandring Spi 


flabb'd in many Places, of ber Boſom, her Hair diſbe- 
weld, her Children ſlain upon the Bed. | 


Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you Piece- meal. 
Help, Hæmon, help: | 
Help, O£4.pus; help, Gods; Jocaſta dies. 


Enter OEdipus above. 


OEdip. I've found a Window, and I thank the _ 
Tis 
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Tis quire unbarr'd : ſure by the diſtant Noiſe, 
The Height will fit my fatal Purpoſe well. | 
Foc. What hoa, my OFaipus / ſee, where he ſtands ! 
His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a Tow'r, | 
Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount, my Soul; 
11 wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in lambent Flames; and 
ſo we'll fail. 
But ſee ! we're landed on the happy Coaſt ; 
And all the Golden Strands are cover'd o'er 
With glorious Gods, that Come to try our Cauſe, 
ove, Jove, whoſe Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
He who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and+ſhall acquit us. G, 'tis done; 
'Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine: | 
And OEaipus ſhall now be ever mine. Dies. 


OEdip. Speak, Hæmon; what has Fate been doing 
there? 


What dreadful Deed has mad Foca/?a done? 
Hem. The Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched Off- 
Are by her Fury ſlain. [ſpring, 
_ OEaip. By all my Woes, | 
She has out-done me, in Revenge and Murder ; 
And I ſhould envy her the ſad Applauſe: 
But, Oh! my Children! Oh, what have they done ? 
This was not like the Mercy of the Heav'ns, 
To ſet her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty : 
This ſtirs me more than all my Sufferings, 
And with my laſt Breath I muſt call you Tyrants. 
Hem. What mean you, Sir? 
OEdip. Fecafta ! lo, I come, 
O Laius, Labdacuſ hand all you Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Racę, prepare to meet me, 
All weeping rang'd along the gloomy Shore : 
Extend your Arms t'embrace me; for I come; 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a Mortal's Daring ; 
And, when I knock the Goal of dreadtul Death ; 
Shout and applaud me with a Clap of Thunder: 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
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Swift as a falling Meteor; lo, I fly, 
And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. 
 [Thunder. He flings himſelf from the Window : The E. 
Thebans gather about his Body. | 
Hem. O Prophet, OEdibus is now more! 
O curs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! | 
Tir, Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence; 
The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heav'n decrees to raiſe with Peace and Glory: 
Yet, by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, 
The ſacred Fury thus alarms the World. 
Let none, tho? ne'er ſo Virtuous, Great, and High, 
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Hat a bed could undertake alone, 


W Our Poets found a Work for more than one; 
And therefore Tauo lay tugging at the Piece, 
With all their Force, to draw the pond'rous Maſs from Greece. 
A Weight that bent ev'n Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. 
So hard it is th' Athenian Harp to fring 
So much two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 
Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway; 
The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play, 
How heavy will thoſe Vulgar Souls be found, 
Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground ! 
When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 
You can but Damn for one poor Spot of Earth ; 
And when your Children find your Fudgment ſuch, 
They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch; 
Zach haughty Poet will infer with eaſe, 
How much his Wit muſt underwrite to pleaſe. 
As fome ſtronge Churl would brandiſbing advance 
The monumental Sword that conquer'd France; 
So you, by judging this, your Judgment teach, 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the Vote of full two thouſand Years 
Has crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs, 
Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 
And, in your own Defence, let this Play live, 


T hink 


To praij his Worth they humbly doubt their oaun, 
Ter as weak States each other's Pow'r aſſure, 
Weak Poets by Comundion are ſecure. 

Their Treat is what your Palates reliſh moſt, 
Charm ! Song ! and Show! a Murder and a G Het. 
We know not what you can dgſire or hope, 
To pleaſe you more, but Burning of a Pope. 
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